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ASSISTANT EDITOR'SPREFACE

Eric sad, inthe preface to Grantville Gazette Volume Five:

"Sigh. Not one of these sories dealswith Ye Big Picture. Not one of them falstowalow inthe
petty details of Joe or Dieter or Helen or Ursulas angst-ridden existence.

Pure, unalloyed, soap opera, what itis."

And we continuein our grand soap operdtic tradition with Grantville Gazette (count 'em) Volume
Seven.

Is Jon and Linda Sonnenleiter's introduction of up-time style pizzato Naples criticd to the war?
Nope. Don't think so. Neither is Mark Huston's quiet story about an elderly couple and their choices.
But the fans don't much care, we've found.

Ditto for John and Petti Friend's crew of misfits who, somehow, make their way to Magdeburg.
They're not important to the eventswell al read about in 1634: The Baltic War, at dl. Neither is
VirginiaDeMarces Minnie Hugelmair or TinaMarie Hollister. They'rejust not at al the typeto get
involved in politicsand war.

No more o is Russ Rittger's Chad, who managesto find himsdlf as something of alaundry mogul, or
Terry Howard's Jmmy Dick, who seemsto drink himsdlf into a philosophica mood with some

regularity.



On the other hand, Rick Boatright's radio heads just might have an effect on that little dltercation up in
the Bdltic, and therés just no telling what Kerryn Offord's Dr. Phil might come up with next. Kim
Mackey's Colette. . . well, she'sgot thisredly, redly rich relaive who just might comein handy to
know.

And, if you'd liketo build aVictrola, explore the mass mediaimplications, plan the route for a
railroad—not to mention learn about the enginesfor the trains, well, thisisthe place. Chris Penycate,
Gorg Huff, Carsten Edelberger, Iver Cooper and | will tell you what we know about those.

So, grab your coffee (or whatever beverage), load up on the chocolate bonbon's, kick back inthe
chair, and have agood time. We hope you enjoy reading it as much as we enjoyed pultting it together.
Paula Goodlett and the Editoral Board
April 2, 2006

FICTION

Canst Thou Send Lightnings?

By Rick Boatright

In like manner the lightning when it breaketh forth is easy to be seen; and after
the same manner the wind bloweth in every country.

(Deuterocanonica Apocrypha, The Epistle of Jeremiah:61)

To: The Provincial of the Society of Jesusin Rome
From: Adolph Wise S.J., University of Eichstaett.

Enclosed with thisletter you will find an example of the 'Crystal Radio' that is being
distributed throughout Thuringia. | enclose also instructions for the construction of more of these
Radios as distributed by the American gover nment.

| testify, of my own knowledge, further attested by the witnesses signatures hereto affixed and
sealed, that anywhere within fifty miles of Grantville on most evenings, when you place your ear
next to the opening in the box, you can hear voices and music and other sounds which originate
miles away in Grantville. These voices are sent through the air itself by the lightnings into the
wires of the Radio. The Radio is delicate and fails to function with the least mis-adjustment.
However, when adjusted properly, at the correct time of day anyone can hear the Voice of
America sent forth from the great stone tower of the Radio Sation in Grantville.

No one that | have spoken with here in the university can begin to understand how this works.
The Americansinsist that thisis nothing but another of their mechanical arts, related to the



"electricity” of which | wrotein an earlier letter. They maintain that there is nothing more
involved than the proper arrangement and composition of mundane physical materials. If so,
then, as with so many other devices to be found in and around Grantville, it is the knowledge they
possess that is important.

| have spoken with the local clergy, and they inform me that the Radios are being built mostly
by jewelers and others who are used to working with fine wires and small detail work. There are
others who are working on the equipment to send the lightnings from the great tower to the
Radios. Again, the local clergy tell me that this equipment, although considerably more robust
than the Radios, is still remarkably delicate in some ways and requires the deft touch of jewelers
and similar folk.

The Americansinsist that they welcome students. They also are training workersto assist in
building their next "Radio Sation,” which they plan to locate in Magdeburg. When completed, it
will be placed at Gustav Adolphus disposal. It is said that he intends to use this voice to promote
Lutheranism.

| beg of you to find within our ranks a young man, skilled in the jeweler'sarts and firmin the
Church, and send himto us. Some one of us must take this training, in order that we may first
gain the knowledge of how this art works, and second, perhaps in some way delay or prevent the
establishment of Gustavus Adolphus' Voice of Luther. S multaneously, we must work to produce a
Radio Sation that can bring to the people the saving grace of the Holy Mother Church.
Sgned
Adolph Wise SJ.
(and 12 other witnesses.)

Father Nicholas Smithson lowered the letter, and looked at Father Andrew White, his superior in the
Society of Jesus. "Do you bdievethis, Father Andrew?”

"It does not matter what | believe, Nicholas. The Father Genera of the Society may or may not
believeit, but he hasindicated it shall betreated asfact until it is proved otherwise."

"So beit. What the Father General orders shall be done.” Nicholas nodded, then pursed hislips.
"Thisisdl very interesting, Father, but why isthisletter herein London, and why are you discussing it
with ahumble parish priest?"

Father Andrew smiled. "Read the letter again. Paying particular attention to the skills of the workmen
and the request made by Father Adolph.”

When Nicholas set the letter down again, he was stunned. He could fed that his eyeswerewide. He
opened his mouth atime or two, but nothing came out. Findly, he coughed. "They have chosen me?'

"Aye, Nicholas." Father Andrew was sympathetic. "Y ou are the son of ajeweler, trained in his craft,
who isaso aJesuit. Y ou are the very man that Father Adolph has called for."

"But . . . but what of my parish? Who will serve Mass, and catechism, and the rites to those hidden
members of thetrue churchif | leave?'

"My son." Father Andrew stood and walked to the window to stare out at the busy evening London
Sreet scene. "The Situation in London—indeed, in dl England—grows ever grimmer. Despite the fact
that King Charles at one time did seem disposed to provide somelittle reief to those who follow Rome,
sgncethe advent of Grantville heis of no mind to tolerate dissent of any kind, even from priests. | am
afraid he sees gunpowder under every chair. It may well be that we are returning to the dark timeswe
walked under during Elizabeth'sreign.”

Turning back to the room, the older priest leaned against the window gill. "Nicholas, | do not doubt

your courage. | am awarethat if amartyr's crown caled, you would respond willingly. The society has
many brave, fervent men who can and will serve as priestsin the darkness of London, perhapsto



become martyrsif God so wills. But you, you are best suited to another task. You arecalled to a
different work."

Nicholas sat quietly, staring at the hands folded in hislap. There was only one decision he could
make, as much as he might desire otherwise. When he accepted that, peace descended. When hefindly
raised hishead to look at Father Andrew, hefet cam.

"Adsum, Domine. Heream 1, Lord."

* * *

For when the lightning lightens, the thunder uttersits voice, and the spirit
enforces a pause during the peal.

(Apocrypha, The Book of Enoch 60:15)

John Grover, head of VVoice of Americaand defacto head of radio communicationsin the USE,
rubbed his eyes and massaged his aching temples. Thisweeks staff meeting hadn't gone any better than
the previous meetings had gone. Oh, they were making progress on the mundane stuff, thingsthat just
needed the application of some brute force and some materid, like putting up lightning arresters and
lightning rods in various locationsin town. Likewise, those issuesthat just required the gpplication of
money were going pretty well; witness the report of the purchase of two more video cameras and the
completion of the second studio setup.

Even the weekly Murphy report, detailing the things that had gone inexplicably wrong—such asthe
episode where someone took a glass of water into the studio and inadvertently poured it into the primary
beta recorder, or the Marine radio man who for some unknown-but-very-stupid reason elected to save
hisrifle and powder instead of the radio when hefell into a creek—wasn't too bad. Every Murphy
incident caused rules and proceduresto either be amended or created. But the ability of people and
Stuationsto be act outside of those rules and procedures was ever astonishing.

John rubbed hiseyes again.

Bottom line—the loca cable TV team, the communications team and the VVoice of Americateam dll
had enough up-time resources to keep going for afew years, more or less, unless amajor disaster
occurred. The problem was preparing for what would happen when those up-time resources began to
burn up, blow up, or otherwise quit functioning and the spares were used up.

John fingered the screwdriver he kept in his shirt pocket, thinking hard. Everything depended on
tubes. Everything. The sniping and theinfighting at the staff meetings was starting to move from sarcastic
to vitriolic. If they didn't make some red progress soon, he didn't know what he was going to do,
especidly since hisonly red tube-head, Gayle Mason, was stuck in the Tower of London.

Opening adrawer, John rooted around until he found his aspirin. Dry swallowing three of them, he
looked at the clock on hisdesk. Six p.m. Timeto leave. Maybe something would happen tomorrow . . .
correction, maybe something good would happen tomorrow.

Canst thou lift up thy voice to the clouds, that abundance of waters may cover
thee? Canst thou send lightnings, that they may go and say unto thee, Here we
are?

(King James Bible, Job 38:34-35)

Claude Y ardley had been a power plant operator for alot of years. He had torn apart his share of
aternators and put the pieces back together. But he had never seen anything like this. He pushed back
from the paper and debris covered table. "I'd say Murphy got to you again, John."

John snorted. "Y eah. Heredlly got behind us on this one. This design should have been anon-darter.
Look at thisstuff.” John gestured. "Wires stretched beyond their breaking points, coils ripped from their



armatures, and we got what? 1000 Hz out of it?"

"Something like that." Claude looked at his notes. 3600 RPM router feeding asixteen lobe
dternator gives 960 Hz."

"We need seventy-five timesmore.”

Claude pointed at what was |eft of the radio team'slatest creation. ™Y ouwon't get it thisway. |
understand why you came to me. Bill Porter and | probably know more about aternators than anyone
eseintheworld at thispoint." He chuckled. "Not that that's saying much. But you need something like no
dternator we've ever heard of. | think it wasfictiona.”

John pushed the photo of the Brant Rock ingtallation acrossthe table.

Claude shook hishead. "I don't care, John. Look, walk through it with me one moretime. That thing
iswhat? Five feet across?"

Nod.

"Okay. That makesit fifteen feet eight inches around. Timestweveisahundred eighty-eight inches.
Assume oneinch coils around the rim. Theré's no way to modulate the coil lessthanit'sfull width, soif
you assume that they dternate north and south, then you have eighty-four sine waves per rotation.”

Nod.

"S0, to get eighty thousand waves per second, you have to rotate the thing a thousand times per
second, or sixty thousand RPM."

Nod.

"So, any one coil isgoing around afifteen foot circumference athousand times a second, or traveling
fifteen thousand feet per second, or call it three miles a second, or something in the neighborhood of
eleven thousand miles an hour. Just under mach twenty, in other words. And they say it wasdonein
19067

Nod.

"It'simpossble." Claude shook his head. "It must have been afake.”

John pushed the photo across the table again.

"l don't care. | don't believe they had materials that would handle those stresses, and we definitely
dont."

Theroom was qui€t.

"John, I'm sorry," Claude said gently, "but I'm fresh out of ideas. I'm going home."

* * %
Hislightnings enlightened the world: the earth saw, and trembled.
(King James Bible, Psdms 97:4)

Father Athanasius Kircher watched as John Grover wandered from one empty table to the next. For
once, it wasn't that crowded in the Thuringen Gardens. John banged each table with his pewter mug.
Curious, Father Athanasius began following him. Once he got close enough, he heard John muitter, "Too
hard."

Now Father Athanasiuswas redlly intrigued. Most of the tables in the Thuringen Gardens were quite
new, solidly built against the generd gaiety of apopular tavern. Sturdy was not a description that did
them judtice.

John hadn't noticed the priest. He drained his mug and looked around the Gardens. "Therel" He
headed for atable in one of the back corners. Father Athanasiustrailed behind.

The table was one of the up-time folding tables, matched up with metd folding chairsthat were dso
up-timein origin. Having been around Grantville for some little time now, Father Athanasuswas certain



that they represented an unauthorized loan from aschool, or church, or one of the "civic organizations' of
Grantville

John sat carefully in achair and banged his mug againgt the table top. The priest saw that it was that
strange wood-like substance called "masonite.” Unlike the other tablesin the room, it was not sturdy, and
when struck by the mug, it flexed and boomed.

"Perfect.” John carefully set his cup down on the floor, and centered his chair on the table. He
pressed the center of the table firmly with the hed of hishand. It flexed.

"Yes" John leaned forward, and banged his head againgt the center of thetable.

Shocked, Father Athanasius stepped forward and grabbed John by the shoulder. John stopped in
mid-bang. "No, John!"
John looked up a him. "Oh, hi, Father A."

"L et me buy you another round, John." Father Athanasius sat down across from John. "Well talk it
through. Whatever the problem is, it should not drive you to self abuse."

"I've been beating my head againgt awadll a work," John said, somewhat truculently. "I might aswell
doit hereaswedl. Maybeit will bresk anidealoose." Father Athanasius reserved comment, and just
looked steadily at one of the men he thought of asafriend.

John dumped alittle. His voice grew quieter. "Y ou're agood man, Father." He sighed and his hand
crept toward his shirt pocket. He started stroking the screwdriver he kept there. "But you can't bring
Gayle back from the damned Tower of London, you can't bring all those jewelers back from Prague, and
you can't push skills| don't have into these hands.”

There was a moment of quiet. John shook his head. "It isn't Mike Stearn'sfault. Gayle Mason isthe
best QRP CW operator in the world. | agreed that she had to go to London. But that means that the best
source of knowledge about radio tubesis hundreds of milesaway."

Father Athanasius picked up John's mug, and waved at awaitress.

"Itisn't Morris Roth's fault that every jeweler in the world wants to be near the world's only source of
knowledge about faceted gems. But that means that the people with skillsin working with very smal
wires and partsthat | need don't cometo Grantville anymore.

"Itisn't my fault that | have an associate's degree in business, not a mastersin e ectronic engineering.
I'm the best available for running VOA, but | don't know the background of the history and development
of radio. No onein Grantville does."

Thewaitress arrived with two fresh mugs. John took hiswithout even noticing it.

"It's nobody's fault. But you put it al together, and Murphy has arranged the world so that we cannot
get Gustav's Radio station on the air. And | have to. Mikeis counting on me.”

"We have talked about this Murphy before, John," the priest said gently. "Most would blame Satan
when faced with such adversity.”

John shook hishead. "It isn't evil I'm dealing with, Father. It'sjust perversity. It'slike the bread
awaysfdling butter sde down. If things can go wrong, they will. Wasn't that true when you built your
water organs?'

Father Kircher nodded firmly. "It was. It is" He thought back to those days, and grimaced.
"Everything that could go wrong did. Indeed. We just did not expressit so compactly.”

"Imps, daemons, gremlins. . . name them asyou will, Father. But Murphy actsin the world as sure
as God does. But heisn't evil." John took a swallow from hismug. "The best decisions have been made.
| know that. Gayle being in London, Morris being in Prague, are absolutdly for the best. Godly. But
Murphy arranges that the Godly best causes something €l se to go wrong. We have the Voice of America
running, but we can't make the tubes for Gustav's gation.”

Father Kircher nodded. "I know. The station manager has asked each religious leader in town to give



the morning invocation before the dawn news broadcast. Y esterday was my turn! It isamazing to have
your words carried by the lightnings across the heavensto say, 'Here | am!™

John amiled at the nod to Job. He remembered using the line himsdf when defending hisinterest in
getting hisHam license to his Baptist pastor thirty years earlier. My sword John thought.

John heaved abig sigh. He took his screwdriver out of his pocket and fidgeted with it. "Theworst is
the dternator.”

"Alternator?' Father Kircher prompted gently.

"That's the most perverse of dl, Father. It'satease. We know that Reginald Fessenden and Ernst
Alexanderson built an RF dternator in 1906. We know they broadcast voice to crystal radios without
tubes. We know they were heard over ahundred miles away. We know dl that. We even have a
picture. A poor, dark, grainy picture, but a picture nonetheless. We can look at that picture of
Fessenden's alternator at Brant Rock, Massachusetts. But that's al. We have no ideawhat wasinsde
that round case. Just that it was 'an dternator.’ | can't build aphoto. It's atease. We haveto invent an
aternator. And so | started, thinking, ‘Gee, we have all the aternators out at the power plant, every car
has an dternator, how hard can it be?" John looked back towards the folding table. He looked back at
Father Kircher. "So we pulled most of the people off Gunter's team, since working on tubes without
Gayle was very dow going, and started in on the dternator. | know now how hard it can be. It can be
very hard."

Father Kircher's hand made the beginnings of a gesture that he knew would be of no comfort to his
Protestant friend. "1 know, John. | will think on it. Perhaps we can find someone to help. Perhaps we can
find away to put Murphy behind us."

John shuddered. "No! Never behind you, Father. Y ou always have to keep Murphy in front of you.
Dead in your sights, never dlowing him amoment to screw anything up. Out of sight, out of mind. We
need away to keep Murphy before us."

"A talisman, then. Something to help you remember to focus on the possibilities both good and bad,
to keep at the work.”

"Yes, exactly. Well, that and ajeweler with an interest in radio who can help with the wire and the
forms and the work on the damned aternator.”

"I will think onit, John, and | will pray."

"No one can ask more, Father." John drained his cup and stood. "Thanksfor listening.”

"You'rewelcome." Father Athanasius "my son" was unspoken, but heard nonethel ess.

* % %

Thevision of dreamsisthe resemblance of one thing to another, even asthe
likeness of a faceto a face.

(Deuterocanonicd Apocrypha, 3 Sirach)

"Nick?Isthat you?'

Nicholas Smithson froze. God in Heaven, how could this happen? How could it be that there would
be someonein Grantvillewho knew him?

"Nick? Nicholas Smithson!" The voice wasingstent. Nick dowly turned around, and almost
groaned. Of dl people. Father Augustus Heinzerling. What was Heinzerling doing here, and why hadn't
that information been given to him? There was no possible way that he could convince Augustusthat he
was someone other than Nick Smithson. They had spent too much time together at the English collegein
Rome.

"Hedlo, Gus™"

"It isyou!" Heinzerling looked delighted, but then suspicion began to creep acrosshisface. "It isyou.



What are you doing here?"

"l...." Nick hestated, torn between telling the truth and concedling hismission. "I cannot tell you
that, Gus."

Now Heinzerling's face took on the appearance of athunder cloud. "What do you mean, you cannot
tell me?'

"l have orders.”

Heinzerling'sjaw tightened. He took afirm hold of Nick'sarm. ™Y ou will come with meand explain
yoursdlf to Father Mazzare, then." He started off, and Nick perforce went with him. Father Gusina
mood was no oneto trifle with.

* * %

Father Lawrence Mazzare looked a the young man accompanying his curate with some confusion.
Father Kircher watched from the back of the room. "Okay, Augustus. What exactly isyour problem
agan?'

"Wheredo | gart?' Father Heinzerling ran his hands through his hair. I see thisman at theradio
gtation this morning asking for work. | knew him when he was at the English College of the Society in
Rome studying. We spent many hours together in Rome attempting to find an Italian who knew how to
brew beer. | thought he was my friend." Heinzerling glared at the young man.

"Goon."

"| greet him as brother of the Society and asafriend, calling him by hisname, and he refusesto tell
me what he is doing. Heis dressed in common garb, had not cometo seeyou. | say hesaspy for the
Jesuits!" Heinzerling looked confused for amoment, then surged on. "Or apy at least for someoneinthe
Society. | amnthe officid spy for the Society in Grantville, not some upstart impudent Englishman!™ His
frown wastruly impressive.

Larry repressed agrin. No wonder Gus had |ooked confused. He turned to the young man. "And
you are?"

Nicholaslooked at this up-time priest, Father Lawrence Mazzare. What little he had been ableto
find out on hisway to Grantville indicated the man was very well educated, and could givelessonsto a
saint in propriety, probity and rectitude. However, no one had mentioned his gaze—that cam, straight
gaze that seemed as though it could see through four inches of oak, much less hisown flimsy pretenses. It
reminded him very strongly of the Father Generd of the Society. Nicholas abandoned all hope of
dissembling; forthrightness was the only course with aman likethis.

"I am Father Nicholas Smithson of the Society of Jesus, late of London.”

"Nicholas?' Areyou named after Father Christmas or Saint Nicholas Owen then?" Larry calculated
inhishead. "Youlook alittle old for it."

"Saint Nicholas Owen?' Nicholas exclaimed.

Larry waked over to the bookshelf and took down avolume of the Catholic Encyclopedia. "Here."
Turning the pages, he found Saint Nicholas entry. "In 1970, Nicholas Owen was, umm, will be, umm,"
Larry made that vague hand gesture that had come to indicate the other world. "Would have been
canonized by Pope Paul VI among the Forty Martyrs of England and Wales. Their joint feast day is kept
on October twenty-fifth."

He handed the volume to Nicholas who looked it over with astonishment, reading of the events and
the names that rang with meaning to English recusants. Margaret Clitherow, Edmund Campion, Henry
Wadpole, and then . . . "Edward Ambrose Barlow? But | know Edward! We were at St. Gregory'sin
Doual together. He'sdlive. Or at least he was three months ago, chaplain to the Tyldedeysin Leigh.”

Father Mazzare laughed. "Y es. Things like that happen alot here. Remind me later to tell you the
story of the name of this church.” He put the book back on the shelf, then resumed his sedt.

"But we were talking about you," Mazzare continued. " Are you named after Saint Nicholas Owen,



then? And what are you doing in Grantville?'

"I am named after 'Saint’ Nicholas Owen. | suppose | will have to change my feast day." Nick
smiled. "My mother was reluctant to name me after adwarf, but father ingsted that Nicholas Owen did
the work of three normal men and was agreat champion of God. He met Owen while he was building
some of his secret rooms at homes of customers of my fathers.”

Larry lifted an eyebrow. "And your father was?'

"James Smithson. Heisajewder, aspecidist in fine meta work and elaborate braided wire pieces.
Hetrained me and my brothersto follow in hiscraft." Nick shrugged. "That iswhy the Society sent meto
Grantville. We have heard of the call for jewelers and metalworkers to work on the Radio. And we
know that this Radio is planned for King Gustav's use, for his'Voice of Luther. Thusmy disguise. Itis
highly unlikely that a L utheran king would want a Jesuit learning the secrets of his Radio.”

"Nicholas, you have alot to learn about Grantville, and not just our list of saints. Father Kircher will
introduce you to John Grover, the head of Voice of America. Unless| miss my guess, hewill be
absolutely delighted to meet you. If you can make the coils he needs, no one here will care about your
religion.

"Y ou can aso resume your priestly functions. Fathers Heinzerling and Kircher and | can use the help.
Y ou can stay here, and in return you will take your turn for the morning and evening masses.

"Father Athanasius will introduce you to the director of the radio project in the morning. For now, let
Augustus find you a place to put your things, show you around the church, and you can try the local beer.
It'snot English de, but | suspect it's better than anything availablein Rome.”

Father Mazzare stood and held out his hand. "Welcometo Saint Mary's.”

* * %

Yet a man isrisen to pursue thee, and to seek thy soul: but the soul of my lord
shall be bound in the bundle of life with the LORD thy God; and the souls of
thine enemies, them shall he sling out, as out of the middle of a sling.

(King James Bible, 1 Kings 25:29)

John presided over thisweeks staff meeting in a much better frame of mind than last week. The
interminable list of reports didn't faze him. Even the bickering between Ken Butcher, Andrew Rogers and
Jennifer Hansen didn't bother him. Thefind report was from Gunter Klein, the only down-timeteam
head.

"The vacuum pump works, but is not yet good enough. We get aglow, we get a pretty light bulb, we
do not get atube. It isdow, but each week is better. Y ou will have tubes before you need them. | swear
it"

Ken opened his mouth to say something, but John forestaled him. "Drop it, Ken. They're doing the
best they can, especidly with Gayle gone." Ken sat back, and sullenly nodded.

"Onelast item. | need to introduce anew staff member thismorning. Thisis Father Nicholas
Smithson. Heis not our new chaplain. Father Nick isatrained jeweler specidizing in fine wirework. He
isgoing to be sarting on the dternator project with usimmediately, so if he asks you for information or
assistance, please try to make yourself and your folks available.

"That's about it for today, folks. No one ever got any engineering done Sitting in a staff meeting." John
stood up. "One last thought. We do have to think of everything. We're stretched way too thin. We need
something to help us focus. We need some way to keep in our minds that we have to bust the problems
before they happen. Father Kircher said the other night that we need atalisman. | think he'sright. When
you have aminute, try to think of something, ataisman, atouchstone, something to keep our mindson
the god and on the nitty-gritty at the sametime.”

John knew his people would try. He knew he would try. Still he thought it dightly unfair that Father A



had arranged for his special table to be returned to the Moose Lodge. He didn't belong.

* * %

Nicholas Smithson sat at the kitchen table in the St. Mary's parish house and looked at the collection
of items spread before him. Therewas acoil of very finewire, amagnet, a voltmeter, and atextbook.

He waved the magnet in front of the coil of wire. Asthe magnet approached the coil, the meter

moved |eft. Asthe magnet retreated the meter moved back to the center and then to the right. He waved
the magnet back and forth and the meter waved back and forth.

"Eighty thousand times per second. No one can move amagnet eighty thousand times a second.”

He sat the magnet down and picked up the coil of wire. He waved the wire over the face of the
magnet. The meter waved too. He set the coil down. He picked up the magnet again and spun it in front
of the coil. The meter waved back and forth as the magnet spun, right-left-right-left for each rotation.

"Eighty thousand waves per second.” He looked at the piece of paper where he had donethe
geometry. "If | spin thisforty thousand times per second, | get eighty thousand waves, and the outside of
the magnet is only going"—Nick looked down—"saven thousand miles per hour. | think not."

Nick picked up the "thing" John had given him. Eight magnets soldered together in the center. He
spunit in front of the coil. The meter waved, but less. John had assured him that this was because the
individua magnetswere smaler, and that made sense. But gtill, eight flicks per rotation. The outside
would be going only eighteen hundred miles per hour.

"I think not."

Moving the coil, of course, wasworse. Coilsarefragilethings. And large. Much bigger than the
magnet.

"Such asmplething. August would understand it. My mother could understand it. Magnet back and
forth, make dectricity. Magnet and coil move, make eectricity. Magnet and coil St there, nothing gets
mede."

He picked up the drawing he had made of the Brandt Rock transmitter from the photograph, and
reviewed hiscaculations.

"Thousands of miles per hour. Murphy would destroy it."

Nick thought about John's introduction to Murphy's Law. Everything that can go wrong, will. The son
of agoldsmith used to working with heat and molten metd and thin wires and fluxes and solders knew dl
about Murphy and hisimps even if he had not named them so. He sat, spinning the magnet.

Father Kircher camein. "Hello, Nicholas. How went your first day with the radio team?”

"I learned much." Nick waved his hand over the objects on the table. "I learned why John was
banging hishead." He spun the magnet again. "I may haveto go find this'Moose Lodge to borrow their
specid table back.”

"Now, Nick. None of that! And | have news, and anideal" Athanasius removed abook from his
habit and sat it in front of Nick. "Who are you named after?"

"Saint Nicholas Owen. Saint & least, herein Grantville."
Athanasius opened the book to amarked page. "And who isthis?"
"Saint Elizabeth Seton, the firsdt American saint.”

Athanasius nodded. "Who will never be born, nor sainted by a Pope who will never be born nor
€elected to the seet of Peter. And yet, here, in Grantville sheisaSaint.”

Nicholaslooked up. "So?'
Athanasius gestured to the volumes of the catholic encyclopedia. "What of al those other Grantville
saintsin their dozens or hundreds? Are they less saints because they will not live? Arethey less saints

because they were proclaimed so by popes who will neither live nor serve? | do not know. But | know
that | have agreed that here, in St. Mary's, and in Grantville, we honor their days."



"Y es, Saint Nicholas Owen and the Forty Martyrs—athird of whom are perfectly well dive—isa
mass | intend to celebrate mysdif.”

"So, it ign't their realness that makes them saints here isit? Or who proclaimed them?'

"No..." Nick agreed cautioudly.

"Then | offer you your talisman, and your protector for the radio team.” Athanasius laid another book
on thetable. The Warlock Unlocked.

"| offer you Holy Saint Vidicon, patron saint of the Cathodian order of the church. Martyred in 2020
in service to the Church, sainted in 2030 by Pope Clement. Those of his order are dedicated to reducing
the action of Murphy'simps and the control of the perversity of technology. Hisfeast day is February
twenty-ninth."

"February twenty-ninth? That's, that's. . ."

"Perverse?'

"A fictiond sant?'

"A saint, who will never be born, named so by a Pope who will never be born, nor eected. Read the
book. Then, we will talk again. Inthe mean time, | offer you thisaswell." He handed Nicholas awooden
handled tool.

"Whdt isit?"

"Y our talisman. The same one John carries. The some one most of the ‘techs carry. A little yellow
screwdriver.™

"No. Y ou may not form an order dedicated to asaint invented by a science fiction writer in 1982."
Larry Mazzare looked most firm.

"But..."

"Which part of no didn't you understand?"

"But..."

"Y ou may didtribute the talismans. Y ou may use the story from the book asthe inspiration for the
talisman. Y ou should use the terminology. God knowsthat Murphy certainly is perverse and actsin the
world. If that weren't true then severd of the parishioners carswould quit breaking for no reason.”

Nicholas saw Larry'slook become stern. "However, if you need to call on asaint to assst you, |
urge you to look to the saint most closdly related to your talisman, not some fictional construct of an
unchurched Episcopdian.”

"Who?'

Larry picked up one of the screwdrivers from the box. "' note the appropriateness of the cross a the
tip. I'm glad you didn't get flat bladed ones." He paused. "Y ou ought to know who | mean. He was
canonized not 10 years ago. A man known for his sense of humor. He ought to be able to help uslaugh
inthe face of Murphy's perversity.”

"But the tdisman?'

"Oh, come now. He would have appreciated the appropriateness of it. By all accounts, he would
have had the entire congregeation laughing.”

Nicholasjust stared at Larry.

Father Mazzare opened areference to a painting of aman. He grinned as he showed it to Nicholas.
The man in the painting wore half a beard and was kicking aball while leading arag-tag group of people
who carried household goods through a street. " Come now. The pun iseven in your native tongue." He
spun the book around. "Saint Phillip.”

* * %

Thy life hast thou ordered in wisdom, and hast called understanding thy mother.



(Deuterocanonica Apocrypha, Esdras 2:55 (Ezra 4:55))

The hallowed hdls of the Grantville Nationa Research Library were far from Nick'sideaof what a
library was. Firg, there were far too many books. What had started out as the Grantville High School
library had changed over the last months. Now, with the ceiling tiles removed and the shelves extended
up to the metd ribs holding the roof, with more shelves tucked into every nook, and tables and chairsin
every cranny, Nick felt that the services of his name saint would be well used. No master carpenter had
designed this place.

And the books! There were moretitlesin this one room than existed in the rest of Europe. Books,
pamphlets, magazines, broadsheets, newspapers. Surdly the answer would be here.

It amazed him that the Americans had not tried this. He had asked John for the results of the library
search and their notes. One page of notes, and one magazine article. It smply wasn't possible that there
was not more information that that. He looked at the room again. Therewasadgn. Library research
orientation class: 09:00. He saw someone standing in front of asmall group of what appeared to be
down-timers, and joined them.

"Welcometo the Grantville National Library. My nameis Gladys Wood. I'm asenior researcher
here. Thisbrief orientation will help you to begin to find materid in thelibrary. Wewill cover severd
basic areas: Our fee sructure, collections, indexing, annotation mechanisms, physica access. . ."

* * *

"Dictionary form. They organize information aphabeticaly. It isinsane! Related materid may be
completely separated. Related people are not listed together. Related places are not listed together. It is
completely arbitrary and utterly brilliant." Nicholas |ooked at hislong list of wordstaken from the article
he had. Dictionary form. "'l can do this. It waswhat | wastrained to do. They don't need ajeweler. They
need ascholar.”

* % %

Nicholas tapped his screwdriver on the table as he looked out across the desk, contemplating.
"Brother Johann, Mdville Dewey was avery great man."

"Yes hewas."

"The index, the ‘card catdog,' was awork of genius. The subject coding, clearly the work of
ingpiration. But these. . ." Nicholas waved his hand over the pattern of three-by-five cards carefully
arranged on the desk. "These are brilliant. Without them, glossing thislibrary would have been the work
of years. But this. . . thisiswonderful. | make anote of the source, | list atopic, acomment and so on,
and | can re-arrange, | can move the gloss from place to place. Cross references. Dictionary Form.
Brilliance”

Brother Johann nodded. "I know." He looked at the cards, with a bit of irritation showing. "I only
wish the stationer we ordered them from had not been so literd when we said we wanted him to
duplicate the sample we provided. The "Recipe" printed across the top, and the drawing of breads
doesn't actudly assigt in the work. But, we have only fifteen thousand | eft. They'll soon be gone, and we
can get more. Plain onesthistime.”

Nick nodded. "That will help. But it isredly no matter now. | just usethe plain Sde.”

"S0," Johann asked, "have you found it yet?'

"No, but we are getting closer. | can fed it. With each additiona source, with each additional
reference, the quarry isthat much closer to us. It won't belong.”

With that, the two men bent their heads back over the books they were reading, and continued in
pursuit of the dternator so desperately needed by their friends.

* % %

Nick's eyes widened. He sat back in his chair with asudden jerk, and his chair screeched on the



floor.
"Thoseidiots." Softly whispered. Brother Johann looked up in surprise.
"Thoseidiotd" No whisper now, but full voice and dmost yelled.
"What isit, Father Nick?'
Nick turned to hisfellow researcher.
"Brother Johann, have you heard the word 'sophomore herein Grantville?!
Johann nodded. "Of course. They useit to identify arank of their childrenin school.”

"Theword is Greek in origin, you know." Johann nodded again. "It means ‘wisefool.' And I've just
decided that it should be gpplied to dl of Grantville. To have dl thiswisdom and knowledge available to
you," Nick waved a hand to take in the stacks of books, "and not know how to use it makes one afool,
indeed.”

"Y ou found the answer?* Johann began to show excitement.

"Yes, | found the solution to problem of the dternator. It doesn't move."

What?'

Together they bent over avolume from the Encyclopedia Britannica 1911 edition.

* % %

"So, | understand congratulations arein order.” Nick looked up to see Father Larry and Father
Athanasius gpproaching him.
"Not redly, Father. | just found something they had lot, isal."

"Nonetheless, Father Athanasiustells me that John's ecstasy a most approaches hysteria. Good job.
It will make alot of people very happy. So, how long did it take you to find the answer?'

"The dternator? With Brother Johann's help, | had that in alittle over two weeks. It merely took
careful work, word after word from the encyclopedia, then more lists of words, and more encyclopedia
articles. | cannot build them, you understand, neither the dternator nor the frequency doubler. That will
take mechanics and such. But the solution was s mple enough. John's team has the information and they
have started building amodd .”

Nicholas laughed. "Saint Phillip be praised.” He reached up to his breast pocket and touched his
screwdriver. "The solution is both funny and perverse. It will require careful attention, and it will be
difficult, but it can certainly be done. The Americanswould never have thought of it."

"Why?"

"Because the secret of the dternator isin not doing. The aternator does not spin! It just Sitsthere.
The coils, the magnet, al of it, just sitsthere. It isvery unAmerican. What spinsisaplate of iron with
holesthat occasionally let the magnetic field through to the coils. The plate, unlike the coils or the
magnets, can be made quite strong, and large, and can spin fast enough to make the waves many, many
thousands of times per second. Alexanderson was very clever. And theirony is, the Americanswill not
seetheirony init.”

They dl laughed at the joke, and theirony of the joke.

Father Mazzare surveyed the stack of papers and the mass of note cards scattered over the surface
of thetable. "So, what are you doing here—designing it for them?"

"No, | turned over everything we found to John afew days ago.”

"So what'sthis, then?’

Nick waved ahand over thetable. "I'm writing a guide to the study of up-time documents. A guideto
the exegesis of up-timetexts, and the application of their techniques to our writing and publishing. The
Dewey Decima System of course, the APA standard form for citations, the concept of 'Encyclopedia

and the differences between those and 'Dictionaries and 'Gazetteers. The power of organizing
information. Why did we not think of it? Alphabeticd organization isan insane way to arrange



topics—except of course, that it works. Rulesfor sorting. Rulesfor indexing. All the toolsthat the
up-timers have that they seemingly have not learned how to use."

Nick shook hishead. "The dternator is agood example of why it is needed. The up-timers, most of
them, smply do not think like scholars. Most of them, like John, tend to be doers, not thinkers. Do you
know? Everything they needed for the radio aternator wasin the encyclopedia. They smply didn't know
how to look. They spent ahaf ayear winding coils and breaking wirestrying to spin the coils or the
magnets because their firg inclination when faced with aproblemisto do something. They even havean
aphorism about it. "Those who do not know history are doomed to repest it.' They all know this, but few
of them gragp it.”

"Yep." Father Larry nodded. "Y ou missed the other saying, though. That one goes'Don't just stand
there, Do something.’ | wouldn't want to say that no one in Grantville understands what you're talking
about. Mogt of thefolksjust have never had to learn it. They're thinkers, but not scholars. If things don't
work out the way they would expect them to from their experience, they can generdly figure and tinker a
way out of it. Heck. | do that. Weall do."

"And thank God for that! But it means that we who have been adopted by them will have to be their
link to what they know." Nick waved his hands at the stacks again. "Even their teachers are not scholars
by trade. The Americans managed to make teaching into ajob separate from scholarship. 1, for one,
would never have bdieved it, but it istrue.”

Nick tapped the papersin front of him. "So, | have been writing aguide.”

"Doyou have atitle, yet?'

"l am il looking for atitle. | am consdering,” Nick coughed. "How Not to Think Like a Redneck

Father Larry looked amused, but hisvoice was very dry. "As one who would wear haf-a-beard, I'm
afraid you're not authorized to use that term. Y ou're not amember of the group.”

Nick grinned, and reached into his satchdl. He pulled out aydlow Cat hat, which he firmly placed on
his head. " John made me an honorary redneck, and told meto go for it."

Mule'Round TheWorld

By Virginia DeM arce

November, 1633, Wednesday mor ning before Thanksgiving

"It was well done of you, Henry. It redly was." Enoch Wiley looked rather doubtfully at apile of
ydlowish mush on the cracker in hishand. "What isthis stuff?*

"Coramakesit out of mashed chickpeas. Some kind of a substitute for chip dip. Not bad—there's



onioninit, I think. Anyhow, it has some zip." Henry Dreeson took a bite. He dwaysfdt abit
embarrassed when Enoch commended him for something so solemnly. Hewas eight yearsolder. Not a
lot, between old men. A generation, for children. He'd been an eighth grader the year that Enoch started
schooal. It had felt abit odd, at first, when Enoch became the minister at his church. That was what—forty
years ago, now?

"I didn't redly need it, anyway. I'd just gotten used to having it in my pocket. When Jeff Adamstold
me that the girl Benny adopted really was going to lose that eye—well, it just seemed the thing to do. The
color's not too bad amatch. Jm McNaly said that he could re-grind it to fit her socket; it's easy enough,
most of the time, to make something that'stoo big smdler. Thetrick isto make something that's too small
dretch.”

Henry's mind briefly contemplated Grantville's latest budget projections; then turned back to the
reception. Severa teachers and quite afew students from the remedial English for Speakers of Other
Languages (ESOL) and specia education programs located at the middle school were milling around. He
hed just presented Minnie Hugelmair with aframed certificate of valor for her defense of Benny at theriot
in Jenalagt spring, along with hisgood luck piece. "Maybe it will make Minniefed more like sheredly
belongsin Grantville, having Uncle Jm's glass eye to wear."

Both men looked up toward the temporary platform a one end of the city council meeting room.
Minnie certainly sounded like she belonged to Grantville. She was up there, Snging "Bury Me Beneath
the Willow," to Benny Pierce's accompaniment in avoice that could have come out of any one of the
hollows that ran off of Buffalo Creek.

Henry had heard that she hadn't sounded so nice the day that Benny, coming back to winter in
Grantville toward the end of October, told her sheld have to go to school.

Minnie was about fourteen or fifteen, they figured. More or less. Mot likely more than less, since
Doc Adams guessed that she had been badly undernourished when she waslittle. She was afoundling.
Somehow, every master to whom her home village had ever bound her out had managed to avoid the
obligation to send her to school. How many men wanted to pay school feesfor afoundling not yet old
enough to earn her keep? Henry redlized that you couldn't work up agenerd answer from one example,
but it was clear that in this case, the answer was none. Minnie had a seventeenth century small town's
equivalent of street smarts, but she did not have any education.

She didn't want any, either.

Benny hadn't had much luck taking her to school.

Eventudly Benny and hissster Betty, Betty's daughter Louise, Betty's daughter-in-law Doreen,
Simon and Mary Ellen Jones who were the ministers from the Methodist church, Enoch and hiswife Inez,
Henry'swife Ronnie, and Henry himself had taken Minnieto school. Fussn' and fightin' it dl theway.

Benny switched the tune to " John Brown's Body." Minnieredly got into the spirit of it.
That girl is going to make some man a real obstreperous wife, one day, Henry thought.

* * %

Joe Pdlavicino, director of Grantvilles ESOL program, still wasn't sure what to do with Minnie
Hugelmair. Y eah, she had to go to school. But the intake program and classes had been set up to teach
English, firgt to refugees and then to other immigrants, who aready had at |east some experience with
going to school in German, then to funnd the kidsinto regular classes. The Germans had spoken fifteen
or twenty nearly incompatible diaects, but |east three-fourths of the refugee kidswho cameinto
Grantvillethefirst year dready had basic literacy and numeracy under their belts when they showed up at
the schools. Most of those who didn't, had not been German. So he hadn't felt the least embarrassment
about resolutely tabling al suggestions about bilingual education programs. Theilliterate ones had been
from six dozen different places on the map of Europe, attached some way to the mercenaries, and there
wasn't anyonein Grantville who could educate them bilingualy, even if the Emergency Committee had
been soinclined. Which it wasn't. Almogt al of the immigrants who had come since then, since Thuringia



and central Germany settled down, were looking for jobs. Both the adults and their kids just needed to
learn English, just as the Grantvillers who showed up needed to learn some kind of standardized,
homogenized basic German that the speakers of fifteen or twenty different dialects would have a shot at
understanding.

Whatever e se Minnie might need, she didn't need to learn English. During her months of wandering
around Thuringiawith Benny Fierce, she had learned English thoroughly. With afineWest Virginia
twang. A little archaic, perhaps, sncealot of it came from folk songs, but perfectly functional English. It
actually helped her talk to some of the down-time English people who came through town now and then,
trandating into modern American for them.

Temporarily, he had set her to spending her mornings with Ceci Jones and afternoonswith Tina
Sebastian. Not because their sections were better suited to her needs than any of the others, but because
their families were both important in the Methodist church that Benny Pierce attended, so they felt
obliged to put up with her.

Minnie needed to learn to read and write. She needed to learn to add, subtract, multiply, and divide.
It didn't matter much to Joe whether shelearned them in English or German; a the moment, she didn't
know how in ether language.

Minnie was not about to go to first grade. Joe sighed. Unfortunately, he could see her point. On the
other hand, Minnie certainly didn't belong in specid education.

Benny'sfiddle switched again, to "The Mule '‘Round the World."

"I was born about four thousand years ago; there is nothing in thisworld | do not know." Minnie
grinned impudently, looking down at the teachersin the audience, and made her way to the verse about
Adam, Eve, and the apple, "I can prove that I'm the man who ate the core.”

Sheisn't a man, Joethought, but that's a good song for her. Whatever else, Minnie has attitude.

* % %

What bothered Benny most about the whole deal was that he was eighty-two years old. Not that he
didn't intend to live to see Minnie grown up, now that he'd taken her on, but it was always possible that
he'd get to the point where he was beyond making the markets and fairs, even in the summer months.
Then where would the money to keep them come from? Renting out part of the house brought in some,
but not really enough. For that matter, what would become of her when he couldn't busk any more? She
was the best fiddler he had ever taught, but agirl really couldn't go out doing that on her own. It wastoo
dangerous. He couldn't see her settling down, though.

For dl that they'd finaly gotten her here, Minnie redly didn't want to keep on coming to the school .
She had only agreed to attend the reception in her own honor on condition that she could sing instead of
socidize after the speeches. They had compromised. First, she would sing. Then she would go around
the room, with Doreen next to her, and say one single polite thing to every person there. Something like,
"Thank you for coming."

The compromise was possible because held figured out one thing that worked. Weeksthat she didn't
make too much troublein school, Wynne Nisbet would give her ahammer dulcimer lesson on Saturday
morning. Defining "too much trouble" could be abit touchy, sometimes. There was aways at least some
trouble. Trouble followed Minnie around. But you had to grant that she picked her targets.

Benny grinned and shifted over to Mother Maybelle. No matter what else he played in aset, hetried
to finish up with aMother Maybelle Carter piece. This reception wasredly for Minnie and the other
kids, though, for al that Henry and Enoch and Reverend Jones, Benny'sfamily, and severd of the
teacherswere here. Kids weren't crazy about ballads. They liked something livelier.

Herolled into "Worried Man Blues."

* % %

The steps up to the temporary platform didn't have arail. Minnie didn't jump and run—she stayed
right there, carefully handing Benny down. Joe Pallavicino, watching, thought that one thing was surein



life. Anybody who offered, or even seemed to offer, athreat to Benny Pierce would have to deal with
Minnie

Anybody who offered, or even seemed to offer, athreat to anyone whom Benny cared about would
haveto ded with Minnie,

Joewould put hismoney on Minnie, any day.

Benny went over and sat down next to Louise on one of the meta folding chairs. She had aplate of
crackersand aroot beer for him. Minnie and Doreen started to circulate. Out of the corner of his eye,
Joe spotted someone who shouldn't be here, given that she wasn't in the ESOL program and the noon
bell dismissing the kids for Thanksgiving hadn't rung yet. He started across the room, drawing in his
breath, prepared to start a sentence with, "Denise.” Behind him, avoice said, "Codl it, Joe. Princess
Baby was determined to come, so | wrote her an excuse and took her out of class. Her and Minnie have
gotten to be best friends.”

* % %

Here came Minnie and Doreen; time to be polite. Henry Dreeson fished his cane out from under his
chair; he and Enoch heaved themsalvesto their feet. Minnie and Doreen and—the two girlswith their
armsthrown casually around one another's shoulders—Denise Beadley.

Y ou learned alot of things, being mayor. Henry knew that, contrary to the genera assumption,
Denise's parents were married to each other. Had been for fifteen years. Helooked around. Y ep, there
was Buster Beadey, dl right, keeping an eye on his Princess Baby.

Now Buster—he was the one who ought to sing, "there's nothing in thisworld | do not know." Hed
ridden with one of the big motorcycle gangsfor years before he came back to Grantville and settled
down. Part of the self-storage lot's business had been perfectly legitimate, with local people, but both
Henry and Dan Frost had always suspected that part of it was an entrepot for—other things. None of it
had ever come out into the community, though, and the last dozen years of Buster'stax returns before the
Ring of Fire wereimpeccable. Dan knew. After it, well, Buster had caled the Emergency Committee and
opened afew of those down at the far end, where the lot fronted on the old dirt road. They knew that al
those counterfeit-brand car and truck parts would comein real handy, so they hadn't asked what wasin
the others, right then. The 250 Club had cigarettes for sdlelong after everyone elsein town had run out.
What el se? Who knew? Buster owned the ot free and clear.

All of which probably answered the question of where Buster had gotten the money that he plunked
down to buy thelot in the first place, when he and Christin came back. He'd had backers.

But Buster wasn't anasty guy, not theway his uncle Ken was. Standing there, leaning againg the
wall, hisreddish hair bading and graying, histhumbs stuck into his belt below hisbeer bly, tattoos
showing on hisarms below the short deeves of histee shirt, helooked like he would be. Or worse. But
Buster was good to his grandparents. And, boy, did he ook out for Christin and Denise. Henry felt sorry
for the boyswho might try to date Denise. Buster redlly had been ‘round the world, and he didn't intend
for his Princess Baby to go there. Hed made sure that Denise could take care of hersdlf, if he wasn't
around to protect her.

* * *

Buster had been watching across the room. Denise and Minnie, tossing their hair back and giggling.
Minnie and Denise, doing alittle tap dance step in front of Ceci Jones and Paige Clinter, with Tina
Sebastian clapping arhythm for them. He was glad that Princess Baby finally had abest friend. She
hadn't had a best friend since she got so sick infifth grade and had to repeat a year. When she went back
the next fal, anew class had moved up to be the first-year middle school kids and she didn't know them
that well. And shewas abit fierce for the taste of most of the families around Grantville. HEd brought her
up by hisrules. First, do what needs doing; second, don't agonize about it.

The door opened. Chris had locked up the lot for lunch hour and come over. They'd take the girls
and the Pierces out for lunch. Not at the 250 Club. She came over and leaned againgt him, saying, "I



picked up Johnnie Ray and Juliaand dropped them off at Cora's. She's put in some cushioned booths.
They'll be nice and comfy, with peopleto talk to till we get there."

* % %

Chris stood there, watching Minnie and Denise. Shewasred glad that Denisefinally had abest
friend. Her mind wandered.

After atruly spectacular blow-up with her parents, she rode off with Buster on his motorcyclein
September 1986. They covered most of the country the next year, Arizona, Cdifornia, Montana, al sorts
of placesthat she'd never expected to see, until her pregnancy advanced to the point that it got
uncomfortable for her to ride and they stopped for the winter in Colorado Springs. They had a pretty
nice motel room, on the outskirts. Somewhere, she'd heard that natural childbirth was good for the kid,
so shedid it. There had to be better ideas. Buster came to the hospita for the delivery; it wasjust a
couple of weeks before Christmas. When the nurse put Deniseinto hisarms, al wrapped in pink
flannelette and trimmed with aprig of holly, he got astrange, helpless, sort of look on hisface and
muttered, "'Y 'know, Chris, | kindathink we oughta get married.”

The nurse, who considered thisto be agood idea under the circumstances, arranged everything with
the hospita chaplain before Christin was discharged. The guy had awhole set of formsfor pulling it off in
two days—must not have been thefirst case of acute fatherhood that the hospital had treated.

Buster dso got avasectomy while hewas at it, saying that he didn't want to see Chris go through that
again, ever, noway. It was close enough to the delivery that she hadn't argued abit. They stayed in
Colorado Springsfor ayear and ahaf, Buster handling the local end of abunch of thingsfor his pards,
until Denise was old enough to ride comfortably in the Sdecar and needed more space than amotel room
to run around in. Then they came back to Grantville.

Buster had accumulated enough money, what with one thing and another, to open the storage
business. He said that old Coleman Walker's chin had dropped right below desktop level when held
handed over the receipts from the Colorado Springs bank and asked to have the accounts transferred.

Sheld had another spectacular blow-up with her parents. They hadn't even asked if shewas married
to Bugter, so she hadn't told them. She didn't intend to, either. Ever. Let them stew. She still went by
Chrigtin George, which really got their goat. The marriage certificate was in the safe deposit box, dong
with their wills and other business papers.

Chuck Riddl€e's jaw would have dropped, too, when they went to get the wills drawn, if they'd gone
into detail. Instead, they just asked for plain mirrors—everything to each other and then to Denise. KISS.
They'd just needed alawyer to make sure dl the formalitieswere right. That was one thing that Buster
had learned from his pards; keep your paperwork in order.

* k% %

Buster kissed Juliaand shook hands with Johnnie Ray, then backed out of the booth. He loved his
grandparents. He hadn't invited hisUncle Ken to lunch, but his cousin Everett was here. As many of them
as could scrunched into the booth; the waitress pulled over atable and some chairsto extend it for
eleven. Coraswas anice place for afamily-type party. While everybody el se was sitting down, Buster
went over and shook hands with Doc Adams. They'd been through alot together. Hed never been so
ginkin' Sck in hislife ashe got that first winter after the Ring of Fire.

* % %

Jeff Adamswas having lunch with old Doc McDonnell. H.M. had retired from practicing medicine
nearly ten years before the Ring of Fire hit, but hed come back to do what he could—he took the
rounds at the extended care center and the assisted living homes—even dropped in on some of the old
people who found it hard to get around. Even old Doc Sims, the dentist's father, from whom Jeff had
bought the practice, and hiswife, who were older than McDonnell, did well baby clinics a the Red
Crosstwice aweek. Every bit helped.

McDonnell also doubled as coroner, at least for the obvious cases. Down-time, they hadn't had



many exotic cases. It was mostly pretty obvious what people died from. The Beadeys, though-nobody
knew yet what the Beadeys caught and died from, living out in that old farm house together. Johnnie
Ray's brothers and sster, Ev, Hank, Dewey and hiswife, Wilbur, and Dorothy—Sugar, everybody
caled her. Ev and Wilbur were widowers, Hank was an old bachel or; Sugar was awidow. Clinging
together. Dewey'skids had dl been |eft up-time; Wilbur and Sugar never had any.

It had been February, in 1632. Johnnie Ray and Julia got worried when none of them camein for
groceriesthat week. It was cold, but not bad under foot and the telephone lines weren't down. When
they didn't get an answer after two days, they sent Buster out to check. He found them al frozen solid. It
looked like Sugar went last and had laid the others out al neet, turned the heet off, then lay down next to
them to wait—no sign of foul play or poison.

The phone was working—Buster used it to call Dan Frost to send someone out—so it must have
come on them fast. Or else, they caught on that it was something rea bad, and contagious, and
ddliberately decided not to call. They'd found another body in the barn—ahobo, from the look of his
clothes, with aplate of biscuits next to him. The house door was locked. Buster opened it with hiskey.
Hed put the locks on himsdlf, after the Ring of Fire; said that he and Everett, Ev's son, had split the cost.
There wasn't anything missing or ransacked.

Dan had sent Fred Jordan out, since it wasin the country. Town and country didn't make any red
difference after the Ring of Fire, Snce the county government was gone, but Fred still did alot of the stuff
outside the town limits. He knew the people better.

Jordan had called his office; Ledie had taken the call and sent him out. The three of them had looked
around. HE'd suggested, pretty strongly, that it would be better just to bury them out there—not bring the
bodiesinto town for an autopsy. Fred had agreed, and said that they should keep everybody e se out of
the house and barn, too.

Then Buster asked for abit of privacy. They gaveit to him, so they didn't know just what he'd said to
Everett when he called the video store. But he came back and said not to bother digging gravesin the
frozen ground; if they left the house and barn standing, his Uncle Ken would rent it out the minute that
Fred took the guards off it, or some refugeeswould just movein. No telling how long the germsfor
whatever it was would hang around.

He put thetorch to it himself. Laughed and said, "Thisway, if Ken sues, at least it will bedl inthe
family."

They'd quarantined everybody who had been out there. He, Buster and Fred got pretty sick, but they
got over it, with fluids and more of the town's precious antibiotics than they had probably deserved and
stuff to bring the fever down. Hell, tdll the truth. HeEd never been so sick in hislife. If that, whatever it
was, had reached Grantville without any advance warning, haf of the town would have been goneina
month.

* * %

Over a the party table, Buster Beadey laughed uproarioudy at something Minnie had said. His gruff

voicefilled thewhole café, "Oh, no, Minnie, girl, there damn well is something you don't know."

Minnielooked defiant. "What? Nothing that | need to know."

"Something | betcha that you want to know. That would make the rest of it worth your while. You
may not believe it right now, but it'simportant to know how to keep your paperwork in order. | had a
time bdieving that, too, at firs, but it'strue.”

"What?' Minnie perasted.

"Y ou don't know how to ride a'hog." If you'll settle down and learn the grade school stuff asfast as
you can, I'll teach you to ride, dong with Princess Baby."

Minnie and Denise squeded with ddight.

Benny Pierce beamed.



"And if you go on and learn the middle school stuff, theré's something interesting in one of thosetriple
locked shedson thelot.”

Three wide eyes and apiratica black patch stared at him—Doc Adams hadn't inserted Jm
Dreeson'sglasseyefor Minnie yet.

"Two brand new 'hogs." Never uncrated. For the day the two of you get your diplomas.”

Jeff Adams and H.M. McDonndll flinched.

Von Grantville

By Russ Rittgers

Chad sat on the front porch swing staring blankly ahead. He held atumbler of Kentucky's smoothest
bourbon and water. It was like acruel joke. | have some good news and some bad news. The good
newsis, those thirty-five new cars you have on your lot? Y ou won't have to pay for them. The bad
news? They're going to Sit there and rot until you take them apart and sall them piece by piece. Or, you
can sdl them to the government for pennies on the dollar because nobody's got gasoline or money for
cars except the government. Funny, yeah, Mr. Big Time Auto Dedler.

Hed never intended to live out hislifein Grantville. When he studied marketing at West Virginia
University, Chad wanted to go into internationa business. Then Dad had his stroke the day after
Thanksgiving in Chad's senior year. Helived, but with the left Sde of hisbody partidly paradyzed. Mom
couldn't handleit mentaly or physicaly at that time. Wes, hisolder brother, had afull-timejobin
Charleston working for the government. So rather than taking afew easy courses hisfina semester to
pump up his GPA, Chad petitioned to graduate early because he had dl his required courses compl eted.
Herecelved his diplomathrough the mail. Didn't even go to commencement. Three yearslater he bought
the car dedlership for a pittance. Lou Prickett had grown too fond of booze and was abouit to lose the

franchise anyway.

Now, here hewas. A businessman without a business. In Germany. Strange world welivein.

Debbie came over to the porch swing and sat next to him. "Penny for your thoughts, dear.”

Ched smiled wryly and put hisarm around hiswife's small shoulders. "Just thinking. Never thought,
heck, never imagined I'd ever get to Europe after | came back to Grantville. Much lesslivein Germany
with you and thekids"

Debbie pulled hisarm abit tighter by tugging his hand. "Have you thought about what you're going to
do? Some of the Methodist WWomen have set up an assistance committee for those German people
who've been wandering into town."

"Don't know." Chad took another sip of bourbon. "All the cars and trucks | don't sell to the
government, I'm going to have to disassemblefor parts. I'll get Bob Szymanski and my other mechanics
to do it. Added to my current partsinventory, it'll be worth afair anount eventudly. Troubleis, inthe
short run, we're going to be hurting for money because I'll have dl the costs of tearing those apart but



damn littleincome. Well probably haveto sl someland just to buy groceries.”

Debbie pulled away from him. "Don't you dare!"™ she snapped. "Don't you even think about sdling a
snglelat!”

Chad stared wide-eyed at hiswife. Shenever . . .

"I had an interesting talk with that nice Scottish cavary captain after he brought over one of his
troopersto interpret for ustoday. He asked who was the laird who owned the land outside town. When
| told him that most of it was owned by individuals and coal companies, he looked at melike| was crazy.
Then | told him Dad owned 160 acres and you had, here and there, over seventeen hundred acreswith
houses on some of them. He said you must be alaird to own so much and live in ahuge mansion in town.
After that, he started treating me asif | was some kind of nobility. He must have said something to his
trooper because the next thing | knew, the Germans we'd taken in started bowing their heads to me when
| approached them."

Chad grunted alaugh. "Oh, yeah, that's me, Charles Hudson Jenkins von Grantville. Senior."

"I'm not kidding, Chad. In that captain's mind, we're nobility."

Chad till laughed. "Oh, yeah. | suppose I'll have to fight duelsto protect the honor of our noble
family name, too. Uh-huh, right.”

Thistime Debbiejoined him in laughter and leaned back againgt him again. "Okay, okay it'ssilly but .
.. Do you know how many houses and trailers we have dotted around the countryside?"

"What . . . forty? Y ou're the one taking care of those books. Do we redlly have that much land?’

Debbie's smile was smug. " Forty-one rentals according to our last tax return. Got back anice
depreciation-based refund amonth ago. Deposited it in the bank herein Grantville. Seventeen hundred
acres, sure. Someof it isjust hillsde, of course, snce you and your dad bought anything that came on the
market cheap enough. Weve got the creeks flowing through some of them but it's ours. We may have
lost three parcels outside the Ring of Fire but we didn't lose any rentds.

"But what I'm thinking isthat we don't have amortgage on asingle one of them any more. We dways
went through the Bank of Grantville but last year | refinanced them through aNew Y ork bank. Our
traller loanswere dl run through the Farmington bank. Do you redlize we have absolutely no debt?

None! Honey, weve got rent money coming in from thirty-one active rentas. Ten are empty right now,
but that won't last long. Y eah, we've got taxes and maintenance expense. Some of those places are
pretty old. But with Chip and Missy not going off to college, we could finance our own congtruction.”

Chad considered for amoment. "Wdll, that's dmost right. Most of our tenants wereworking in
Fairmont, Morgantown or somewhere other than Grantville. In other words, where are they going to get
the money to pay their rent?' He Sipped hiswhiskey.

Debbie snorted. "That's atemporary Stuation and you know it, Chad. They'll have to buy their own
food, too. They'll pay their rent or they can move."

Chad knew his smilewas abit twisted. Debbie might have gotten her degreein Elementary Education
and taught until Missy was born, but running their rentalsfor the past severd years had given her the
same set of hard-headed business rules he had.

"W, it'sacinch red estate's going to bejust abit more difficult to come by. Building materids are
going to be just abit more expensve aswell. Y ou planning on providing materiasfor the construction
boom onceit getsgoing?"

"We've got plenty of trees—maple, oak, ash, pine and other timber. We've never had any of those
hillsdes cut. | never liked the looks of the timber-cutters who came around. After thefirst one visited us,
| checked out recommended timber-cutting best practices on the Internet. Then | started asking
guestions. Not asingle one ever heard of a contract. So | said no thanks. Now we're going to have alot
of scrub trees and tree limbsfor fireplace wood as well aslogsfor construction.”

Chad took asip from hisglass. " Sounds good, | suppose. Doesn't get my blood pumping any more



than sdlling auto parts does.”

"Oh, I didn't figure it would." Debbie stood and stretched. "We can hire someone to oversee the day
to day operation but you should be there to watch. To see everything is done to conserve the land. They
won't pay attention to me. Anyway, there'sno way 1'm going to hike into the woods to supervise atimber
crew. Y ou, well, you ran the dedlership garage as well asthe sdlesroom.”

Chad nodded. It was aplan, at least. "Okay. Damn! | just had athought. Where are they going to
get the gasfor the chain saws? Cometo that, how are they going to haul the wood out of the woods?*

"The old fashioned way, | suppose. There's bound to be afew of those big two-man saws and buck
saws rusting in barns and garages . . . not to mention axes. Y ou can probably hire some of our
unemployed tenants to do the work."

"Horses." Chad frowned. "Might be able to get tractors but well probably have to buy or rent draft
horses or oxen to haul out wagons filled with firewood and the logs. Think your dad has any old horse
collarslying about the barn? He's bound to have some saws from your grandfather's day. We can find
farm wagons easily enough. Heck, just afew built-up wheeled axles with atongue welded on. Won't
even need to havetires, just the rims. Next question is, does Denny's Lumber gtill have its own sawvmill?"

Debbie shook her head. "No. But I'm certain dl the parts are there somewhere. Nathan never threw
away anything. Thank God we got the eectricity back. That'll power the sawmills.”

"Wadll, looks like I've got something to keep me busy for awhile. Y ou can do the rentals and help the
refugeeswith the other gals.”

Debbie glanced over a him. "Um . . . it'sabit more than just helping. | got e ected chairwoman.”
Chad sghed. Every time she became achairwoman, it cost him money.

* % %

The dedl ership had to pay its mechanicsto take apart the cars and trucks so Chad joined in to save
on labor costs. He received strange looks the day he came into work wearing coveralls. He shrugged
and gave atwisted amile. "Times are hard and money'stight.” They al nodded with rueful grins. They'd
been there.

Two days later, after completely disassembling three cars, Bob Szymanski, Chad's lead mechanic
stood up and put down hiswrench with deliberation. "Thisis stupid.”

"Huh?' Chad asked.

"Why are we taking these cars agpart?’

"Because we don't have any gas.”

Bob put histongue to the side of his cheek and shook his head with ateasing smile. "Uh-uh. We
don't have gasoline. We do have ges."

Chad stood dowly. For minutes his face contorted as he thought. "Using barbecue grill gas tanks?'
he asked with wry amile.

"I made a couple of gas-powered cars using kitswhen | was il in high school. We can compress
theloca gas. Y ou ready to assume the position?”

Chad nodded and Bob gave a shrill whistle. All the other mechanics gleefully surrounded the two
men. Chad stood for the traditional reward for Jenkins management stupidity, a practice started by his
father. Whack! Bob delivered the dope dap to the back of Chad's head.

"Okay, guys. New orders. Bob, you'rein charge of engine conversions. Well work together on the
pricing. Automobile or power units. | want each of you guysto do your own cars and then drive around
town. Wait. Buy alot of pressure tanks and their connectionsfirst. That'swhat's going to limit
production. Cars are everywhere but not pressure tanks. When they're gone, we're out of that business.
Okay?'

"What are we going to use for money to buy them, Chad?"



He grimaced. "I hope you guys like eating beans more than | do. We're going to have a couple tough
months before things turn around.”
* % %

"I'm telling you, Denny, there just ain't enough logs coming in right now to keep that many guys
hanging around." Donnie Lee Swiger was arguing with Denny Reilly who wasin the midst of setting up a
sawmill for hislumber yard. Donnie Lee stopped talking when he saw Chad walk into the pole barn.
"Oh, hi, Chad."

"Hi, Donnie Lee, hi, Denny. How'sit going?' Chad had only anodding acquaintance with Denny,
who'd bought hislast car from Trumble and was origindly from Bluefield.

"Fine, fine." A dozen years older than Chad, Denny spoke with confidence. " Getting the sawmill set
up. | figure we're going to need it. Found a couple torn up blades and one good one from back before
the lumber company started buying dimensional lumber. Well be ready for businessin aweek. You
planning on some new condruction?’

"Not just yet. What with my stock in trade being rendered useless for thetime being, | figured | might
cut alittle of my timber. Just me and a couple of my tenants. | figure alog or two aday, maybeless.
Chad leaned back against a stedd beam, vaguely wishing he'd taken up tobacco chewing. The good old
boys dways had achaw or awhittling knife when they started talking business. Gave them something to
do while thinking. The one with the most patience usualy got the better dedl.

Hedidn't bother to ook at the avaricious gleam in Denny's eyes. Donnie Lee was behind Denny,
grinning like a cat watching a mouse approaching a piece of tempting cheese. Chad had been sdlling cars
to Donnie Lee since he got out of the Army. While Denny might know alot about the lumber business,
Donnie Lee knew he had alot to learn about mano-a-mano deding with Chad.

"Now that'sinteresting,” Denny countered. "I reckon we could buy anything you cut. In fact, we
could probably throw in kiln-drying any lumber you want to keep for yourself. Good, stable wood, won't
splitonyou.”

"Sounds good." Chad shrugged. "1 figure I'd just cut enough to cover expenses until my rentals start
producing a decent cash flow again. Mogt of them gotta get new jobs. Those who were insde the Ring of
Fire. It was anice day so some of my tenants were out of town."

"Sorry to hear that. Sort of. | guessthey're happy that they're back in their time rather than
disappearing like us. Y ou know, you might have to do timber-cutting longer than you think, what with all
your empty or non-paying rentas. Heréswhat | wasthinking . . ."

It took four hours of hard negotiating but Denny finaly "persuaded” Chad to go into the
timber-cutting businessin abig way, even financing two weeks pay for the lumber crew, just until they
got their first payment for the logs from Denny. Aswas his custom, Chad ddliberately left some money on
the table for Denny, knowing that pigs get fat and hogs get butchered. Just like the car business, this
wasn't aone-time desl.

L ate February, 1632

Thetrouble at the Refugee Center erupted quickly. Two women wereflailing at each other, pulling
hair, kicking and using their fists. Fights between women cooped up in the old high school gym during
winter wegather were nothing new to Debbie. She and two of her assistantsran over to bresk it up.

Onewoman was far more vicious than the other. Debbie grabbed her from behind. The woman
pulled back her arm and her elbow collided with Debbie's right eye socket. Debbie hung onto the woman
as shetried to twist and squirm away from Debbi€e's assistants to attack her opponent again.

"Excuse me. Isthisthe fishmonger's shop?' Debbie's mother-in-law, Eleanor Jenkins voice pierced
through the clamor. The question was so ingppropriate that the struggling woman stopped fighting. Then



she amost collgpsed and started crying.

Debbie was so disoriented by the blow shelost thetrain of eventsfor the next several minutes. By
the time she understood what was going on, Eleanor had taken charge. She was sitting behind along
table on the announcement stage in her best imperia manner with two long-time friends, Nancy Reardon
and SandraKip.

Eleanor tapped on the table with asmall wooden mallet. "If you will al cometo order, well get on
with the hearing.” Her tone was mild but firm. "There have been some strong accusations between the
two combatants. Frau Maria Deschler, please step forward.”

Mariawas a sturdy dark-haired woman in her mid-thirtieswith atorn blouse and bruised face. Three
children who looked to be between ten and two were standing around her, holding onto her gpron.

"Frau Deschler, please make your statement before us and your peers;,” Eleanor pronounced in
precise German.

"I don't know what happened, Honorable Frau Jenkins." The woman's chin shook. "1 was about to
wring out my washed clothing when this other woman came up to me, caled me athief and began hitting
me. Naturdly | fought back.”

"What did she accuse you of steding?'

"A wringer | bought from an up-timer aweek ago."

"Liar!" the other woman screamed. She would have attacked Maria Deschler again except the men
next to her held her back.

"Enough of that." Eleanor pounded her makeshift gavel on thetable. "Y ou may step back, Frau
Deschler. UrsulaMitdorff, please step forward.”

The brunettein her late twenties, her hair loose from her kerchief stepped in front of the stage. Anger
was visible on her blotchy face and in every step.

"Frau Mitdorff, would you explain your actions and accusation?"

"It is Fraulein Mitdorff, Honorable Frau Jenkins. | am alaundress. She stole my wringer sometime
last night. There are no other wringers here at the Refugee Center. | looked for it al morning and found
her withit." The younger woman pointed at the other woman. "Sheisathief!”

Nancy Reardon leaned over and whispered something to Eleanor. "Y es. Fraulein Mitdorff, we have
the wringer in question. Can you identify it?"

The wringer wasingde abox next to SandraKip and not visible to the young woman. "ltisa

Maytag. The cover iswhite. It has been modified so that it has alarge wooden handle." Sandralooked
down and nodded.

Eleanor's face was neutrd and she breathed deeply, filling her lungs. "Thank you, Fraulein. Please
step back. Frau Deschler, forward. Do you have anything to add to her description?”

"No, Honorable Frau." The woman was on the verge of tears. "But | bought it.”

"From whom and how much did you pay?"

"I don't know his name. It was at the market. An up-timer. He wore abrown jacket and jeans. | paid
...tendollars."

"Sheisaliar!" Theyounger woman surged forward to the "witness position.” She pointed at the
mother. "1 looked for weeksto find awringer. None for sale! Anywherel™

The older woman retreated. Thistime Sandra Kip asked the question. "If there were none for sale,
exactly how did you acquire thiswringer, Fraulein Mitdorff?' Her voice wasicein the cool and now
glentgym.

The younger woman's face was pinched and white showed around her tight mouth. Then shelifted
her head. "I paid for it with my body. An up-timer saw me wringing out laundry. For two weeks| visited
him at night. Two weeksinwhich he. . ." Tears cameto her eyes and she wiped them away after



clearing her throat. "I did anything he wanted. He was at |east honorable enough to keep hisbargain.”

The faces of the three women at the table were harsh. "Frau Deschler? What have you to say?"
asked Nancy Reardon. One glance at the mother and it was obvious to everyone that sheld stolen and
then lied about it. She shook her head in terror.

"I only wanted to dry my children's clothes quickly. 1'd seen how well her wringer worked and knew
it came from an up-timer. | didn't know how sheld . . ." Thewoman buried her facein her hands,
sobbing.

Eleanor nodded to Sandrawho handed the object to the young woman. "Fraulein Mitdorff, please
take your wringer with our apologies. Apologiesfor thisincident and for the way you had to pay for it."
The laundress gathered it to her chest and, head down, quickly |eft the area.

Eleanor folded her hands together on the table and shook her head. "Frau Deschler. | shall not ask
your peerswhat German law says should be your punishment. Thisis Grantville" Sandraand Nancy
leaned over, hands concedling their words as they spoke to Eleanor. She gave aquick nod. "Frau
Deschler. For your error you will first Sncerely gpologize to Fraulein Mitdorff. Then you will do
community service for amonth. Frau Deborah Jenkinswill give you your work assignments. For the rest
of you, do not attempt to bother either of these women about thisincident. Thishearing isfinished.”

Frau Deschler would have left but Debbie blocked her departure until Eleanor and the othersjoined
them. Eleanor looked her in the eye. "Frau Deschler, | hope you understand that this hearing was not a
legal court. Community service assigned by Frau Jenkinsis not enforcegble. But if Fraulein Mitdorff and
the others here see you doing it, they will not want it to go further.”

Frau Deschler was trembling as she nodded. "1 hope so."
Debbie gently put her hand on the woman'sarm. "Why don't you introduce meto your children?"

* % %

Camping during winter in Germany isdamn cold, Chad told himsdlf. One of Dad's old mechanics had
told him about being congtantly exhausted while dogging through France during the winter of '44-45 but it
never sunk in until now. He could have walked the two miles each way to and from home every day but
the days were short. If he wanted to make sure the land didn't get trashed, he had to be on site. Besides,
the wesather took it out of him. An extra hour or more each way, climbing over snow-covered hillsand
walking on icy roads was exhaugting.

Money had been tight, damn tight even without the loan and mortgage payments because over haf of
their renterswere looking for new jobs. Chad and Debbie talked it through and told their unemployed
rentersthat they had aone month's rent moratorium. During those months the Jenkins family's only
expenditures were for food because the utility and phone billings were in shambles. Chad's biggest source
of pride during those months was that he hadn't missed a dedlership payroll in spite of buying gastanks.
He hadn't failed his people.

Their tax refund and the few paying rentas barely covered expenses until the rental, engine
conversion and timber money began to kick in. Once dl his previous renters found jobs and hefilled the
open rentals, hefinally had net income rather than losses. Then his stomach unknotted.

In October histimber crew built two bunkhouses that could be transported to each new site. They'd
a so found two potbd lied stoves somewhere, so the bunkhouses stayed warm at night and during winter
sorms.

Once the logs had been trimmed and cut to proper length, they were hauled out of the forest down to
the edge of the road. From there the logs went to the sawmill.

It was alate February Friday afternoon when the crew rode the wagon filled with firewood into
town. Estes Frogt, the experienced logger Chad had hired as his timber-cutting boss, would pay the crew
its wages after the firawood wagon was emptied at the lumberyard.



"I'm home!" Chad unwrapped hiswoolen scarf before taking off his now-roomy insulated jacket. He
had spent the past five days at the logging camp near the edge of the Ring of Fire. Not dl of the extra
forty pounds had come off his six-foot frame but he had alot more muscle. Chad aways had been the
type of bosswho didn't mind getting his hands dirty or in this case, wielding an axe. In the woods over
the past severd months, his rounded salesman's face had transformed into one with chiseled features,
accentuated by anestly trimmed full beard.

After hanging up his coat, Chad turned to see his short, fair-haired wife enter the hallway. His mouth
fell open in shock. "What in the world happened to you?"

A huge black and blue bruise covered Debbie's right cheek and around her eye. She gave acrooked
smile. "Tried to break up afight at the Center yesterday. Caught an ebow. Doesn't hurt. Much." She
gave ashort chuckle and then started laughing. " Then your mom was there and oh, my God, took charge.
She, Nancy Reardon and Aunt Sandra held amock tria right there for the two women." Debbie shook
her head asif in disbdief and then grimaced.

"Had to do with a converted Maytag wringer. One woman stole it. The other woman, alaundress,
had paid for it by progtituting hersdlf for two weeks. Imagine how much fun that must have been.”
Debbieslipstightened and then she spoke again. "Apparently there are absolutely no wringersfor sde at
any price”

Chad sghed and shook his head. "What we take for granted." Then he gave asnort of laughter. "My
wife, thefive-foot, hundred ten pound bouncer.” He lightly stroked around her bruised cheek. "Better
giveyour mom and sister acall before they see you at church and jump to conclusions.”

Debbieslipstightened into a pucker and went to the side of her mouth. "Y eah. AuraLeewould love
to believeit. I'll tdl them to check with Aunt Sandra."

"Where are the girls?'

"Missy'sin her room studying and Gertrude's at a dress rehearsal for aschool play. Thefirst showing
istoday but weve got tickets for tomorrow. Missy's got adate tonight. Make you think of anything, big
fela?' Her mouth was dightly open in asmile and she ran her tongue across her upper lip.

"Hmm. | think after along soak in the bath and supper, 1'd like nothing more than agood night's
deep. It's hard degping in those stacked bunks." He answered with abland face and dightly arched
eyebrows.

"Why you!" Debbie laughed and pushed the much larger Chad againgt thewadll. "If you think for one
minute that I'm going to let you get away with that, you've got another think coming.”

Chad covered her shoulders with his hands, his fingertips extending to massage her upper back. He
gave her ateasing smile. "How soon isdinner? If | take anice bath but not too long, do you think Missy
would noticeif we just happen to bein Chip's bedroom for oh, an hour or three?’

Debbie giggled. "Oh, redly? Y ou have some of thoselittle blue pills squirreled away? I've heard
about you lumberjacks and your long straight logs. We're having beef stew and it'sin the dow cooker. |
was dreedy thinking dong those lines.”

Before dinner and again in the evening didn't quite catch them up but there was dways tomorrow,
Chad thought as Debbie snuggled under hisarm. An idle thought came to him. "Honey, when were
wringersinvented?'

Debbie opened her eyes. "What? Wdll, not yet. Might be in the encyclopedia Why?'

"It occursto methat if onelaundressin Grantvilleiswillingto. . . you know . . . for one, then there
must be one hell of apotentia demand out there.”

"What are you talking about, Chad Jenkins?' Debbie propped her head on one hand and looked at
himinthedimlight.

"We've pretty well logged out the valleys that are going to be flooded over the next few years. I'll bet
| could start acompany to make wringers. There have to be somein Grantville | can base one on. Sheds,



barns, likethat."
"I think Mom gill has one back in acorner of the barn.”
"Great. Now al | haveto do is convince her to let me borrow it."
Debbie's mouth made atight O. "Ooh, yeah. And she likesyou so much. . ."

* % %

"Like hel you will, Charles Jenking" VeraHudson snarled. She never used foul or abusive language
but for Chad, she'd make an exception.

"Aw, comeon, Veral All | need to doistakeit apart, get the measurements and tolerances. Then I'll
put it back together. One of my old mechanicswill doit, not me, | promise. I'll even make certainit's
working properly before | bring it back.” Chad looked at his diminutive mother-in-law, then back at the
dust-covered wringer and washing machine in the barn. It had been built sometime in the twenties or
thirties, he figured because it had a gasoline engine attached. The dectric lines had come out herein . . .
He couldn't remember, but it was well before he'd been born.

"l said no and that'sfinal. Don't think you can get around me by talking to Willie Ray, ether.” While
her daughter Debbie might have forgiven Chad for his affair years ago, Veranever had. Or would, Chad
thought. Willie Ray was smart enough to stay out of it.

"Tel youwnhat, I'll give you ashare of al the profits. Just like you owned the patent." Chad thought
desperately. Verawas being so unreasonable! It wasn't like hed sold her alemon a any time. Cometo
think of it, they'd bought from Trumble ever since the episode with Noreen.

"Do | haveto go inside the house and get the twelve gauge?' Veraset her jaw.

"No, | guessnot." Chad sighed. He turned away from the barn. "Tell WillieRay | said hi." Chad
started walking down the driveway to the main road. Well, as Rev. Jones said in his sermon the other
day, when God closes one door, he opens another. There has to be another operable wringer
somewhere in town. They couldn't have junked all of the old washers! It seemed likedl theredly
old ones had been scrapped in metal drives during WWIL.

Then he brightened. Mom would know who till had onel

* % %

Two dayslater hereceived acall. "1 hear you'relookin' for an old wringer washer," the old woman's
voicesad. "I got onein my shed iffin' you'd come out to look at it.”

An hour later, covered with cobwebs and dust, Chad finally got the wringer-washer out. It was
heavy but the weight was almogt al from the oak wood. It was like moving abarrel on awooden stand
with araised arm sticking out. Not enough metd to scrap.

CarmelaMatheny had to be in her eighties, he estimated. Face wrinkled, body bent over and
dependent on a caneto keep from faling over. "It's exactly what | waslooking for, Mrs. Matheny. How
much do | owe you?' Chad reached to pull out hiswallet.

"Fifty percent,” she croaked. "Fifty percent of al your sdesand | want it on thefirst of every month.”

Chad grinned and put away hiswallet. "Well then, maam. | figurethisisgoing to takeawhile. If
you've got teainsde the house, I'll brew some for both of us."

"No, you ain't." Carmelas response was acerbic. "Anybody makestes, it'll be me. Thisway.” She
gestured with the tip of her cane towards the screened-in back porch. "Don't you try helping me up the
steps, neither. Wouldn't let my kidsdo it and | ain't about to let you." She gripped the galvanized stedl
pipe handrail with her free hand. "1 may be old but I'm still spry enough to get around. Folks think that
just because you're old and crippled up with arthritis, you ought to be living in anursing home. Humpf!
My mind aint thet far goneyet.”

Oncein the kitchen, Carmela put some water on to boil. "Ain't seen you up close since, must be
1960. Y our mama brought you to the Kennedy rdly."

"Sorry, | don't remember." Saleswere dl about patience. And knowing when to close. "How do you



know her?"

"Shedidn't tell you? Well, | reckon not. We're cousins. Our mamas were sigters, two of the Williams
girls." The water began boiling. Carmelaturned off the burner and dropped two teabags into the pan. She
brought it over to the table and set it on ahot pad. "Y ou like sugar?’

"No thanks, Mrs. Matheny. Learned to drink it without."

"Hmm. Reckon I'll have to get by with honey when thisruns out." She stirred in a scant teaspoon of
sugar from the pink plastic container. "Bet you never heard of the Williams girls neither, have you?
Thought not. There was five girls. Anna, Bethany, Charity, Deborah and Esther. No brothers, so that
wasthelast of that line. Thereé's some Williams around but they ain't no rdation. The Williamsgirlsare
why you're related to 'most everybody in town."

"Annanow, she was the oldest. She married Harold Stearns, that's Mike Stearns greet-grandpa. My
mamawas Bethany and she married an Atkins. Charity married Joshua Reardon, Phil Reardon's pa, but
she died before they had any kids so he married Nina Curtis, as| recall. Deborah married William
Hudson, Willie Ray's uncle and Esther, the baby, married Joe Newton, your grandpa They're dl gone
now. Folks aways joke about how West Virginians dways marry kinfolk. Inyour case, it was hard not
to."

"That'sinteresting.” Chad set his cup down. "Mom probably hasit dl down in her genedlogy records
but | never took much of an interest.”

"Well, you should. Talking about your mama, she used to bethe wild one. Took after her fiddlin'
papa, | expect. My little brother, Tommy, and her used to run around together.” She stopped, coughed
and dabbed at her eyeswith adish towe. "Tommy never got off Omaha Beach." She sniffed and wiped
her eyesagain. A moment later she cleared her throat and resumed. " She aways swore sheld never get
tied down by any man. | figured some boy would change her mind after the war. Course, your mawent
from being awild girl to as straight-backed and upright awoman as you can find after she married your
pa. Reckon having akid right off the bat can make somered changesin you." There was aknowing look
in her pale blue eyes. Y eah, she'd counted the months.

"Oh, just to give you fair warning, Grandpa Williams was ahorse-trader. | used to go around with
himwhen | wasagirl. | ain't going to be as easy atouch asthat lumber yard boy, evenif you arekin."

* % %
"Y ou gave her how much?' Debbie's eyes were wide with amazement.

"Twenty percent of the profits," Chad answered glumly. "How she got me to agree to that number is
beyond me. It waslike she could read my mind every timel made a counter-offer. At the end, | thought |
was doing well to hold her down to that number. Her husband probably never had a chance againgt her
inan argument.”

"What did she give you other than the wringer-washer?'

"WEell, she said she thought she might have an older one her mom used around somewhere. That and
some other things she brought in from the farm after her mom died. She said sheldd ook abit and | should
come out to help her doit. | think she just wants me to clean out the shed behind her house."

"Wouldn't surprise me." Then Debbie gave him a crooked smile. "Bet you could have gotten a better
dedl from Ursula Mitdorff."

Chad smacked hisforehead. "Arrgh! Totdly forgot about her. Damn!" He shook hishead. "But | did
learn you and | are kissing cousins. And we're related to the Stearns and the Mathenys aswell. Almost to
the Reardons. Huh! Mike Stearns and me. Who woulda thunk?"

"WEell, it does explain why neither you or Mike getsthe better of the other in making adeal. So how
long do you haveto pay that roydty?"

Chad sighed. "To her, until shedies. After that, | pay it into atrust that gives haf to help support her
daughter-in-law until she dies. Sylviasgot M.S. From then on it's split between her grandkids. The other



half will go to support war orphans during their education. It stops twenty years after the war's over. She
says shell haveit written up by tomorrow and I'll takeit to alawyer. | can livewithit."
* * %

Two wooden rollers. Six gears. Spacers. All on the workbench in the service garage. Along with four
bearings, severd pieces of wood, housings for each side to hold the gears and bearings, abent iron bar
used asaspring and along iron arm with awooden handle.

"What do you think?' Chad asked hisformer lead mechanic. Bob Szymanski now had anicelittle
nest egg from the natura gas conversions and was gainfully employed by the Mechanica Support group.

"No problem to assemble them," Bob answered. "In fact, it's dead easy. Y our problem's going to be
getting the gears, spacers and theiron bar. Forget bearings, they'reimpossible for years. Therallers,
distance separation and handle can dl be made of hickory or another tough wood but the gears? For that
you're going to need some machining. Y ou might be able to make cast gears out of iron, one by one.
Then cut the cogs with afile and match them up with the other cogs on the other gears.” Bob rubbed his
forehead with hispam. "I sure wouldn't want to, though. The down-time blacksmiths are supposed to be
pretty good. Y ou might givethem atry.”

"Thanks, Bob. Could we, | don't know, stamp them out?'

"Me? Nope. Anything | could stamp would bend every which way. But I'll bet adown-time
blacksmith could hot stamp your gearsout of cast iron. He'd finish them with afile until they're just right.
If it was a master blacksmith, dl hed really need isto see how the thing works and held be ready to go
totown."

"That'swhat I'm afraid of." Chad gloomily chewed on the corner of hislower lip. "I want him to be
meaking them for me, not himself."

"Aw, come on, Chad, lighten up." Bob grinned. "Y ou never made cars, did you? Y our job's dways
been to sl the product, not make or fix it. Give him a share of the biz and that'd get you past dl the guild
problems at the sametime."

Chad smiled aswhat Bob said sunk in. A broad grin spread across hisface. "By George, | think
you've got it! Now what | need to do is get some well-seasoned hickory and oak. Then find agood
blacksmith. | don't really want to get him from Rudolstadt. The Count'sjust alittle too sharp asfar asI'm
concerned and might start asking questions. I'll check with the refugee center to seeif thereésa
blacksmith who hasn't gotten gobbled up by USE Stedl and isn't dready too busy. If not, Chip will know
if theré'samagter or journeyman blacksmith in Jenawho logt his forge because histown got destroyed.
All hélll need ismetd. | think we can scrounge some from USE Stedl. They'retalking tons. We won't
need much, at least not in the beginning. Probably never.”

* * %

"Dad, I've got the perfect guy for you. | asked a blacksmith here in town who would be willing
to relocate. He suggested Ulrich Dauer. The guy's an absolute genius. | watched him do things
with iron you wouldn't believe. Troubleis, he knows it. Absolutely zero people skillsand isan
insufferable ass, which iswhy he hasn't been accepted by the local guild. Lost hiswife and later
his forge when his town was destroyed. He's got an apprentice he abuses and travels to work in
nearby small towns like Cosberg or for minor nobility. They won't let him set up a forge in Jena.

"One thing you should know. This guy's an absol ute suck-up to nobility. Wor se than some
Americans | could mention. Joachim talked with him. Told him you had even more money and
land than his father, which may even be true. Anyway, he talked to me like | was the Emperor's
son.

"Let me know if you want me to discuss a deal with him. Regards, Chip"

Chad refolded the letter and smiled. Not only an insufferable ass but was aso desperate to associate
with nobility? Piece of cake.

* % %



"Honey, I'm going to be hiring ablacksmith for the wringer businessand | want to impresshim, like
we were nobility. A ‘von Grantville€ evening. So the best chinaaong with the kind of med only you can
prepare. | want Mom, Missy and Gertrude to dine with usaswell.”

Debbielooked at him warily. "Do you want usto go formal, too? The dress| wore to the national
sdesawards dinner fits better than it did then. I'l talk with your mom."

"Great. Thegirls, well, as good as we can get them. Can't have you seenin the kitchen, sowell . . "
"Let me handleit, dear. Y ou just worry about where to put him up.”

* % %

"Herr Dauer?' The short, strongly-built older man with a mustache |ooked towards the speaker.
Chad had gotten Vet Kruger, one of Gertrude's teenage German admirersto meet the smith. At the look
from Dauer, Veit went on. "Herr Jenkins has arranged for you to stay in a private house with your
gpprentice.” The sturdy adolescent apprentice was struggling with the smith's heavy work chest.

"If youwill follow me? It isashort walk." Veit gestured to asmal house two blocks awvay. "Herr
Jenkins has provided what is caled a'dally’ to trangport your chest." Vet pushed the dolly toward the
gpprentice. "Y our gpprentice can follow us.”

Once ingde the smal two-bedroom house, Vet demonstrated how to turn the lights on and off as
wdl asthetoilet, sink and shower. "Thereis akitchen here but no cook or maid. Thiswas the home of a
widow who died recently. Do not insert anything inside or allow water to enter these small double dots
you see here” Veit pointed at the dectrical outlet. "They can be most dangerousif not understood. If you
accept Herr Jenkins offer, they will be explained at atime convenient to you."

"When will | meet Herr Jenkins?' Dauer's voice was Hiff.

"I will comefor you an hour after sundown. Y ou will be dining with the family of Herr Jenkins, agresat
honor." Vet had been coached to answer that way.
* * %
"Good evening, Herr Dauer. So good to meet you." Chad welcomed him broadly. He'd decided to
wear anavy pin-striped suit, brilliant red silk tie and an oxford blue buttoned-down shirt.
"I am happy to meet you, Herr von Grantville." Dauer began formally but stopped when he saw
Chad lift hishand.

"Thereisno 'von Grantville" Just Herr Jenkins. It isnot our custom,” Chad said mildly. "Will you join
mefor asherry?'

"Thank you, Herr . . . Jenkins." Dauer took asmal glass of sherry.

"Prost." Chad toasted Dauer. One sip down, he continued, "Every now and then | indst my entire
family dinetogether formaly. | hope you don't mind."

"Oh, no, ar." Dauer was intimidated by Chad's easy familiarity and was uncomfortable wearing his
best clothing. Dauer usudly wore a heavy leather apron, leather trousers and a deevel esslinen shirt when
he worked. Even so, he would never be willing to forego this opportunity.

"My son saysyou are ageniusin iron, which iswhy | asked you to cometo Grantville. | have aneed
for someiron to be cast and worked, really something | think would be e ementary for someone of your
skills. Wewill discussit further after dinner.” Chad ended his comments when Debbie came toward
them.

Debbie was wearing a scall oped-neck, ectric blue gown which fell to just above her shoes. "Good
evening, dear." Shetook Chad's hand. "Will you introduce us?"

"Herr Ulrich Dauer, thisismy wife, Frau Deborah Jenkins. Deborah, thisis Herr Dauer, the master
gmith | told you about. A glass of sherry?"

Debbie smiled. "Thank you. | believe | will."
Ten minutes after Chad been expecting them, the girls came downdtairs. "Thisis my daughter,



Fraulein Melissa Jenkins and our houseguest, Fraulein Gertrude Wiegert who is continuing her studiesin
Grantville. She's originally from the Paatinate but thewar . . . well, you understand. Her younger brother
and older sster are currently living in Jena. | believe you've met her sster's favored suitor, Joachim von
Thierbach."

Both girlswere graceful in their dresses. Missy's was patterned on her mother's dress. Gertrude's
was based on one worn by the daughter of Duke Johann Philipp of Saxe-Altenburg. Sewing machines
and the proper materiasin the hands of some of the older women in town could work wonders.

A few minutes|ater, Chad's mother, in afashionable dark green suit, cameinto the room. "Sorry I'm
late. | hope you'll accept my apologies.” She smiled at Dauer and took her sedt.

Debbie selected aVivaldi CD for their dinner music. It would be followed by Pachebd and Bach.
Dinner itsdf began with awhite wine and green salad with shredded carrotsin avinaigrette dressing.
Afterwards abottle of merlot, some of thelast in their cdllar, was brought in. Chad poured the wine
shortly before the diced roast beef, baked potatoes and steamed green beanswith the last of their
divered dmonds were put on the table. Debbie had been in the kitchen dl afternoon, much to the dismay
of the German cook they'd hired for the evening. Then Debbie had gotten another woman from the
refugee center to help their maid, Chrigtina, serve the food.

Dauer, of course knew none of this. He watched as Chad and Debbie left their salad forks on the
sdlad plate. Then how they used the dinner fork and knife for the rest of the medl. He knew of the potato
but had never imagined that it would be eaten by humans at any time, unlessin extremity. Upon tasting it,
he found it to be, well, edible but rather bland, even with butter, salt and pepper.

All the while, Chad, Debbie and Chad's mother kept up a spirited conversation about the current
politica stuation, business and music. They frequently asked Dauer his opinions based on hisbeing native
to these times. Also about his experiences traveling around the region. He easily recognized the primacy
Herr Jenkins mother had over the family, quite unlike his own grandmother. What threw him off the most
wasthe easy familiarity Missy and Gertrude had, conversing with everyone including the grandmother. In
al, Dauer was amazed by the high leve of discussion and the total absence of gossip.

Then Missy asked, "How does your gpprentice feel about coming to Grantville?!

"I don't discuss such matters with him, Fraulein Jenkins," Dauer responded. He was about to go
farther but saw Chad's ftillness and direct look. Not to Missy's question but to hisanswer.

A moment |ater, the créme brulée was brought in. Smiles burst on Missy and Gertrude's faces asthe
bowls were placed before them. The creamy custard topped with athin layer of sugar caramelized under
the broiler was arare trest.

"One of my favorite desserts but harder to make now that sugar is more expensvethan | careto
pay," Chad commented. His spoon cracked through the thin crust into the custard.

"It'sexquisite” Dauer burst out. "Cream I've had, even flavored creams but never prepared in such a
fashion. I've had sugar, of course, but I've never seen it melted and used asa crugt.”

"Our standard dessert at supper would have been ice cream, possibly with some fruit." Debbie
amiled. "Thefruit was often shipped in from thousands of milesaway during the winter. We would get
both the fruit and the flavored ice cream from alocal market. We stored it chilled or frozen herein our
home. All too soon the machine we use to keep it cold could break. Well have to reinvent amethod to
keep things frozen sometimein thefuture.”

"Amazing." Dauer'smind circled. "To be adle to put inventions on atime schedule. | used to make
regular experiments but | lost my notebooks when my home was destroyed by raiders. | lost al my
wedth a thesametime. | . . . haven't experimented since my wife died in childbirth.”

The entire Jenkins clan looked at him with sympathy. Chad spokefirgt. "I don't know that
experimentation will be necessary for what | want. But it seemsto me you might want to start replicating
your experiments.”



Dauer nodded.

* * %

After dinner Dauer accepted the chair Chad offered in hishome office. "An amazing family you have,
Herr Jenkins. | never imagined women could be so intelligent.”

"They're gifted with as many brains as men are, perhgps even more." Chad gave afaint smile. "The
difference you've seen isthat the women in my family are alowed to grow in knowledge. Kinder, Kirche
und Kueche are dl very well, but not overriding. My wife and mother attended universities. One theory
isthat more educated mothers have more intelligent daughters. Personally, | don't think it'sin the blood. If
the child sees her mother doing intelligent things, sheis encouraged to do intelligent things herslf. If you
had the opportunity to observe my son with women, | think you saw he does not dismissthem as
mindlessidiots.

"Likewise, | make the blanket assumption that everyone can learn. Some actually cannot learn dueto
limitations of their minds, some are only able to reason to a certain extent, but the rest try to live up to my
expectations. I've been disgppointed but not al that often. The reason | bring this up is because of your
attitude towards your apprentice.”

"What about him, Herr Jenkins?' Dauer looked stubborn. "His parents paid me money to train him
and I'mtraining him. Heislearning, evenif | haveto usethe stick on him regularly.”

"That'sjust the problem.” Chad gestured widely. "L ong before my time we found that while you can
make adonkey go forward with a gtick, once you stop hitting him, he stops moving or moves dowly. On
the other hand, if you encourage him, praise him when he actualy accomplishes something, he will want
to keep moving faster and faster. Those are the classic carrot and stick approaches to education.”

"Herr Jenking! | havetried and tried to do that but heislike your donkey. | haveto get his attention.
My master beat me regularly until | spotted him making amistake oneday. | didn't tell him and theiron
was ruined. | kept the pleasure of that knowledge in my heart. | then began to find out how much morel|
could learn that my master did not know or was doing wrong. Unknown to him, | began my experiments.
| became ajourneyman easily and then amaster. Unfortunatdly, | found that | was still working with fools
likemy old master.”

"l understand, Herr Dauer. It isdifficult, so difficult, not to have excessive pridein your grester
knowledge, isn't it? Life was good when you were in your own town where the people recognized your
worth. But thenin Jena? Y ou only irritated them. Of course they knew your skills but if someone
continudly berates you asafool, do you alow himinto your own house?'

"l suppose | wouldn't, Herr Jenkins. But ill .. "

"No buts. Fortunately you're here in Grantville where theloca blacksmiths cannot reject you. On the
other hand, if you are to work with my people, | insist that you treat them with as much respect asthey
giveyou. They will not know as much asyou do about iron but | guarantee the American workerswill
know scientific facts you never imagined. Y ou know something, they know something. | dso ingst that
you treat al German workers with repect, including your gpprentice.”

"Y ou can't make me do that." Dauer's chin was lifted in bitter refusal and he glared at Chad. "Hes my
gpprentice and I'll treet him as | seefit!"

"All right then, so beit." Chad shrugged and flipped his hand sdeways. " The coach leaves for Jena
tomorrow morning at ten. Beonit." He couldn't enforce it but Dauer didn't know that. He did know
nobleswho could and would.

"Y ou would throw me out of Grantville because | will not relinquish control over my gpprentice?
Dauer gasped in shock.

"No. Because you are refusing to change!" Chad dapped his desktop. ™Y ou're refusing to even try!
That'swhy! | have no use for someonewho will not try. If Gdileo Galile wasin my employ, | would
dismiss him for the same reason. He may be agrest scientist but | would not use him."



Dauer was aghast. Herr Jenkins would dismiss Galileo? How much brighter a star was Gdlileo than
Dauer himself? It never occurred to himthat . . . "It isthat important?”

"My son and | have at least one thing in common.” Chad spoke in earnest, his eyes boring directly
into Dauer's. "The true worth of an individua is not based on hiswedth or position. It isbased on his
heart and awilling mind. Of course there will be those who will attempt to deceive you. Therewill be
those who cannot or refuse to learn. Let someone €l se worry about them. But most, most will try to
learn.

"Explainin an orderly fashion to your gpprentice why certain things happen. USE Stedl can help with
the chemistry aspect. | persondly know very little about iron but let me show you something.”

Chad lifted an old technica manud from the shelf behind him and put it on the desk in front of Dauer.
He opened it to a page showing an exploded view of acarburetor. " See that?" Chad tapped the picture.
"My father trained me how to take apart and put together that type of machine when | was younger than
Albert. | had no idea how to make any of the parts but | knew how to put them together properly
because he taught mether order.”

Dauer wasfascinated by the incredibly detailed drawing. "*So many individud parts.”

"That's nothing." Chad flipped the pages to one showing an automobile engine. "There are hundreds
of partsin that, al made to a precison measured in hundredths of an inch. Thousands of people shared
their knowledge and experience over less than ahundred yearsin order to build this. For one type of
machine which had ten or more competitors. Do you understand?’

"I will have to think about this, Herr Jenkins." Dauer was gpologetic. "I anwillingto learn. | dways
have been. It'sjust that it's hard to change.”

* % %

Chad closed the front door behind Dauer and gave ahuge sigh of relief. He cupped his hand over his
mouth to sound like a PA system. "HisMost Serene, Glorious and Puissant von Grantville haseft the
building." Chad draped his suit jacket over the back of achair, unbuttoned his collar and whipped off his
tie

Missy laughed as Chad sat down on the living room couch. "Dad, | knew it was going to be a'von
Grantville evening' but | hardly expected you to give him the whole 'von Grantville trestment.’ | mean, we
could hear you pounding your desk."

"Wasdl that necessary?' his mother asked.

Chad grimaced and rubbed his palm across hisright cheek. "Unfortunately, yes. | hate being that
forceful. Chip wrote that he was abusive to his gpprentice. | had to shut down that kind of behavior
immediately. Might be allowable in any other part of Germany but | don't need anyone I'm doing business
with getting arrested for assault and battery. The smithsin town probably wouldn't think of mentioning it."

"It occurs to me you were as arrogant as him," observed Eleanor.

"Yeah. But | haveto psych mysdlf up for it. | figure he's been working on it since hewas an
undersized kid in grade schoal. I'll bet he was apprenticed to a smith because the smith was the strongest
man in histown. Might beahell of ascrapper.”

"Have some coffee.” Debbie brought him asteaming mug. Cream and honey, the way he begun
drinking it after the new coffee began arriving. She sat down next to him after hetook hisfirst sip. He put
hisarm over her shoulder. "So how did it go?'

"Good. Good. I've got him thinking along the lines | wanted. I'll close the sale tomorrow. Haveto
makeit quick or hell find just how much work he can get without me, even not having hisown forge.
Right now he'swilling to change because he wants this job so bad he can taste it. Hell be unhappy once
he finds how | conned him but he's smart enough to get over it fast. If nothing ese, dl hisfdlow smiths
are doubling up or more in rooms while he has awhole up-time house to himself and his gpprentice.
That's genuine prestige these days."



"Thisisasde?' Gertrude asked. Since Gretchen brought the attractive teen to Grantville from Jena
last October, she'd become a member of the Jenkins family.

"Sale, agreement, contract. Whatever. In the car business, ninety percent of thetime | only had one
shot to makethe sale. So | initialy showed Dauer respect in front of al of you and the comforts available
here. I'll bet he noticed every single one, from the music to the slverware. By the way, wonderful, just the
perfect dinner, dear." Chad gave her smal shoulder a squeeze and kissed the top of her head. "Thenin
private | had to get certain issues blasted through his arrogance.”

Missy nodded emphaticaly. "Y eah, that bit about 'Oh, | never ask my apprentice for his opinion’ got
tome. | couldn't believeit. | mean, Mom would never teach kids like that. Right, Mom?"

Debbie started chuckling and then burst out laughing, joined by Chad. "No," shefinaly admitted,
wiping tears from her eyes. "But there have been times. Oh, there have been timeswhen | wished |
could. Including you and Chip."

"Excuse me, but | don't see what was unusual in Dad's trestment of Herr Dauer," confessed
Gertrude. "Dad'sfar more lenient and generous than any freiherr would have been towardseven a
magter smith coming to work for him. I doubt Herr Dauer has eaten with any freiherr's family. Heisa
craftsman, they are noble. It just doesn't happen. Like you had Veit tdl him, it'sagreat honor."

"True," Eleanor said. "But remember were not like the rest of Germany. Chad, how many times have
you had your salespeople or mechanics over for dinner?”

Chad wrinkled his brow in thought for amoment. "Here? Maybe a dozen times, mostly Christmas
parties when timeswere lean. Normally we had them at Toothman's Restaurant in Farmington. We did
have that party for Bob Szymanski so he could propose to Darlene.” Chad snickered. "Then she aimost
swallowed the engagement ring he planted in her piece of cake. Most of our parties are for people from
the church or the Lions."

Debbie looked at the mantle clock. "It'samost eight, girls. If you've got your homework done, you
canwatch TV. After you've changed out of those clothes."

Eleanor wasfrowning.

"What's the matter, Mom?' Chad asked.

"Jug thinking. Perhaps you're taking this'von Grantvill€ thing too far.”

Chad gave adight shake of hishead. "I don't think so. | spent monthsin the woods with the timber
cutters. While Estes Frost and the other up-timersal caled me Chad, most of the down-timers till called
me Herr Jenkins. Thisisafter | was swinging an axe, egting the same food, deeping in the same
bunkhouse and going to town only alittle more often than they did. | think the down-timer loggers
thought | was like one of those eccentric English gentlemen and had a screw loose.

"Dauer's one of the few who ever cdled me 'von Grantville and | stopped that right away. Once this
contract isin place, I'm going to insst on Chad and Ulrich. Saying Herr dl thetimeisboring. | admit I'm
not as egdlitarian as some people would like but aslong as I've got you and Debbie standing next to me
with dedgehammers, | don't think it's going to be a problem.”

"Sedgehammers, huh!" Debbie snorted. "That's not at dl lady-like. We ladies use hat-pins. Three
incheslong. Y ou still have some around, don't you, Mom?'

Ulrich Dauer didn't get much deep that night. Early the next morning he knocked on Chad's door.

"Herr Jenkins, | will do asyou wish on one condition. That | be allowed to learn what those men at USE
Sted know."

* % %

Dauer and his gpprentice, Albert, watched as Chad demonstrated the wringer later that morning.
Then as he disassembled it onto the workbench. Dauer looked at the few parts and his forehead twisted,
mystified. "l can hardly believe you brought me here to make these parts. They're child's play.”



"I know. But I'm going to need hundreds of them. | think it's journeyman or senior apprentice work
except for this." He picked up abearing and holding the center, spun the outer portion. "The machine has
four of these. Seethetiny shiny partsin there? Each oneisametd bal caled abearing. They makethe
entire assembly roll smoothly.”

"How are they made?'

"Frankly, | don't know. There were anumber of them used in automobiles and they were not made
around here. Don't even try. What | need you to do isto figure away to duplicate their functionin the
machine. Or not. But it hasto roll smoothly.”

"Ahh," Dauer bresthed with asmile. "A chdlenge." Then he gave an assured shrug. "It shouldn't take
long. What will take much longer will beto set up my forge. First of al, I will need abuilding, one safe
from prying eyes. | will so need additiona tools. Giventime, | can create most of them. The only tools|
have are what arein my chest. It's too unsafe and expensive for me to keep a horse and wagon.”

"Hmm, let'slook at what's here in the service garage's back room." Chad unlocked the door. "I let
the Mechanical Support group have dl the highly technica stuff but I've still got alot of my father'stools.
Theres something I'll bet you don't havein your chest,” he muttered, pointing out alarge anvil. "I've got a
lot of old measuring stuff. Caipers and the like. They're covered with grease and grime but will still work.
You'l probably need abig vise aswell. Take anything you find here. My father used dl this Suff a one
time"

Dauer was disturbed. "Herr Jenkins, you mean, he actually worked with his hands? But how . . .?"

Chad looked over a him with agentle smile. "Herr Dauer, you will find that al the Americansin this
town either worked with their hands or had ajob that required daily activity. We had noidle éite. My
father repaired engines, like the ones | showed you last night. He required that | learn how to repair them
aswell. | wasn't very good, mostly because | didn't want to be. My skills were those of atradesman,
sling the completed self-propelled carriages, like those pictures | showed you before you left last night.
With my profits, | purchased land.”

"But | thought you werea. . ."

"A noble?n our time, we had no one who could be considered the equivaent of anoble, at least not
living around here. | just happen to own more land and houses than anyone in Grantville. There were
definitely nonein our country who combined the land ownership and palitical power the nobles have
here. Huh! Think about it, Herr Dauer. Would you rather have anoble who behaveslikeacrimina or a
tradesman who behaves nobly? Now |et's see what else we have.”

Davuer couldn't believeit. Hed just had dinner with Herr Jenkins family last night in an atmosphere of
nobility, a least hisided of nobility, the type he'd dways wished to be accepted by. Music, good food,
intelligent conversation and most of al, people who were interested in what he had to say.

"Herr Dauer? The drill press?1 know it'sold but it's electric powered and | have the metd cutting
drill bits, taps and dies. Y ou're welcome to use them.”

"Uh, Herr Jenkins," Dauer gave an embarrassed chuckle, "'l think | can figure out the drill press does
but what are taps and dies? Are they something for afarrier?’

"Farier?
"Y es, the smith for horses, to shoe them.” Dauer mimed bending over and tacking in a horseshoe.

Chad laughed. "Oh, no. No farrier work was ever done here. But now that you mention it, Grandpa
Jenkins may have done some. Dad just never threw tools away. | moved everything that he had to this
location when | bought the self-propelled carriage shop. The taps and diesare to, well, I'll show you
later. Well haveto find alocation for your forge, this place won't do at al." Chad paused to think a
moment. "I've got it! Theré'san old brick building just outside town, built at least acentury ago. It's
where my Grandpa Jenkins had hisfirst garage. Who knows, it might have originally been a stable or
farrier shop.”



* * %

Dauer reread the contract he and Chad had signed. Thefinal paragraph required that his apprentice,
one Albert Gunther Steinmetz, age thirteen, further his education by attending school in Grantville. That
paragraph floored Ulrich when hefirst read it.

"But his education is complete except for his apprenticeship! | will need himin the shop to assst me.”

"Complete?' Chad was sarcastic. "How much does he know about chemistry? Biology? Genera
Sciences? Mathematics? Geometry? Physics? Can he speek, read and write fluent English? While you
might not need these, | assure you, he will. There will be no charge to you for his education. He will be
getting out of school every afternoon and will assist you then. In the evenings he can do his Studies.
Besdes, he'srequired to go to school until he turns sixteen. That'sthe law here."

"Well, why didn't you say so to begin with?' Dauer was explosive then checked it when he saw
Chad'sglent glare.

Chad waited, ddliberately staring a Dauer until he saw his eyeslook away thirty secondslater. His
Voice was s0ft as he tapped hisfinger on the line in the document. "I do not want Albert thinking that the
only reason heis attending schoal is because the government requiresit. | want him to believe you
insgsted on it and | agreed. Do you understand why?*

Dauer glared at him. He could dways get another apprentice but a position like this, working for
Herr Jenkinsin Grantville? Unlikdly. In fact, unique. Having accepted that fact, he nodded. "All right. |
agree." He surrendered grudgingly. "No wonder you made enough money to buy as much land as you
have," he grumbled. Then hislipsliftedinasamile.

Chad grinned. "Theres only one man in Grantville | could never better in atrade. Fortunately, he's
not atradesman. Now let's go see Chuck Riddle and makethisall legd.”

* * *

Chad watched fascinated as Dauer hammered another piece of iron into shape and quenched it. He
could see how it was done but damned if he would ever have the desireto do it himsalf. Of course, there
were people who hated sdlling.

It'd been amonth since Dauer arrived in Grantville. It took only aweek before he was using most of
the metal-working tools that were in the service center on adaily basis. When Dauer visited USE Stedl
and waked around town, he ran into afew smiths held known. To hissurprise dl werewilling to tell him
anything he needed to know about iron and stedl. Especidly after he mentioned he was working primarily
for Herr Jenkins and wouldn't be much competition. A couple of journeymen smiths even hinted that
when he needed some additiond help, they were looking for opportunities.

Chad dready had dozens of rollers and frames ready for assembly but hadn't thought of a proper
name to put onto the top frame of the wringer. Dauer looked over at him, his face protected by aclear
heavy pladtic face shidd. "Oh, hdlo, Chad. What brings you over here?"

Much to therelief of both, they'd dropped formdlity the day after they'd signed the contract. Ulrich
and Albert had supper with Chad's family one day aweek at Chad's heavy suggestion, usualy Sunday
dinner, to "accustom themsalves to American ways." In Chad's opinion it also kept the girls civilized.
Bringing Albert out of his shdll around girls was another benefit.

"Ulrich, what would be agood German name for the wringer assembly?"

Dauer shrugged, swest dripping on his shoulders. "Doesn't matter to me. Name it whatever you think
best. Maybe the Cheerful Maid or the Laughing Laundress.”

"The Laughing Laundressit is. How soon will Albert be back from school ?*

"About an hour. | need him for the bellows on the charcoa to makeit just right. It's much easier to
work iron when he'shere.”

"Hadn't thought of that," Chad admitted. "Would you like to join mefor dinner with the Lions Club
tomorrow evening?'



"What'saLions Club?'

"It'san organization, active al over the world, well, was. 1t's committed to solving hedlth and socid
problems by accomplishing more as agroup than asindividuas. I'm apast president of this chapter. It's
also thereason | put that clause about eye protection in the contract. Our biggest programs have to do
with sight, including eyeglasses and testing for vision problems. We meet two evenings amonth, have
dinner and usualy aspeaker. Thisweek it'sLen Trout, the principa of the high schoal. | thought you
might be interested because Albert will be attending school there.”

"Why does he speak to you rather than you visiting him?”
"It's good business to get out and meet people he usudly wouldn't comeinto contact with. Most of
our speakers enjoy preading their point of view to groups of peoplein the community. It's one way of

gathering support for whatever their positionis. A lot of our members are also members of the Chamber
of Commerce but alot arentt.

"Since the Ring of Fireweve had Mike Stearns, John Simpson, Rebecca Abrabanel, Frank Jackson
and Greg Ferrera speak. We're planning on waiting until our German gets much better to invite the Count
of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt and King Gustavus Adolphus." Chad kept his face straight.

Dauer's eyes goggled. "The king? He would cometo talk to you?”

Chad burgt into alaugh. "Probably not, now that you mention it. Well, unless he makes avisit to
Grantvillewhich seemsunlikdy.”

A moment later, Dauer assembled the pieces of the new wringer together once again. He clamped it
to the standing frame and turned the crank. It turned smoothly. "Not bad, eh?' Dauer grinned. "Y ou just
have to lubricate the gears before you use it every day.”

"Ulrich," Chad declared, "'Y oure amiracleworker."

* * *

"Chad, can | talk with you for aminute?' Clarence Dobbs, awiry, intense man was nervous. Ulrich
Dauer stood behind him, clearly interested.

Chad was inventorying the load of completed wringers while they were being loaded onto the wagon.
"Sure" Clarence did dl the plumbing, heeting, ventilation and air conditioning repairsfor Chad'srentasas
well as hisown home. "What can | do for you?'

"Well, uh, | talked with Ulrich Dauer here and, uh, he said to talk with you. Well, what | want to do
isbranch out. The old HVAC businessis going to go bye-byein the next few years. Red air conditioning
repair's about gone. Now it's mostly maintenance and well, | want to start making old-fashioned cast-iron
stoves. Ulrich saysthat he can easily cast the parts. Even make the molds. What | really need is money.
I'd druther borrow it from you than the bank or the Abrabanels."

Clarence was normally self-assured and knowledgeabl e about every aspect of hisbusiness. His
nervousness bothered Chad. "If you don't mind my asking, why me rather than the bank?"

Clarence looked apprehensive and rubbed the side of hisjaw. "Well, it'sjust that |, uh, had some
credit problems recently, what with it being afamily business. Not being ableto, you know, work like
before. But I'm good for the money. It'sjust that uh, well, I'm damn near broke, what with not being able
to get parts and refrigerant.”

Chad eyed the man held known for years. "I'll have to think about it. What kind of accounting system
do you use?'

"Bonnie, my wife, handles dl that." Clarence seemed uneasy about that fact. " She suggested the
wholeideato me. Said she remembered her grandparents old cook stove with the water reservoir on the
Sde”

"Uh-huh. Are you computerized or do you do account books?"

"Wadl, Bonnietried using acomputer but she and it didn't get dong. So she went back to the
tried-and-true pencil and paper dong with a caculator.”



"Okay." Chad sighed. "I'll need to look at your books before | |loan you any money. Right now I've
got alot tied up in these wringers. Tomorrow I'm going to run up to Jenato sell the first batch. I'll look at
your bookswhen | come back. That all right with you, Clarence?”’

"Oh, yeah, sure." A relieved smile came to Clarence'sface, reverting to hisnormal behavior. "That'd
be great!"
"All right, I'll talk with you then." Chad smiled and shook Clarence's hand.

A moment later Clarence was gone but Ulrich stayed. "What do you think, Ulrich?" Chad cocked his
head towards his partner.

Ulrich shrugged. "I saw some pictures. Herr Dobbs says he can get me astove to use asmy mode. |
can cast theiron. The stovepipe will be more difficult but can replaced with round brick tile, likeavery
narrow chimney. Any tilemaker candoiit, | think."

He hesitated. "Herr Jenkins, could | . . . put money with you to loan, maybe invest for thingslike
That puzzled Chad. Ulrich only had afew talers when he came to town. Asfar as Chad knew, he
was spending dmost as much as he brought in. "How much were you thinking about investing?”

Ulrich licked lipsthat were till closetogether. "It'salot. But not right here. I'd haveto go get it. It's
inmy hometown. | hid it. After the town wasraided. | couldn't bring it with me."

Chad's mind was on his cargo. "Sure. No problem. More money now means more money in the
future. I'll go with you and we can pick it up after | get back.”
Ulrich gave ardieved sgh. "Thanks, Chad. Y ou won't be sorry."

* % %

The haf-day trip to Jenain the hired wagon gave Chad plenty of time to outline the sales pitch. Chip
had arranged for a pitch woman and assured him that there would be plenty of women who'd liketo see
the wringer demonstrated today. All of them had admired an early verson of thewringer located in the
Committee of Correspondence laundry or had other reasons to be contacted.

"Herr Jenkins, | don't know if | could stand up in front of people and sdll anything.” Maria Schreiber,
the stocky laundress was almost trembling. Mathilde Wiegert, Gertrude's sister, had suggested Mariato
demondtrate the ease of the new wringer.

Chad gave her agentle smile. Shewasn't thefirst sdlesperson held brokenin. "First of dl, Maria,
each and every person you'l be showing the product to will be there because they know about the
wringer at the laundry. They want to know if it's as easy asthey've heard. Second, you've been using the
wringer. Y ou've experienced how much easier thisoneis. In fact, I'm giving this one to the laundry for
your assigtance.”

"B, but..."

"Relax. Weve gone over what you're supposed to say afew timesaready. Mathilde and | will be
watching S0 if you have any problems, we can suggest things as part of the audience. Does that sound
better? Y ou'll be much better at thisthan | could ever be because you're someone like them.” Chad
wasn't certain Mariawould work out, but Mathilde inssted she was normally outgoing, so this could
work. Hewasfairly certain that her lack of confidence originated from a previous occupation. Now shed
be up in front of saverd "good" women. But he wasn't going to bring up the subject.

* % %

"Comein, please. Have a seat on the bench." Mariawas nervoudy rubbing her handstogether at the
front of the room. Chad and Mathilde were in the rear of the room Chip had arranged near the bathhouse
and laundry. All the women in the room were laundresses or maidsin town.

"Good afternoon. My nameis Maria Schreiber. | am here to demonstrate the Laughing Laundress

wringer." Chad winced. Sheld blurted it out in one breath. "1, | have two shirtsin the water bucket here.”
She nervoudy pulled alinen shirt out with each shaking hand. "Uh, who is exceptiondly good a wringing



shirts?' There was no response. The thirty or so women looked impassively at her.

"Uh, dl right, uh, well, I'll wring thefirgt shirt over thisempty bucket.” Maria dropped both shirts
back into the water. She drew out one shirt and began to wring it by hand. A cascade of water poured
out of the shirt into the bucket. The longer shetwisted it, water still came ouit. It gradualy becameless
and less the more she twisted. Findly she stopped. "Is there anyone who thinks she can get more water
out of this?' Again no response.

She put the shirt on the table. Then she moved over to where the wringer was on a stand above an
empty bucket. "1 will now demonstrate the Laughing Laundresswringer." She saw Chad making noteson
apiece of paper and became even more nervous. Would he smply stop the demonstration before she
messed it up too badly? But Chad looked up, smiled and nodded so she went on.

"Agan, I'll take ashirt directly from the bucket. Then folding it so that any buttons are flat on the
ingde, | will insert the collar between therollers” She was more confident now. "I'll hold it there until itis
caught by therollers." She gave the handle a partia turn and remembering, abruptly faced her audience.
"Watch how the water poursinto the bucket." She began turning the handle. Water poured out of the
shirt, onto the bottom wringer, onto a thin downward-danting board and into the bucket.

"Now how many of you think thisisdry enough to hang on theline?' Mariawalked over to thefirst
bench. She handed the shirt to first woman in the row, an older woman whose grim look and reddened
handsindicated she was alaundress rather than amaid. The woman expertly flipped it out, fdt it for
moisture. "'I've hung up some that were not asdry." Then she handed it to the next woman.

"So thiswould be dry enough for any of you?' The women slently nodded.

"Well, | don't think it'sdry enough. I've been using an early version of thewringer a the laundry next
door sincethe last fever. | dways got my clothes drier than this. Now watch." Mariatook the shirt back
and made an adjustment to the rollers. She put in the collar of the shirt again and began turning the
handle. It was no cascade but a steady thin stream of water fell into the bucket.

Mariagripped the shirt by the collar. She flapped it, opening the entire shirt and smiled. "Now see
how dry it is? How much isit worth to you to have ashirt, dress or apron amost dry without wearing
yourself out before you hang it to dry? Not only that but putting it through the wringer does not twist
gpart thefabric. | warn you, the Laughing Laundress wringer is not chesp but you will be ableto double,
triple the amount of laundry you do. How? First, your arms don't get nearly astired. Second, the clothing
will dry much faster. Y our customers or the mistress of the house will gppreciate how clothing lasts longer
because you won't be twisting it, bresking its threads bit by bit. Well?'

From the back of the room Mathilde caled, "Hanna, try it for yoursdlf.”

Hanna, the woman to whom Maria had first given the shirt stood up dowly and walked over to the
wringer. Shetook ashirt from the bucket and leaned forward. As she began to crank sheignored her
hair on asit came unpinned. Until suddenly she cried out. "Awk! My hair's caught! | don't want my hair
chopped off!" She began struggling, squawking as her hair pulled, caught in the wringer. Chad stepped
forward and then stopped. He stepped back, leaned against the wall again and made another note.

"Stop. Don't move." Mariagently put her hand on the top of Hanna's head before turning the handle
inthe opposite direction. "It's not the first time hair has wound itself around awringer, including mine. All
you haveto do isturn the handle the opposite direction. There, see? Just something to watch out for, just
aswhen you stand in front of the fireplace, you keep your skirts away from thefire."

Once Hanna was released she stood well back and looked at the wringer with adeeply suspicious
frown on her mature face, her arms crossing her chest. "Now you al know how to get yoursdlf out of this
problem." Marialooked over to the audience and smiled. "Asyou can see, | do cover my hair. | dso
keep it well away from the wringer works." She looked at Chad and he nodded. Time for the close.

Glancing at the notes on the paper before her, she began. "Today only, dl of you areinvited to
purchase one of these new Laughing Laundresswringers at avery fair fixed price of two taers. We have
alimited number, far lessthat we could sl herein Jena but you're getting to an opportunity to purchase



onetoday, right now, because a Committee member specificaly invited each one of you or someonein
your household. If you want to purchase one tomorrow, you may haveto bargain for it. Itishighly
unlikely that you will obtain alower price. Infact, | can guarantee you will pay more because thereis
going to be so much demand once the word gets out. Possibly alot more because these are the last
wringersthat will bein Jenafor awhile. Theironwork isby amaster blacksmith and you can seethe
qudity.

"Y ou can pay in cash right now and take it home with you. Or you can place your order with a
deposit and come back soon with the rest of the money. Or if you redly, redly want it but won't have
enough money available soon, the Committee's credit bank is standing by to loan the amount at the
incredibly low interest rate of ten percent. Please, try it now. Assure yoursdlf of the ease of thiswringer
beforeit'stoo late and al the wringers are sold.”

Another older laundress, skepticism written across her face, walked over to the wringer, pulled out a
shirt from the bucket. After a couple of false starts, she began to crank the shirt through it. After she
finished the laundress frowned severdly, her hands on her hips. "Well, | will admit, for asmuch asit costs,
it does seem to work. My hands and arms ache as the day goes on. It'snot magic but it's easier to turn
the handle rather than wring by hand. Yes, I'll buy one."

Soon dl the laundresses were standing in front of Mariaand a couple other Committee women while
they wrote sales contracts and took deposits. Meanwhile the maids were running home to get deposit
money from the mistress of the house or the housekeeper. According to Mathilde, dl the city council
members, including the burgermeister had a senior maid in attendance. Sebastian Moser from the
Committee Credit Bank was joyfully smiling while he took applicationsfor loans, the type of small
business |oans the credit bank had been set up to make.

* % %

Three days later, Chad |eft the city with abox full of talers and an empty wagon. Empty, that is of
wringers, the carter having picked up awagonload of merchandise for salein Grantville. Chad had
extended the "sdl€' until the last wringer was sold. The market having been flooded for the moment, there
would be no one to buy any wringersthat anyone in Jenafabricated. Which was exactly what Chad
wanted. He had nothing against awringer monopoly as long as he was the man with the monopaly.
Larger cities such as Leipzig would require alot more preliminary work. Hed get Chip to arrange his
introduction to the head of the Leipzig Committee of Correspondence well before he brought a
wagon-full of wringers. The next batches were going to Rudol stadt, then Weimar and Erfurt, then the
whole NUS.

Naturdly, Chad |eft afew tders behind. The city government wanted afew just to let him sdll inthe
city. Mariawas delighted to receive two for her three days of work. Chad also made a significant
contribution to the Jena CoC for its assistance and donated awringer to their laundry. Thefirgt laundress
to announce sheldd buy awringer purchased hers significantly below cost once her previoudy agreed
"rebate”’ was figured in. Hanna, the woman who'd gotten her hair caught, also received adiscount for her
suffering. Chad hadn't taken many chances. He left Jenawith ordersfor thirty more wringers.

He named Mariatheloca Laughing Laundress agent. The finished wringerswould be sent up to her
for distribution and collection of the balance of the purchase price. He was undecided if he wanted her to
demonstrate in Rudolstadt as well. Perhaps Fraulein Mitdorff might be interested. Held definitely arrange
for alaundressto get her hair "accidentaly" caught. Good, useful theeter.

He considered the involvement of the Jena CoC and smiled. Just to buy awringer, you had to come
into contact with amember. Since most wedlthy and middle class households had their clothes washed
by amaid or alaundress, the Committee had accessto, at least indirectly, everyonein the city. The poor
cameinto contact with the Committee in so many other ways.

* % %

"Eadt of Halle?" Chad gasped in shock. Ulrich had finally told him where held hidden hismoney. "I
know what | said, Ulrich, but no way can we go that far right now. Even the NUS government couldn't



send out a party without serious questions being asked by whoever's currently in charge of those lands. If
someone else doesn't find them firg."

Ulrich was enormoudy disappointed and it showed. "But | thought . . ."

"I know. I'm sorry. Y ou wanted to have your money right now to start investing and becomerich.
Right?Well doiit. | promise." He dapped Ulrich's back affectionately. "'In the meantime, let's get rich the
old-fashioned way, making and sdlling alot more wringers. | brought back ordersfor thirty more and our
next city will be Rudolstedt.”

May, 1632

"Honey, | hate to ask you about your business,” Debbie began one evening at dinner amonth later. "I
mean, our washer and dryer are il working."

"Go on." Chad put down hisknife and fork. He rested his forearms on the arms of his chair and
looked at hiswife.

"I wasjust thinking. Now that you have the wringer, did you ever think about making washboards? |
mesan, wringers are fine but you can watch German women who can't afford to go to the laundromat
down on the banks of the Buffalo doing their laundry on the rocks. I've seen afew makeshifts around
town. | think there were at least two companies who tried to make them and went broke. Thereseven
been afew old washboards hauled out from wherever but nobody's really making any right now. Likethe
men can't be bothered to make a product only women use. M ake washboards at a reasonable price and
| guarantee you won't be able to keep up with the demand once the word gets out.”

"Hmm." Chad picked up his slverware again. Leaning forward, his mind worked quickly while he
ate. "Hardest part will haveto be getting thetin rolled. Wéll, that and getting enough tin to begin with,” he
thought aloud, his eyes unfocused. "Don't have the zinc to gavanize a areasonable price. Ceramics,
glass, brass. Could even make them with grooved wood, | guess. Might have a problem with splinters
which would tear up the fabric, not to mention fingers. If it'stin, Ulrich can soften thetin and then it'sonly
aquestion of rolling it to the proper thickness. Crimp the sheet tin between two star-shaped rollersto
corrugate it. Well have to get iron billetsfrom USE Stedl, then use either Nat Davis or Dave
Marcantonio's shops to make the rollers. The wood is easy. Have to set up anew assembly line.”

Tinwas possible and impossible. 1t'd work but was both expensive and needed wood to back it.
Glasswas possible but in genera too fragile. So it was back to easily worked wood, Chad thought
reluctantly. It was too damned easy to copy so held have to go for saturation marketing and stress
qudity. But once he could hot dip galvanize. . .

* * %

Four days after Chad and Denny Rellly finished working out the kinks of washboard assembly, Ched
began hiring.

"Easy work." Bernhard Kosberger, the supervisor for the wringer operation looked at the four
German men standing around the table. In front of him were five narrow ribbed boards, athin rectangular
board and several sturdy lengths of wood.

"Wetch closdly or I'll be done before you know it." Bernhard grabbed one of the two long pieces,
fixed it into the bottom of ajig, then in succession began fitting in the other pieces of wood, lightly tapping
them together into the groove of the long piece. He next fitted the matching long piece of wood on the
opposite side then clamped the entire assembly together, leaving one short length of wood on the table.
He flipped the assembly onto its bottom and fitted the short length across the top.

Bernhard smiled. "Right now, | could take the whole thing apart.” He took two short thin nails and
lightly tapped each into the top immediately over each leg piece. He flipped the assembly on one side.
Taking two short dowes, he dipped them in glue then tapped them into the holes above and below the
pieces of ribbed wood. He flipped the assembly over and repeated the process.



"That'sit." He unclamped the finished assembly. "Except for stenciling the name 'Laughing Laundress
on the top pand. Took, what, two minutes? Easy, right?’

"What'sit do?' The man asking wore adight frown, hisarmsfolded across his chest.

"It'sawashboard. Take ashirt, put it in abucket with soapy water, rub it against the ribbed wood to
loosen dirt and remove any stains. Rinseit and run it through the wringer before hanging it up to finish
drying. Much easier than rubbing the cloth between your hands, beating it with astick or hitting it againgt
arock. Understood?'

Another man scowled and looked at the man next to him. "Doesn't seem to be real work to make
these. | mean, man'swork. Where'sthe ill, the need for strength? There's no craftsmanship, no pridein
your work, just mindless assembly. Well, except for cutting and grooving al the pieces of wood
precisely. Now that takes kill."

Bernhard |ooked at the two men impassively. "We buy the pieces of wood aready cut and grooved.
Using ahydraulic pressto put the ribsinto damp wood is the only woodworking we do here. No reason
you haveto do assembly if you don't want to. Were not paying for highly skilled work. So if you want to
find other work, it won't bother me."

Ten minuteslater, Bernhard walked into Chad's office. "Mein Gott! Thisisso stupid. Easy work and
al of them say it'stoo easy, likeit'sunmanly. Thewringersthey do becauseit's at least mechanical and

has moving parts.”

Chad leaned back in his chair with abitter smile. "Would it be better if we hired only women to do
the assembly? After dl, it's a product made for women." Bernhard's face showed how uncomfortable he
waswith theidea.

"I'll have someone else, awoman, astheir supervisor. Y ou know, the more | think about women
doing the assembly, the better | likeit." Chad saw Bernhard relax. Then he gave aquick grunt of
laughter. "WEell have word of mouth working for us even before the first washboard is sold.”

Finding women to do the assembly proved to be remarkably easy. In no time the number of
washboards sold was twice that of wringers.

August, 1633

Chad wished he could go back to bed. After al, being shot in the lower back, even by an dmost
spent ball from awhed-lock does not hedl in aday or two, no matter how fast it gppeared in the old
westerns. Chad made atrip to Magdeburg aweek after the Croat raid and came back with alead
souvenir. Doc Adams removed it with gppropriate derisive comments.

No sooner was he home from that procedure than Debbie came to him. "There's trouble down at the
shop. | received cals yesterday afternoon from Bernhard and Dorothea that the men and the women
wereyelling a each other. At least that's dl they were admitting. Frankly, | think there was some minor
pushing and shoving aswell." Her lipsweretightly pressed. "I thought it was over but Dorotheacaled
here while you were gone, saying nothing had changed.”

Chad gritted histeeth and looked at hiswatch. "Cdl up Bernhard and Dorothea. Tell them | want to
seethem here at eleven o'clock. They'redsoto tell their crewsthat I'm shutting down production until we
get whatever the problem isresolved. A day or two without pay ought to cool down the hotheads."

* * %

"Okay, what's the problem?' Chad looked at his two supervisors, Bernhard for the wringer operation
and Dorothea Bischoff for the washboard operation. "Dorothea, tell me your side of the argument first."

Dorotheawas a stocky mature woman with aruddy face whose auburn hair washeld in place by a
colorful headscarf. " Chad, it's these men. It's bad enough that we women have to work in the same shop
with them without them trying to put their hands on us or make suggestive commentsdl day long.
Besides, thereé's nothing that they do that we women couldn't do at least as quickly." Shewould have



expanded on the theme but Chad held up his palm to stop her comments.

"Okay, Bernhard, what's the argument that the men have against the women?' Chad wasrapidly
tiring even if his head was propped up with pillows and the footrest of the recliner was up.

"It'slike this, Chad. Those women, they don't understand mechanics, how things are supposed to go
together. But they are dways coming over to our end of the shop, making comments about how they
could do the entire operation more efficiently. Besides, they refuse to sweep thefloor in our area, even
though that's part of the written procedure even if we crate the finished washboards.”

"Wewouldn't mind doing it if you men would do adecent job of crating the washboards and didn't
just throw al your scrap onto the floor rather than in the waste barrelsl” Dorothealinterjected.

"Y eah? Y ou women just want usto do the work that you're supposed to be doing!"

"Stop, stop, stop.” Chad held up his hands wearily. "It's clear that the swapping of sweeping and
crating duties isn't working. So from now on, the men will sweep their own shop and the women will
crate their own washboards."

Both supervisorslooked dightly mallified but Dorotheawas till angry. "Tell him that we're decent
women, not floozies for their convenience. If they want that kind of women, they can be found elsewhere.
Keep your damn hands off us. Understood?

Bernhard looked rebellious. "Y ou just keep to your side of the shop,” he spat back. "Nobody asked
you to come over to our side and tell usyou could do just as good ajob aswe do! Those women who
come over to our Sde arejust looking for attention from my guys and then complain because they get it."

"That doesn't explain your men coming over to where werre working, saying what baby work it ig"
Dorothea snarled.

"Enough!" Chad could barely keep his eyes open. "Debbie! Get me the phone.”

A moment later, Denny Rellly of Denny's Lumber was on the other end. "Denny, thisis Chad. Y eah,
itisarea pain but better than getting shot in the butt. Reason | called wasthat | need awall built right
across the middle of the shop, about eight feet high. | need it done as soon as possible. How much will
that cost? Uh-huh. Okay, who does that kind of work? Johann Muelpfort's the master carpenter you
recommend? Thanks. Could you contact him and tell him | want to see him as soon as possible? I'll be at
homefor at least a couple more days. Thanks.”

"Okay, heréstheded.” Chad was breathing heavily, hisface dightly pae. "First of dl, Debbiewill
meet you back at the shop. Shelll draw achalk line across the middle of the concrete floor dividing it
equally. Y ou two discipline your own people, keeping them on their own side of the shop until thewall is
finished. Or al of you can spend your time at home without pay until it's done. Clear? Anyone who can't
manage to stay on their Sde of the line will suddenly be switched to that work unit. One of that group will
become amember of the other work unit. Also as of today, the men sweep their own shop and the
women crate their own washboards.

"I'm a'so going to split up the lunch breaks. Bernhard, you've got ataler on you, right? Y ou flip the
coin and Dorotheawill cal it. Winner pickswhich lunch hour they want thisweek. Then the following
week, the lunch hour will switch between groups. I'm going to keep both crews apart as much as
possible until you learn to play together.”

Dorothea won the toss and chose the later time because the week was dmost over. Then the
following week, her team would go to lunch earlier.

"Oh, and by theway, if you can't discipline your own people, I'll find someonewho can, evenif |
haveto fire you and hire someone e se. Isthat clear?' Chad fixed hiseye on eachinturn.

Both left, each distinctly happier at the other's comeuppance but not unhappy with the result to
themsdlves. The heart of successful diplomacy is schadenfreude, Chad thought.

"| should have handled the affair, Chad." Debbie assisted him upstairsto bed. "Like boysand girlsin
the fourth grade, each determined the other has cooties.” She smoothed the bed linen over his body and



under hisarms. "Y ou just get your rest while | go over to the shop. I'll have Christinaanswer the door
when the master carpenter arrives. Shell bring him to you.”

After sheleft, the middle fingertip of one hand touched its counterpart across Chad's chest. Perhaps
| ought to put my hands together in prayer like all the funereal statues of the nobility do. Chad's
eyeswere closed as his mind drifted.

He could dmost hear the echo of the nasal guide's voice. "And here, ladies and gentlemen, isthe
crypt and depiction of Charles Hudson Jenkins, Senior, thefirst von Grantville" Y eah, right. Over my
dead body, he snickered before falling adeep.

Burgers, Fries, And Beer

By John and Patti Friend

Julio sat with Odetta and Fenton. The Club was empty. None of the regularswere in and, asusud,
Fenton was opening. It was early yet—just past two in the afternoon—and the three had nothing to do.

Julio Sanabrialooked at histwo co-workers. "For two bits, I'd get rid of everything and move away
from here! Lousy daughter and her kids, stinking mortgage. . . | should just leave them, and dl the rest of
thiscrap.”

Fenton Mase nodded. "Grantvillejust ain't worth hanging around anymore. Hell, everyone except the
regulars either won't talk to me or figures I'm just asbig aracist as most of the crowd around here.”

Odetta Thorpe spat tobacco juice into a coffee cup. "Look. It could be worse; you could be like me.
Half the down-timersthink I'm sick and the other haf think I'm awhore. | sure ain't going to try to
compete with the likes of Hot Pants Cooper or Angie for the few single men who comein here.”

Julio growled something that nearly made Odetta swalow her wad of tobacco. "Sorry, Julio. |
forgot!"

"Come on, Julio. Y ou have to admit it. Angie has earned her reputation.” Fenton snorted. " She has
the twins and she has another bun or two in the oven right now. Besides, shewasin herelast night with
Hot Pants before she took off."

Julio felt like he'd been kicked. It had been busy and held been stuck in the back. The regulars had
been hollering about how it wasn't right, having al those Krauts on the police force. Then there had been
an altercation between Ronnie Murray and someone else—it didn't matter who. Ronnie had been given
the old heave ho.

Somewhere between the fight, his sixth burger and fries order, and washing the skillets again to make
morefries, Angie and Hot Pants had left. Connie had, once again, been ano-show, leaving him to pull
double duty.

Being chief cook and bottle washer in the Club 250 was no joke. HE'd been stuck watching the fries
s0 they wouldn't burn in the lard. Making French frieswas alot more work now that the cooking oil had
either run out or been taken for some other use. Actualy, Julio thought the fries had a better flavor, but to



hear the regulars bellyache, you'd think they were being forced to est shit.

Julio snapped back to redlity when he heard the voices of Ape and Monkey Hart. It wastimeto get
into the kitchen. The two jerks would want their standard burgers, fries and beer.

"Well, that'sit." Fenton tapped out his pipe. "Timeto earn our dollar.”

Odetta spat her tobacco wad into the cup and handed it to Julio. "Damn it, Odettal Y ou could at
least dump thething out and rinseit.”

"Got customers, Julio. Y ou wouldn't want Ken to fire me, would you?' Odettasmirked.

"Forget it, Julio," Fenton said. "The way Ken has been losing waitresses—and I've had to do their
work, too—I don't want Odetta fired."

Julio marched into the kitchen. Damn Fenton and Odettal Like Fenton busted butt behind the bar.
And Odetta sure didn't hustle. She spent more time leaning againgt the bar shooting the breeze with
Fenton than serving customers.

"Hey! Git over here and take apayin’ customer's order.” Ape Hart yelled across the room.

It wasjust another day at the Club. Tonight, he'd have to go home, let the babysitter leave, and
supposedly watch Angiestwins, Julie and Juanita. Hell, he was usudly so tired he just collapsed. But the
poor kids only had the babysitter and him most of thetime.

Damn Angie! Why couldn't she belike her sister, Amy? Now that girl had afuture. Angie was
pregnant again and didn't even know who this father was. What a surprise.

Julio checked the temperature of the deep pan of lard. At any moment, Odettawould yell for burgers
and fries. He would be glad when Connie started her shift. Then held just have to wash the dishes and
prep cook if it got busy. Thingsjust kept getting worse at the 250. Since that crap with young Tommy,
her brother-in-law, Conniejust didn't work as many hours.

Julio scraped the charred tobacco from the clay bowl of his pipe. Hed broken two of them since
he'd started smoking a pipe. He couldn't buy cigarettes anymore, something about not having decent
paper for them. Besides, no one wanted to make them anyway.

Hewouldn't mind if someone did, but he had the fedling that wouldn't happen any time soon.
Besides, tobacco wasn't al that cheap and there was only one tobacco shop in Grantville. It was owned
by a Dutchman and Spaniard.

It was break time. Connie Cooper had finaly shown up. She watched the kitchen while Fenton had
the bar and Odetta worked the tables.

The more Julio thought about it, the more he redlized that he really had to get out of Grantville. It
wasn't just Angie, the twins, or even the job. Hislife had gone to downhill when Juanita had had her
accident back in ninety-two. It had been dl he could do to cope with her injuries, much lesstry to raise
threekids.

If hiscousin, Sergio, and hiswife hadn't helped out, the whole lot probably would have turned out
like Angie. But John and Amy were good kids. That was Sergio and Jani€'s doing more than his.

The best thing he could do for everyonewasto just sdll out and leave. Go off somewhere and start
over again.

It would serve Angieright if he dumped her and she had to fend totaly for herself. Maybe someone
would take the twins and give them a decent home. John and Amy could fend for themselves. They were
both pretty self-sufficient asit was. They certainly didn't need him. He didn't have much of ardationship
with ether of them, anyway.

"Julio, your bregk isup! Get back in here!" Odettayeled. Ken must have comein and shewas
warning him before the boss decided he was | oafing.

Héll, he hadn't even started his smoke. He pocketed the pipe and headed back to the kitchen. He



saw the back of Odetta's bean-pole shape, skinny butt, and chicken legs as she made for the main floor.
Connie wasflipping a couple of burgers and a pan of grease was spitting. He was going to have to ped
some more potatoes and have them ready and soaking in abowl for Connie.

Hedidn't have any dishesin the sink right now, so he was supposed to make sure she had thingson
hand for the burgers and fries. That meant dicing the bread, preparing the potatoes and onion dices. All
that kind of crap had to be done between washing dishes. There was no lettuce or tomatoes this time of
year, which made hisjob easer.

Tonight, when he got home, held have some of the shine he'd stashed in the pantry—if Angie hadn't
found where held hidden it. He would give some serious thought about where to go and what to do while
he sat back with abig tumbler of hooch.

* * %

Julio dragged in from the Club. Three thirty-seven in the morning and hishouse was apig sty. Angi€'s
babysitter was till here, crashed on the couch with the old crib next to her. The twinswere adeep, which
was good. If they would only stay that way until he got afew hours of shuteye himsdf. They were nearly
into their terrible twos. He could still remember Angie at that age. She had been the worst of histhree
kids, but the twins were putting her to shame.

Hefdt like kicking Angie right out the door. Damn her staying out dl night. If he didn't help pay for
the babystter he didn't know who would take care of her kids. He was too busy working and John and
Amy had their own lives. He wouldn't expect either of histwo younger kidsto help him, and certainly not
Angie. It was agood thing Juanita hadn't been able to see what her daughter had become.

Julio shuddered, headed for hisroom, and nearly dipped on part of a newspaper the babysitter had
let fal near the couch. He picked it up, intending to wad it and throw the thing againgt thewall. Hiseye
caught a bold headline about the rapid growth and opportunitiesin Magdeburg, the capitol of the CPE or
whatever.

Hadn't Magdeburg been burnt to the ground? Well, damn! Julio headed for the kitchen to read the
paper. Let the babysitter deep. He looked around for the bottle of shine, which Angie hadn't found. He
pulled the cork and took aswig.

He looked at the paper and, for thefirst time since the Ring Of Fire, saw news that wasn't filtered
through people like the Coopers and Harts.

Maybe life would be better in aplace like Magdeburg. It mentioned the planned navy basein the
article. Julio thought about al the new service businesses that would be springing up around the base.
Magdeburg might just be the place for him to go.

Julio laid the paper down on the cluttered table, took one more pull on the bottle, and hid it again. He
walked past the babysitter and the twins. He'd deep on the idea about getting away from here. Maybe
things would be clearer in the morning.

* * %

It was absolutely dead in the Club. Fenton Mase and Odetta Thorpe wandered into the kitchen. Julio
was kicked back, looking at apaper. "Horse shit! Julio, you know better than to bring anything German
into the Club. Ken or one of the regulars see that, and al hell will bust loose."

"Look et this, Fenton." Julio held the paper up for him to see.

"You know | can't read that crap!” growled Fenton. "What'sit say that's worth knowing about?

Julio trandated as he read Fenton the article about Magdeburg's growth. ™Y ou know, the more |
look at this, the more | think I'll just pack up and go."

"Y ou have to be crazy to even consider it!" Fenton's voice was sarcastic.

"No. Think about it. | looked it up. Magdeburg isfar enough away that | ain't goin' to have abunch
of people remembering me as one of the Club 250 trash; but it isn't that far avay. At least it will be better
than here”



Fenton snorted. "Hell! dulio, that placeisn't Americal It'sfull of foreigners and the US Navy Base
thereisn't American—even if that iswhat the paper says. They don't even got 'lectric or flush shitters
there. Magdeburg ain't civilized yet.”

"Wall, I'm serioudy thinking of going. What do | have here? A job washing dishes and flipping
burgersfor abunch of shitheads nobody likes. They don't even like each other.”

Julio stopped Fenton before he could say anything. "Don't give me any crap about the good old
boys. Y ou know aswell as| do, the Club has been going downhill since that first eection. And how
many waitresses has this place gone through? Brandy quit; Marlene quit; and Angieisn't worth ahill of
beans even when she does show. All the good ol' boys do is complain about how everything would be
better if it weren't for dl the Germans—or Mike Stearns, or the sky isn't blue today. | don't need thisno
more."

Fenton started to rebut Julio but thought again. "Read that to me again. But get the paper out of here
before Ken seesit.”

"Yeah, read it again, Julio,” Odetta added, alook of wanderlust in her eyes.

Julio started reading the article once more. Two people seemed to think he had stumbled onto
something.

A few daysater, Julio had made up his mind and headed down to Grantville Homes and Land. He
saw Huddy Colburn himsdlf. He wanted to sall hishome and fagt. It wasn't a case of going for the best
price. When Juanita had been injured in ninety-two, he'd pretty much given up on life. Since the accident,
his rock and confidante couldn't give him the support he had cometo rely on. It had dmost been a
blessing when she had finally passed away in 1632.

He hadn't been much of afather after Juanita's accident. His cousin and his wife were more parents
to his youngest two children than hed been. Maybe that was why they had turned out better than Angie.
Sheld been sixteen at the time and had just gone wild—too wild. Her life had been spiraling downhill ever
since.

Huddy made an offer of his own for the lot and house. Some magjor work was going to haveto be
doneto bring the place up to standards. Julio had allowed the house to fal gpart bit by bit. Huddy had
made sure he understood that he was going below market vaue on the place; but it was going to cost him
to have the place repaired for later sale.

Well, it wasn't like Julio wanted to wait around for Huddy to put the place on the market and wait
around for abite. HE'd decided to leave, and that wasfinal.

"Two weeks enough time to vacate the place?' Huddy had asked.

Two weeks was more than enough time. The next day, Huddy had the contract and the check for the
place ready. Julio had two weeks to pack up and go. Magdeburg or bust. So long, Grantville.

* % %

Julio had jugt finished telling his oldest daughter that he was leaving. And that she would haveto find
someplace eseto live. It had taken two days to catch her and she now had less than two weeksto find a
new place.

Angie Sanabriaglared at her father. "What do you mean, you've sold the house and I'll haveto find
somewhereseto live? Thisismy home, too, you know!"

Julio looked a his daughter and smiled. "It was my home. Y ou just live here. How much have you
contributed to maintenance and food? Now it belongs to Grantville Homes and Land. | could have sold it
for more, but | just want out of here. So | dumped it for thefirst offer. After the bank grabbed their share
to pay back the mortgage, thereisn't dl that much left. Findly, if you'd ever been around, you'd have
known what | was going to do.”

"Y ou can't do this, Papal Where will me and the twinslive now? And where are you going to live?"



"I don't know where you'l beliving, to tdl you thetruth. Y ou have your partying friends and can
probably live with one of them." Julio pointed to himsdf. "Me?1'm moving to Magdeburg. So youll just
have to grow up and take care of your own life."

"You can't do thidl"

Helooked a her. "That's where you'rewrong, Angie. | cando it and I'm going to. Y ou haveto learn
therésmoreto life than just one big party.”

* % %

Odetta listened while her two co-workers talked about moving to Magdeburg. They even had aplan
for garting a business there. Both had something to put in, though most of the money and other things
would be coming from Julio Sandbria

"I can sl thetrailer, evenif | don't own thelot it Stson. That will give me some money. And | should
be able to get something for the Bronco." Fenton had joined in the plan to move.

"How about letting me come dong? | can wait tables." Odetta watched the sour 1ooks invade both
men's faces. "Okay, | can do fast foods, too. I've done the short order cook routine in Norfolk,
Badtimore, and Akron. | can be of useand | want to leave, too."

Julio studied her like she was a dog with two heads. Granted, she didn't redly get dong with most
people, except Estil Congden. But hell. She hadn't planned on making Grantville her home. It had been
one of those stopovers before she moved on to greener pastures.

"Why the hdl not?" Julio looked at Fenton. "Let'sal tell Ken were quitting a the sametime. | redly
want to see thelook on hisface."

Odetta and Fenton both laughed, but it was short lived. The first of the regulars arrived. It wastime
to go to work.

* % %

Fenton counted the money held received for the rundown trailer hed owned for the last umpteen
years and smiled. For now, he was staying in the same flophouse the new Krauts stayed in. Hed stayed
inworse, though not by much.

The Krauts weren't too bad. No worse than Freddie Congden or the Hart brothers. Fenton wasn't
going to think about that scum bucket, Ronnie Murray. Actudly, the Germans were better. At least they
were polite and not ordering him around all the time. He had moved what he wanted to keep into the
storage unit he had rented and sold the rest. For now, the money was going into the bank until he needed
it. There was no use tempting fate and ending up blowing it on something stupid. Well, maybe he could
tie one on and celebrate, but not at the Club 250. Crappolal He could start out at the Gardens and then
moveonto Tips.

Fenton wastired of being treated lower than dirt by most of the up- and down-timers. Hefigured
Julio was right. There was no future in staying with the Club 250. Boy, had he enjoyed watching Ken
howl when the three of them quit together. Let Ken do his own bartending. Damn! Heldd thought Ken
was going to have a heart attack right there on the spot! Oh, well. It wasn't his problem anymore.

He was going to go with Julio and Odetta. Maybe they could, findly, find someplace they could live
wheretheir pasts wouldn't haunt them. Grantville sure wasn't his cup of teaanymore. It wastime to move
on.

* % %

Angie had checked with her so-called friends. Papawasright. There was nothing here worth staying
around for. Everyone thought she was a trashy whore and with Papa gone she would have nobody. She
had dienated her brother and sister. Even her cousins had no use for her. She was going to take the twins
and go with Papa, whether he knew it or not. Besides, she was pregnant again and she wasn't sure who
the hdll the father was. Just one problem after another.

Her so-cdled friend, Tiffany, said she could stay with her and her folks for afew days, but shewould



have to take care of her own daughters. No one at the Cooper place would baby-sit for her. Papawould
be leaving injust over aweek with Fenton Mase and Odetta Thorpe. For now she would just haveto
impose on the Coopers for awhile longer than her welcome was for. Well, it wasn't like shewould be
around to have to mend any fences after sheleft Grantville with Papa.

She wondered what the people in Magdeburg did for fun. There was going to be a Navy base there
and shéd heard sailorswere redly greet for having agood time. Sheld find out after they got settled
there.

Grantville, January, 1634

Julio went through the things he wanted crated. There was anearly thirty-year-old set of
EncyclopediaBritannica; dl of Angie's old Golden Books,; his Louis L'amour books, dl eight of them;
and the home improvement book set Juanita had sgned him up for.

They'd received dmost haf of the large card-like page inserts before they stopped the monthly
instalmentsto the book. Most of it was just not going to be of much use. How to apply vinyl flooring was
just not going to be abig thing. Forget the specid glue, where would he get rolls of vinyl flooring to sart
with? He flipped through the book and laughed. Here was a good one. How to apply wal lpaper. Wdll, it
might be useful. Didn't his grandfather use paper sacksto cover hiswals and then paint them? He threw
the home improvement book into the crate. Hadn't his grandfather made whest paste to put the paper
up? How had he made it? The answer might be in the encyclopedia.

He placed dl his power toolsto one side. The circular saw and jig saw were going to do him no
good without dectricity. Those, hewould pass on to Amy. John was off with the military somewhere, he
thought. He'd lost track of him.

The bow saw and rip saw he packed. All four hammers went into the box. He thought he'd lost three
of them. He had bought new ones to replace the lost ones. The old single jack went into a case dong
with three wood chisals. The tool box containing four combo wrenches, two pliers, ahandful of screw
drivers, and a socket set with a broken ratchet and haf the sockets missing would also go to Amy. He
hadn't redlized that so much of his stuff was junk, but maybe she would have ausefor it.

There was a camping hatchet hed never used and an old Coleman lantern. The hatchet he pitched
into the crate and he placed the lantern with the power tools. Two boxes of 30-06 shells from twenty
years ago appeared among the junk. Into the crate they went.

Juanital's wedding dress took amoment for him to make a decision about. He didn't remember
putting it out here. Hadn't he thrown it away with her other things? He folded it and placed it into the
crate. Damn! He had to dig out one of the hammers held packed to nail the lid down and start anew
crate.

Three coffee cans of screws and nails went into the next crate. Clothing came next. These clothes
were made from synthetics and were dill in good shape. Regrettably, the pants and shirtsdidn't fit him
anymore, but they might again. Additiond clothing went into another crate. If he couldn't usethem, he
might be able to trade them. The clothesfilled the second crate. Juanitawould have donated the Stuff to
the church long ago. Hed just tossed them into the garage like so many other things.

Juanitas sewing machine appeared once the clothing was moved. It was just one morething he
thought he'd gotten rid of. How much more of these reminders remained? The smal Singer needed
electricity to work. Hewould sdll it because Amy probably wouldn't want it.

Julio found the trowel and masonry tools held invested in when he thought he'd be abricklayer. The
job had never panned out. He put the masonry toolsinto the third crate on top of the extraclothes. They
could still be of use; though where he would get cement, fire clay, and lime, he had no idea. Sand wasn't
aproblem. It was everywhere.

Hefindly found their old hand cranked mest grinders. He carefully packed them away. They would
be needed, dong with the spatulas, and two old barbeques. Charcod would be no problem. Everything



needed to be taken apart, cleaned, and oiled.

By the time held packed five crates, he'd weeded through the entire contents of his home and garage.
Julio took the discarded materids he didn't think Amy could use out into the drive after he shoveled the
snow clear and laid out ablue plagtic tarp to protect everything from the dampness. He hammered asign
to the black walnut treein front of the house and sat back in hislawn chair. It was colder than awitch's
tit; but with a beer and the heavy mackinaw coat, he waited as passersby stopped to buy those items
usaless to him. One man's trash was another's treasure—or something like that.

It didn't take long for people to wander up and start asking how much for this or that. His answer
was dwaysthe same. "Make me an offer.”

Hisyard sde quickly turned into an auction. Things like the toaster went for more than he thought it
cost new. That was figuring for the value of the dollar now as compared to before the Ring of Fire. The
sewing machine went for aking's ransom, or so it seemed to him. Heldd planned to spend the day Sitting
outside while bored neighbors went through his junk. Insteed, it seemed like half of Grantville showed up
to buy things he didn't want anymore.

What would he have made if everything had been maintained properly? He hadn't redlized just how
badly held let everything dide over the last twelve years. The only reason the house hadn't been the mess
the garage had been was the babysitter, Barbara, had cleaned the place once in awhile.

* * %

Papa and his friends had two wagons filled with wooden cases. They had rented the wagons and
teams from Old Man Bickrodt, promising to leave them with afriend of hiswho ran a stable and smithy
outside of Magdeburg. Now Papawas going to find out she intended to go with him. Angie had aready
snuck her few plastic bags onto Papa's wagon while they had been insde having breskfast. They hadn't
even noticed her things when Papa and Fenton had loaded the rest of his crates.

Angie made her way toward her father with the twinsin tow. It was hard going because the girls
were only toddlers, unsteady on their feet. Besides, she wasn't used to having them with her. It had been
Barbarasjob to take care of them. But without Papa paying most of her money, Barbara had found
other employment.

Angie's mouth dropped open when Julio looked up. "Took you long enough. Well, get into the
wagon and I'll pass Juanitaand Julie up to you."

"But Pgpal" Angie sounded more like aten year old than awoman of nearly twenty-eight.

Her father shook hishead. "If you thought | wouldn't find out what you were up to, you shouldn't
have been smart mouthing Connie Cooper. Didn't you think that woman would track me down and start
demanding | hurry up and get you out of town? She was so happy | was taking you away from her poor
daughter, who you were corrupting with your whoring ways."

Angie started to protest but Julio glared at her. "Don't say aword, Angie, or I'll change my mind and
leave you. If | can decideto start over somewhere else and get away from this place and everyone who
knowsme, | can give you the same chance. It's up to you whether you screw it up or not.”

Angie climbed aboard and her father passed the girls up to her. Both were crying for Barbara. They
didn't want to be with her. For somereason, it hurt. It hurt just the way her father talked to her. It had
been along time since anything had hurt like today.

* * %

Fenton had not been pleased about having Julio's daughter along. Angie was awaste of space. She
was part of the party girl pack that included the Cooper girl. He didn't have much interest in them. There
was no telling who they had been with and he didn't want to be pissing razor blades. No penicillin to get
rid of that anymore. Three doses of the clap in hislife had been enough for him. He had lived like amonk
for thelast two years. At least pretty much like amonk.

They'd brought their American wespons, but the up-time ammunition wouldn't last forever. They also
purchased Struve-Reardon made musket-rifles and a set of the Hockenjoss and Klott revolvers each.



Julio had misgivings about the revolvers. It was amatter of the supply of percussion caps.

That waswhy old Julio had aso purchased apair of flintlock pistols. He didn't want to be without
weapons that would be easy to get the powder and lead for. Thingswouldn't be al that safe on the road,
even if the war was along ways off and they were only traveling to Magdeburg. After al, they were
leaving a place where real Americanswere and heading deep into Krautland.

They had to travel through the snow and cold to get to Magdeburg. They were driving atreasure
train with al their valuables aboard. Fenton smiled to himsdlf. If they were attacked, maybe they could
trade Angie off to the bandits and get them to leave the rest of them aone. No. It wouldn't befair. The
bandits would get the worst of the dedl.

Fenton secured the last of the ropes. He checked the thirty-eight in the shoulder holster and prepared
to climb into the wagon seat. Julio would lead out with his dut daughter and his bastard grandkids. Why
the man wanted to drag them along was beyond him. It was just one more reason thistrip was beginning
to seem like abad idea.

They had to face bad westher, days riding on awagon, and finally starting over in Magdeburg.

Fenton pulled himsdlf into the seat next to Odetta. He picked up the reins and followed Julio ashe
led out. Julio had come up with this hare-brained scheme. Hopefully, Julio knew what he was doing.
Fenton no longer did.

Odetta spit alarge brown stream of tobacco juice over the side of the wagon. Fenton shook his
head. What a choice. Ride next to Angie and her screaming brats or the tobacco chewing human
toothpick and her continud spitting.

It was going to be along trip.

Fenton felt unsure about the outcome of their new adventure. What would happen if, for some
reason, their plans didn't work out the way they hoped? Was this a new beginning for them, or wasit the
end of dl their hopes and dreams?

Only timewould tell. Farewell, Grantville. It'sanice place to be from.

* k% %

Julio looked around their first night's camp. He had made amistake in not stopping for the night in the
last village. They were camping out in the shell of ahut of sometype. This place had not been resettled
for some reason. Whatever it was, it gave them some small amount of wall around their wagons and a
bresk againgt the chill night breeze.

Already, Fenton had afire going and Odetta and Angie had found the deeping bags. With the
exception of Fenton's bag, al the deeping bags had come from him, left over from when Juanita had been
hedthy. There werefour bagsin dl. There would have been afifth, but hed Ieft it for Amy with the other
things. The deeping bags, like everything else that had been part of hislife before Juanitas accident, had
been thrown into the basement or garage. After the accident, there had never been another weekend of
camping. The deeping bags had been just another painful memory to be buried out of sight.

The twins screaming for Barbara had gotten on his nerves. They had finally stopped screaming for
her by mid-day; but by then old, haunted memories had returned to add to his distraught nerves. Twice
he'd started to passthereins over to Angie and cradle hisrifle at the ready asif it had been an M-16.

Peoplein the villages they rolled through watched them from the sides of roads. It reminded him of
riding as co-driver in adeuce with his M-16 pointed out the window while Dinks along the road watched
their convoysrall by.

He had thought that he was getting agood job as adriver or co-driver on the convoys and not having
to tramp through jungles and rice paddies of Viet Nam. He had been too young and dumb to redlize that
"convoy" actualy meant "big target." Back then, he'd been akid right out of Grantville and boot camp.
When he'd been in convoy, he had never known who might wave as he drove by and then shoot at him
or toss explosivesinto the deuce when they passed.



Here, the stares of the people they passed had brought back those old memories. It wasn't agood
thing.

Julio knew they had nothing to fear in their present camp; but old memories were haunting him. He
moved out beyond the shadows and squatted, hisrifle at the ready. It would be along night. He would
take the first watch—maybe dl night long—and let Fenton deep. He could aways switch placeswith
Odetta and deep in the wagon Fenton drove if hewas up dl night.

* % %

Angie made sure the twins were okay and rolled up the deeping bags. Odetta was busy with acamp
pot full of corn meal mush. The old blue speckled coffee pot Papa and Mama had used on camping trips
was steaming with hot water. There was no coffee. But there was herba tea, not the red stuff. There had
been no Lipton for ages and coffee was an expengve luxury that none of them drank any longer. It
seemed to Angie that with the remaining weal th from the sdle of the house and persond junk, Papa could
have well afforded it. But the past couple of years of doing without had had its effect. He hadn't even
thought to purchase any. Besides, Fenton had brought along four cases of hooch. The last thing he
needed was a shot of that right now with his nervesjumping as badly asthey were.

Next Morning

Angie put the deeping bags back into the wagon. She had even rolled up Papals bag. He had been
up al night. She hadn't seen him like that snce Mama's accident—all wired up and lost somewhere. She
had approached him when she'd first woke up and found herself staring down the barrdl of hisrifle. It
was like he didn't recognize her &t first.

She had been afraid he'd shoot her. But he snapped out of it. "Don't you never sneak up behind me
ontiptoesagan!" Shewouldnt.

"Comeon, girls. Let'sget something to eat.” The two just gawked at her. "Come on. Don't make me
come get you!"

Odettalooked a her and chuckled. "Them kidsistoo young to understand everything like they were
aready in school or something. They can't even walk dl that good yet."

Odetta set down the brown plastic bowl and spoon she'd been using to have her breakfast and stood
up. "I'll get them over here and fed.”

Angie wanted to cuss her out for interfering. After dl, the twinswere her kids. But she bit back the
response. For the last week now, sheld been finding out the twinstook alot of work, and Tiffany hadn't
been willing to help her none. In fact, Tiffany had razzed her about having kids and being pregnant again.

Damn! Why couldn't she have accepted Uncle Sergio and Aunt Janie's help, like John and Amy,
instead of deciding that since Papa didn't care and Mama was so bad off, she was old enough to do what
she wanted? At least she had listened well enough not to get knocked up while shewas il in high school
or until the birth contral pillsran out.

She would have blamed Pgpaand Mamafor ruining her life—she did quite often. But she had John
and Amy to look at and see that they hadn't turned out like she had. She was the one who had become
the town dut in capitol letters. Miss Party Girl. Mama hadn't had that accident just to ruin her life and
Papahadn't just given up on her, though it was easy to blame them for her own actions.

Angie watched as Odetta put up two more plastic bowls of mush and set out two more plastic
gpoons. "Don't touch!™ Thetwins looked at her and at the bowls.

"Hot!" Odettasaid.
"000," the girls responded.

Fedling bitter, Angie sat down and poured a cup of hot water. She spooned some of the teainto one
of the old teaballs Mama had used for her bead work decorations and dunked it into the cup. She hadn't



seen one of the cheap metd thingsin at least twelve years. Like everything else of Mamass, it had just
disappeared from the house.

When the mush had cooled enough for the girlsto safely eat, Angie gave each of them abowl. She
ended up cleaning up amess. She had forgotten the lesson she had been learning during the last week.
The twinswere redly messy eaters and needed help.

It didn't help for Odettato laugh at her when she got frustrated. Barbara had aways done thisfor
her. She usudly wasn't even up thisearly.

* % %

Odetta Thorpe was happy. It had been along time since she'd been on the road—too long. She had
forgotten how good it felt to get up, make aquick breakfast, and breath open air.

It wasn't that she had traveled like this. She'd never before traveled in horse drawn wagons or
camped out in burned out barns. But she hadn't dways ridden the bus or caught aride with atrucker,
either. There had been times when she had moved on with just a backpack, her accordion, and what she
could carry when the urge to move on had hit her.

It felt good being on the move again. And thiswas probably the last. She was forty-nine, going on
eghty, judging from the giffnessand painin her joints.

She enjoyed watching Julio's high-and- mighty daughter struggling to carefor her kids. Julio had been
right. Angie didn't know jack about taking care of kids. Odetta knew more, and she'd never had any kids
of her own.

Fenton had asked her to take over for him on the reins off and on yesterday. She had afeding that
today her practice was going to be put to the test. Julio had been up dl night. She had the fedling she
would be driving hiswagon. If that happened, Fenton would take the lead.

Julio had been up dl night, guarding them while they dept. He would probably crash today. Actudly,
sheliked the idea. She had spent nights on the road, her pocket gun in hand, trying to deep in places she
knew were |ess than safe when sheld been wandering.

Onething she had learned very well: never figure you're safe for the night. Sheld been lucky not to be
Jane Doe on a dab somewhere because of her own carelessness a couple of times. She had afew scars
to proveit, too. Some things, like the tattoos, were courtesy of one- or two-year stintsin prison for shop
lifting; theft; and—once—xknifing aguy who had tried to rape her. But that had been when she was young
and stupid—younger than Angie even. Sheld learned not to get caught at thingslike that later.

"Comeon, girl," Odettasaid. "Get them cleaned up. Y our father's coming in to eat. Y ou want himto
seewhat aditz you are?'

Odetta smiled when she was rewarded with a scathing glare. Nothing like starting the day right by
ticking someone off, especidly old Hot Pants running mate. Those two girls had taken more than one
decent man from her over the last two years. Any man who would chase those two wasn't getting a
chance to come back to her afterward, either. She did have some standards. Odetta drank the last of her
tea, pulled out some tobacco, and crammed it into her cheek.

It was going to be alonger day today than yesterday had been. A bit of cushioning on the wagon seat
would have been welcome. She now wished she had been blessed with a bit more padding on her rear.
Maybe Angie would loan her abit. She had more than enough for both of them. Odetta laughed to
hersdlf as she spooned up abowl of mush for dulio.

* * %

Fenton was glad when they were alowed to stop for the night again. Thistime, they had adry barnin
which to spend the night. Odetta had talked the villager in charge into letting them pay for the night'suse.
Fenton was glad for the dry place to stay. Between the cold drizzle and colder wind gusts that
occasiondly caught them during the day, it felt good to be under aroof, evenif it smelled of livestock and
wasn't heated.



Hewas aso glad that he and Julio had let Odetta come aong. She had picked up German palaver
pretty well. He knew just enough German to run astray Kraut out of the Club, if one wasfoolish enough
to stick his head through the door. He now redlized he needed to learn German if he planned to get
aong. And like the villagers who were | etting them spend the night in his barn, Germans weren't dl bad.
They seemed likeregular folk.

He would have been as suspicious asthey had been, if a couple of wagons carrying armed people
had rolled up in front of histrailer, women folk or no women folk.

Odetta pulled the thick blocky suitcase sheld loaded from the back of the wagon and opened it.

Fenton swore. She had areal, honest-to-god, polka-playing squeeze box—afancy,
mother-of-pearl-inlaid red beast. She broke it out, set the straps to her scrawny shoulders, and opened
out the accordion.

Fenton didn't know what impressed him more: that Odetta had something that fancy or that she knew
how to play it. He watched her fingers work the keys on one side and the buttons on the other as she
opened and closed the bellows. Damn he knew that song—Daisy Polka. He reached inside his coat and
broke out his harmonica. Timeto join the fun. He hadn't played with anyone for years. Just played in the
traler to entertain himsdif.

* % %

Julio watched as Odetta and Fenton started to play their music. It had been ages since he'd been
around anyone playing anything. He hadn't touched his git box since Juanita's accident. So long that he
probably couldn't play it anymore. Besides, he'd never been into that polka garbage. He was most
tempted to dig out hisold hollow box Fender, but decided againgt it. It would be really embarrassing to
mess up Odetta and Fenton's music by adjusting the strings and then not remembering how to play.

Hejoined Angie and the twins by the lantern as they listened to Odetta and Fenton start to play
another piece. He thought he'd known al about histraveling companions, but apparently not. He hadn't
known Odetta spoke decent enough German to be understood, and he hadn't known either of them
played any ingruments.

Julio saw that Julie and Juanita were both curled up in adeeping bag with their heads on Angi€'slap.
Both girlswere sound adeep. He hadn't redlized how much they looked like Angie. It wasthefirst time
he'd redlly paid much attention to them. It was even worse that he had pretty much ignored them for
amost two years. They had just been Angie's bastards to him, even if they were his grandchildren.

Julio did something he hadn't donein along time. He put an arm around Angi€'s shoulders and gave
her afatherly squeeze. Angie actualy smiled at him. They hadn't been thisclosesince. . . well, since
back then. Julio smiled back.

Odetta started to sing, "Rall out the barrel; Well have abarre of fun. . ." Shewasn't haf bad.

Julio looked up to see one of the villagers, with hiswife and kids, at the barn door, watching and
listening. Probably the first time they'd heard real American music.

Julio looked back on the trip from Grantville to Magdeburg. They had findly madeit. During the first
couple of days, he thought they would kill each other on thistrip. Angie with the twins, Odettawith her
sarcasm and abrasive comments, and Fenton either predicting gloom and doom or making the Kraut
comments he spouted out of habit more than actual belief; and finaly, his own flashing back to atime held
rather forget. All had been irritants and causes for discord in their little group.

Today, they were turning the horses and wagons over to Herr Knaust, who would see that Herr
Bickrodt was notified of their arrival. Apparently, they had an arrangement. These horse and wagons
actually belonged to Herr Knaust and were just being returned to him.

Julio smiled to himsdf. Well what do you know? A German U-Haul system, horse and wagon style.

Herr Knaust was going to alow them to store thingsin one of hisbuildings, for aprice. They needed



aplaceto store nearly everything.

Theidea had been, sell everything, move to Magdeburg, buy a place near the naval base
congtruction, and open aburger flipping place for the sailors and Marines.

Wéll, they were here. The problem now was finding a place they could afford. From what Odetta
had found out from Herr Knaugt, they certainly weren't buying anything with the money they had. But the
old German was taken with Odetta. Why? Julio couldn't figure it out. The woman was gross with her
anorexic, Ethiopian-famine-victim look. But, Herr Knaust had volunteered to help them find aplace they
could rent.

The old stable owner and blacksmith had recommended an inn where they could stay. Julio couldn't
decide if Odettawas actually taken with the heavy set, gray bearded man or wasjust shining him onto
get what she wanted. Odetta was much more complicated than she seemed.

* % %

Odetta had flirted with Georg Knaust for the last three days. The man reminded her of one of the old
wrestlers. Not those tall, painted freaks who had been replacing the old wrestlers. He reminded her of
men like lvan Putski or Moondog Mane—big chested, massive armed, and agut to go with it. His short,
gray beard blended into his moustache.

Georg was awidower. He had lost hiswife, children, and grandchildren when Magdeburg had been
overrun by one of the German armiesfighting in the area. Georg, himself, had nearly lost aleg and had
been stabbed three times, according to what he'd told her. He had been Ieft for dead with hisfamily.
Odetta could believe it. Georg certainly looked like atough old buzzard, like abiker she had run with for
awhile before the New Y ork State Patrol arrested him for stedling cars.

Theinn they were staying in was dightly rundown. But for having been rebuilt from aburned out shell,
it looked pretty good.

Georg had found them atwo-story building that had been an inn before it had been burned. After it
had been rebuilt, it had been awarehouse for awhile.

She was supposed to meet Georg for dinner in afew hours. He had invited her to his house.
* * %

Angie studied the three sailors she was sitting with. One was cute. She had sashayed up to them and
been invited to sit down. Papawould just blow a gasket if he saw her now. But he was watching the
twins while she was supposed to be fetching their lunch.

That was how she met Josef, Michael, and Veit. Josef was the cute one. He was a petty officer, third
class—a supply clerk. Michael and Veit worked with him, but both were only seaman. All three looked
good in their uniforms, but Josef was the cutest.

"If you would like to meet melater,” she said to Josef, "'I'll be back this evening for awhile. Late that
is, as soon as my friend gets back."

Odettawouldn't stay long with the old coot she was having dinner with. Old Man Knaust looked like
Santaon steroids, with afew scarsthrown in for good measure. Even Odetta couldn't see anything in
him. Shewasjust buttering the dirty old man up to get his help.

"Yes, | would liketo meet you again,” Josef said. "Tonight, then. I'll be here.”

Angie smiled. Magdeburg was going to be fun. She hurried to seeif the food was ready to take back
to her room. Now to convince Odetta she just had to get out and away from the twins for awhile.

* * %

Fenton had just come back from the dump Odetta's boyfriend had found for them. It would haveto
do. All they had to do now was go through the lawyer Knaust had recommended and get the papers
drawn up. It was going to take most of their working capita to fix the place up, get thefirst two month's
rent money paid, and stock it. They redly hadn't expected rent and leasesto be so high. But they were
looking at property closeto the navy base.



They could turn the upgtairsinto living quarters and cut down on expenses that way. The main floor
was divided into three rooms. One was alarge room, big enough for abar and a dozen tables. There
were two smaller rooms, one third the size of the main room. One small room was perfect to set up a
stove, the barbeques, and the three ice chests they had brought. The other room could be used asa
pantry and prep room.

Fenton figured they could set up the meet grinders and make hamburger in that room, aswell as sore
homemade condiments from Grantville and things like the local mustard. But they had to get ketchup
from Grantvilleif they were going to keep it.

The basement would be agood place to store kegs of beer and the cases of shine they'd brought
with them. They only had one case of good stuff. It was more expensve than the stuff from the Five
Hollows, but they might actudly have a customer who wanted quality.

Julio had sent him to go over the place with afine-toothed comb. He wasn't sure Julio wouldn't have
been better at eval uating the place.

Fenton saw Angie coming from the eatery next to their inn. She sure looked happy. Maybe being
away from Grantville was good for her, too. It sure wasfor him.

* % %

Julio looked at his notes. Things weren't going terribly wrong, but they weren't going like héd figured
afew weeks ago when heldd gotten thiswild hair about moving avay from Grantville and coming hereto
start over.

Widl, he was starting over. Maybe he would look up an old friend who was supposed to be
transferred here and John and Regina. He hadn't seen John for awhile and it was time to meet John's
wife, Regina

Fenton brought him the rough sketches of the warehouse, which was|ocated afew blocks from the
nava base. It would do. Julio was | etting Fenton handle the actua lease and eva uate the building
because, as much as Julio hated to admit it, he redly didn't have Fenton's savvy when it cameto
business.

There was areason he'd been awindow washer, adish washer, and acook. He just didn't have a
knack for much else. Oh, hed tried alot of other things, but hejust didn't do very well at any of them. He
was ajack of al trades and master of none.

They would establish the Greasy Spoon here, afew blocks awvay from the naval base; then make

asureflierswere handed out at the gates. "Real American Burgers and Friesaswell as Beer and Spirits.”
That should do the trick.

Office of Valentin Sheister, Magdeburg

"No!" Julio shouted a Georg's friend, Vaentin Sche ster, the lawyer he and Fenton had hired. "We
don't have the money to be hiring a bunch of expensve workmen.”

Scheigter smiled. "I know that with the building boom going on in Magdeburg, labor is getting more
expengve. Still, | think | might be able to work out something for you. Just give me a chance and well
see what can be done."

"Y eah, go ahead. But remember we don't have afortune to spend.” Julio figured held better remind
Scheigter of that.

"I will kegpitinmind," Scheister replied. "Also, thereisthelittle matter of payment for arranging the
renta and permission to dter the building in question. Will you be paying that soon?!

Julio pulled the leather pouch hanging down inside his pants from his belt and started counting out
coins. Thingsweren't going well. The vast fortune he and Fenton had amassed was not as vast asthey'd
thought. Things were much more expensve than they'd anticipated and new expenses were turning up



every day.

Julio paid the lawyer and headed back to the Greasy Spoon. It looked like the only thing to do now
waswait on Scheister and get everyone together for alittle music. That was about the only thing turning
out good o far. It was funny. Before Juanita's accident, they'd spend time playing music and just plain
having fun. It felt good to haveit to fal back on again.

The Greasy Spoon, A Week Later

Odettawas ingalling the second meet grinder on the counter. Julio had inssted that the counters be
separated for food preparation. It was going to be rough going without refrigeration. They would haveto
bring in fresh meat daily or risk poisoning their customers. Asit was, she wasleery of having to have
hired help just to bring in water to cook and clean up the place. They would be using vinegar to sanitize,
not avery satisfactory solution to the problem.

Angiewas upgtairs watching Julie and Juanita. While Odetta could have used her help earlier, the
twins would have had to come down her with her. That wouldn't have been agood idea. Thetwo girls
could get into anything the minute no one was watching them. It made her glad once again that she'd
never had children.

Thinking of children reminded her, she was till playing Russian Roulette with Georg. She might be
forty-nine, but her plumbing wasn't totaly shut down yet. She had better watch hersdf or shejust might
pull an Angie.

At the present, Julio and Fenton were out visiting the leech, Scheister again. Actudly, Vaentin wasn't
al that bad; but every time they turned around, something was coming up that required his help.

Odetta made sure that the wooden waste barrelswere in position and that the lids fit securely. She
looked around. Everything looked good for the opening next week. The opening had to go off on
schedule because Julio said they were getting low on funds. If the funds were low enough for Julio to
mention, things were redlly tight. They needed to get the Greasy Spoon opened and start making money.
They had rent coming up in less than amonth, aswell as other overhead expenses.

Julio refused to touch what he called the "fall back™ money—the money they would need to return to
Grantvilleif everything fell gpart here. But that wasn't about to happen. Even the oracle of disaster,
Fenton, was sure they would succeed now.

Odettawondered if Georg would leave the stablesto one of his underlings and cometo listen to them
jamtonight. If he did, they could sneak over to his placefor abit of grab and tickle. Maybe a bit more
than that.

The guy wasredly growing on her.

The Greasy Spoon, Grand Opening, One Week Later

Angie looked at her figure. It required ahard look to see the dight bulge that was beginning to
develop. She adjusted the ankle length dress and was nearly ready to go to work. Veit had promised to
bring abunch of hisfriend's from the base tonight. She couldn't wait to see him.

Her raven black hair was pulled back into along ponytail and tied with green ribbon. She applied her
lipstick sparingly since she didn't know if she'd ever get another. She gpplied blue eye shadow and then
the eyeliner. She was ready.

The girl they had hired to watch the twins while she worked was busy playing with Julie and Juanita.
Angie had dready arranged for her to spend the night so that she could have some time with Veit.

It wastimeto go downgtairs. They had hired two extra serving girls and she wasin charge. Thiswas



thefirst time Papawas redly trusting her with anything important. For once, she was going to make sure
shedidn't disgppoint him.

She moved away from the makeshift vanity and headed for the door.

* * %

Fenton was behind abar again. Thistime, though, he had an assstant. The barrels of beer were set
up, the tankards were all stacked negtly, and the meta pitcherswere ready to go. The only thing they
needed now was customers.

Angie came down the stairs and walked over and talked to the two other waitresses. Julio wasin the
back with Odetta and the new cook.

Fenton watched as Angie lifted the bar locking the entrance door and opened it. The first customers
through the door were sailors. Fenton recognized the one who grabbed Angie and put alip lock on her.
It was the same one she had been seeing for the last month. Maybe the girl was going to findly settle
down. Better the stupid sailor than him, though. Tigers don't change their stripes and he was sure Angie
wouldntt.

More customers started filing in. It looked like they might have a success, not that he hadn't known
they would dl dong.

Asthe evening wore on, things were going pretty well until some Marines entered. From that point
on, things deteriorated rapidly. It wasn't the Marines who caused the problems. The trouble was started
by some sailors who had aready had afew too many.

Fenton grabbed his baseball bat from under the bar and waded into the fray. He didn't even get a
chance to bust heads. Some tough looking characters moved in and the fight was over.

Fenton listened while one of the tough guys said, "No trouble or the Military Police will bein here
and put the place off limits." Fenton hadn't thought of that possibility. Off Limits? Something like that
would ruin themfor sure,

"Thanks"

"Think nothing of it," theman said. "Besides, | think I'm gonnalikethis place. I'll come around when
I'm not busy.”

Fenton returned to the bar. His assistant had been running his butt off, trying to keep the beer
flowing. There had even been afew ordersfor the Revenoo-ers Rue he'd brought from Grantville.

Serving liquor had been another problem handled by Scheister. The man actudly had an interest in
the Greasy Spoon now in lieu of fees. It gave them amouthpiece on cdl, but it had aso cost them a
twenty percent interest. Scheister wasredlly ashyster.

All night long, Julio had been trying to get Christian Grosch to work the skillets of fries. The man
refused to do it. He would work the mest grinders, even clean them. Grosch would fry hamburgers or
prepare sausages, anything to do with mest; but he refused to touch a vegetable onel

"I'm ajourneyman butcher,” Grosch complained. "It's bad enough | must prepare the meat aswell as
do my proper job. I'll not peel your potatoes, cut them up, or prepare them.”

In awhining voice he added, "If only my guild master hadn't recommended mefor thisjob.”

Julio wanted to strangle the young man. It had cost him a pretty penny to get the Butchers Guild off
his back. He'd been saddled with hiring ajourneyman as part of the deal Valentin had brokered.

He had learned more about operating a business than he had ever thought existed. And hewas also
sure there were things hedd missed. But he was confident that nothing could go wrong.



The Greasy Spoon, Two Weeks Later

"See?' Odettawaved the ledger in front of Julio, Fenton, and Angie. "See what |'ve been trying to tell
you al morning. Y es, The Greasy Spoon ismaking money! But, we're spending money not just for the
supplies of which we are going through alot, but look!" She pointed to alinein the ledger. "Fenton has
made personal withdrawals three times, Angie twice, and Julio once. That doesn't count the cash
withdrawa | made. Werein the red after our employees salaries, supplies, and Scheister's twenty
percent of the gross.” Odettaglared at the others. "And whose great ideawasit to give Scheister a
twenty percent interest and pay him from gross profits?*

She watched as Julio swallowed.

"Ahal | thought so0. At thisrate, welll end up in debtors prison—if Magdeburg has one.”

The first meeting they'd had since the Greasy Spoon had opened wasn't going to be agood one.
Odetta knew if something didn't turn around soon, they would bein the shit neck deep. The Greasy
Spoon had customers; but as abusinessit was dready sinking.

"I have anidea," Fenton began. Odetta picked up the cup of Willie Ray'sfinest next to her and took
adrink.

Another Two Weeks

Jdulio finally knew they were beaten. Two weeks ago, they had made aded with Georg Knaust. He
provided the money to pay the rent for the next two months and salaries for the employees while things
got straightened out.

Georg had taken athirty percent interest in the Greasy Spoon.

Things had started to look good until now. They recelved atax notice today that nearly brought on
heart attacks. It wastimeto talk to Scheister again.

But first Julio would haveto cal everyone together. Their business venture wasn't going to work. It
wasn't because everyone hadn't been doing their part, and then some. They'd all worked hard. But they
just weren't business people.

The Greasy Spoon was popular, it pulled in money, but they just couldn't seem to make it work. The
employees weretrained. After he had threatened to march Grosch back to the guild request a
replacement, even that jerk had straightened out and became amodel employeein the kitchen.

Angie was showing pridein herself and staying with the same guy, asfar as he could tell—avast
improvement. She had even begun dressing more consarvatively. Shewasn't awaking billboard for ‘free
love any more. Hewas proud of her, as proud aswas possible at thistime.

But he could see the writing on thewall. They were not going to succeed.

One Day L ater, Scheister's Office

Six people were crammed into the small room Vaentin Scheister used for his office.

"I've drawn up the paper work," Vaentin said. "All it needsis my signature, Herr Knaust's signature,
Herr Sandbrias, and Herr Mase's signatureto makeit legd.”

Julio studied the document before he picked the quill up from the desktop. He dipped it into the ink
and awkwardly scrawled his name on the bottom of the document.

Fenton muttered under his bresth before taking the quill from his hand and signing.
Georg and Vaentin had agreed to take over the Greasy Spoon; however, there were afew



stipulations they'd al had to agree on. First, the name was to be changed to the American Greasy Spoon,
even though it was owned and operated by down-timers. Second, the up-timers al stayed on for awhile
longer. That had made Odettaand Angie happy.

Their timein Magdeburg had been alesson for them. While they might not be the new owners of the
Burger King or McDonald's of the USE, they did function well asateam. They just didnt doit inthe
restaurant/tavern industry. They didn't have great heads for business.

Onething they were extremely good at was playing music. They had gained alot of confidence over
the past few months. They no longer worried about what they were going to do.

They had anew plan. They were going to run the American Greasy Spoon for Vaentine and Georg.
They would aso provide entertainment. They would form aband caled Greener Pastures. One day they
would leave Magdeburg. If they could please the customers at the Spoon, they stood a good chance
wherever they went.

Julio watched Odetta move toward Georg as the big German took the quill to add his signature.
Maybe it would be better if they stayed around Magdeburg for awhile. They might even learn how the
German guilds worked.

He watched asthe lawyer added his signature. The deal was done.

"That sedlsthe contract." Vaentin chuckled as he returned the quill to the table. "I'm glad you chose
to stay. It will add an American touch to the American Greasy Spoon.”

Julio momentarily felt like the main attraction at a zoo. He smiled to himself. He had better get used to
being watched if he planned to play his gitbox on stage. They wouldn't be returning to Grantville any time
soon. Staying would give Odetta and Angie a chance to make decisions about their romantic conquests.
Now they didn't have to say good bye to friends and, in some cases, loved ones.

It wastimefor them to try their hand at something new. Thistime, he didn't just think they would
succeed; thistime he knew they would.

Grantville's Greatest Philosopher ?

By Terry Howard

Ken looked up when the door opened. When he saw the men who were entering, he moved down
to the cash register. Once there, he put his hand on the sawed-off shotgun that hung in arack on the
underside of the bar. "Julio," he called.

"Yeah?' Julio Morareplied.
"Nine one one, now!"
"Onit." Julio left the sink of dirty dishes and headed for the phone in the back room.

Three men walked through the door. Each waswell dressed, one more so than the others. They
were armed but that was common enough. Two of them had that air of ‘trouble on a short leash.' Muscle,
Ken thought. Bodyguards, competent, deadly, dangerous. They were aso down-timers. Under the big



"Club 250" sgn on the door alittle sign read "No Dogs and No germans Allowed.” All down-timers
were"Krauts' asfar as the denizens of Ken's bar were concerned.

If it had been abit later in the day Ken would have told them to get out, knowing there was enough
firepower at hand to make it stick. It was, after dl, that kind of bar. At this hour, though, the "l want a
drink for lunch crowd" was mostly gone. There were only three patrons left. Ken knew they were nothing
but three more targets. It wastime to stal and pray that the police came quickly, so Ken waited
nervoudy for the down-timersto spesk first.

After standing ingde the door for half aminute the trio consulted briefly and one of the guards spoke
infairly undersandable English. "We havereed the sgn.”

Uh oh Ken thought.
"We are not staying," the guard said.

Rdlief swept through the owner of the bar. Ken had never killed anyone in the bar and didn't want to
start now. For that matter he had never been killed and sure didn't want to start that now, ether.

"We weretold that the great philosopher, Herr Head, always had lunch here.”

James Richard Shaver, Jmmy Dick, often referred to behind his back as Dick Head, aname he
richly deserved for being ajerk of the first water, actually managed to blush. Ken, from long practice,
managed to swallow hislaughter completely. Some of his patrons were amite touchy, especialy when
they were drunk.

"Herr Krieger wishesto converse with him," the guard continued. "1t need not be here, wherewe are
not allowed. Over dinner tonight, at the newly opened salon, perhaps?’

Ken let out the breath he was holding and took his moist hand off the shotgun. The tension flowed
out of his muscles and evaporated without leaving any residue on the floor. Politely, he answered thetrio
with complete honesty. "Thereisno one here right now who answersto the name Herr Head. Can | ask
who sent you?"

"We sought the gathering place of the local philosophica society at the. . ." The guard did not quite
pause, "'front counter', where we took lodgings. Weweredirected to the . . ." Thistime he did pause
while he wrapped his tongue around a more difficult, recently learned, word phrase, "'Police Station.’
They directed usto the. . ." Again anew word. "'Post office." There we were told that the only fulltime,
practicing philosopher in town was Herr, excuse me, Mister Head, and he could be found here having
lunch, since there was no longer a Cracker-barrel intown."

"Did the post office say Mister Head or dickhead?' Ken inquired.

"Y es, Dick Head isthe name we were given.”

The other two patrons snickered and James blushed again.

"Where are you staying?' Ken asked. "If Herr Head comesin today, I'll give him the message. And
then, if the greatest of Grantville's philosophers wishesto talk to you, he can send adisciple to make
arangements.”

All thewhile Ken spoke, Jmmy Dick wasthinking hard. He was never going to live this down. He
knew it. People who hadn't spoken to himin years, if ever, would hail him on the streets of Grantville at
the dightest of excuse, just to have the opportunity of addressing him as"Herr Head." The more polite of
them would seek the opinion of Grantville's greatest philosopher. Smal towns can be quite crue that
way.

It was dmogt ardief when the door opened and two copswalked in.

"Isthere aproblem, Mister Beadey?' one of them asked.

"No. No problem at al. These gentlemen werejust leaving.”

One cop looked at the other and tilted his head dightly towards the door. The second nodded ever
more dightly. Then Hans, the down-time cop, went out with the three strangers to make sure they didn't



have any complaintsthat should be addressed.

Lyndon approached the bar. When he reached the cash register he asked, "What happened, Ken?”'
Officer Johnson was probably the only cop that ever addressed Ken Beadey by hisfirst name. He once
briefly dated Ken's step-daughter, and Ken il thought well of him.

"Sorry about that, Lyndon,” Ken said. "When three armed Krauts came through the door looking
dangerous, | thought | had a problem. Turns out someone down at the post office sent them hereon a
wild goose chasg; just to get rid of them, | suspect.”

Lyndon worked so hard to swallow his laughter that he amost choked on it. " Sorry about that, Ken,"
Lyndon gpologized. "I guessthat's our fault. When the three wise men came wandering into the sation
looking for our philosophers so they could commune with them, the person behind the desk tried to
explain that we didn't have any. Shefindly got rid of them by sending them to the Post Office. After all,
they have everybody's address. Well, someone thought it was funny, | guess, to let them chasetheir tails
al over town and cdled the post office and suggested Jmmy Dick."

"Thanksahell of alot!" James added from the Sddlines.

Lyndon continued. "If the post office had given them his home address they never would have come
here

"Hey?' Immy Dick cdled out. "Hello." Hewaved hishand inabig "bring onthe train” wave. "I'm
down here. If you can't talk to me, you could at least not talk about me asif | an't here, damnit.”
"Oh, I'm sorry, Jmmy," Lyndon said. "When | didn't see you talking to them | figured you weren't
here"

"Why the hdl should | talk to them? And why wasit funny to give them my name?' James demanded.
Then before that could be answered, if indeed it could be, he also asked, "And just who do | thank for
that anyway? And why would | want them poking around my house?"

Lyndon started to answer the first or second question and then bit histongue. He didn't answer the
third question either but he did reply to it. "Jeez, IJmmy, I'm not sure who made that call.”

* k% %

In truth, Lyndon knew exactly who made the call. He knew it had been discussed for dmost three
minutes and everybody in the office, including the chief, knew about it and thought it was funny.

The conversation started out with someone suggesting that they cal the post office and have them
send the three wise men down to the stables to look for Don.

"Donwho?' someone asked.

"Donald Duck," someone €l se suggested.

"That would do, but | wasthinking of Ma Quixote's oldest boy.”

The peoplein the room had chuckled. Then someone had showed his age by saying, "If they want
philosophy, we should send them to Maand PaKettle."

"Who'sthat?" At least two people asked.

Ashetried to explain who Maand Pa K ettle were and then what a cracker-barrel philosopher was,
the name Dick Head came up.

The truth was that they were, perhaps, just alittle embarrassed that they did not have a Philosophical
Society in town nor did they have anybody they considered a philosopher. So they sought to hide the
embarrassment in humor. Pain turned inward is depression. Pain turned outward is anger. Pain turned
sdewaysishumor. All three can be destructive,

* * %

"If there's no problem I'd better get back to work," Lyndon said. Ken noticed he hadn't answvered

the fourth question, ether.

The other two patrons were out the door behind him beforeit shut all theway. The closing of the



door seemed to trigger awave of laughter.

"Ken, bring me a bottle of whatever you're calling whiskey these days," Jmmy Dick said. "That story
isal over town by now. LookslikeI'll be doing my drinking a homefor agood long while."

"Shoot, Immy. That won't help and you know it. The only thing you can do ismakeit your joke on
the Krautsand ride it out."

James picked up his beer and took along dow sp and thought for aminute. Y ou can't talk while
you'redrinking and you can't talk while you're thinking. Or isit you can't think while youre talking?
James mind went back to junior high school. If someone insulted you it was best to turn it back on them;
it wasdmost asgood if you could turn it on someone e se, then you were doing the laughing instead of
being laughed &.

"Oh, comeon, Jmmy," Ken said, "why do you think | told them you'd have adisciple cometo their
hotel?'Y ou can have the whole town laughin' a you or you can have the town laughin’ a them.”

"l don't know, Ken."

"Go have afree dinner. Order two of the most expensive meals on the menu. Hand them some
bullshit. Then tell everybody in town what saps the puffed up highbrow Krauts are."

"I don't know, Ken," James said, again. The answer came abit dower thistime.

Ken knew hewas coming around. "Well, why not?' Ken pushed.

"That interpreter he had was hard on the ears,” James said. It waslame and he knew it. He also
knew that he would be taking Ken's advice. He just couldn't give in without arguing. It wasn't in his
nature.

"'So when you send the messenger tell ‘em you're bringing your own. Better ill, tell them you're
bringing two, soit'll bethree on three.”

Julio brought half atray of glassesto add to the stack under the bar. The only time he ever brought
lessthan afull tray was when he wanted an excuse to come out front. "I'll get my grandson to deliver the
message,” hesad.

"He'sin school, ain't he? | want to get this over with." James said.

"I'll call over thereand get him out,” Julio said.

"Why don't we just cdl the hotel 7" James asked.

"Naw! It ain't dignified enough. Grantville's greatest philosopher would send aformal note. While
werewaiting for the boy, I'll call home and get ablank card. Don't just stand there, Julio,” Ken said.
"Call the school and get the kid over here.”

* % %

When Matthew got back to school he had missed one class and was late for the next. When he
entered Mister Onofrio's math class he handed the teacher anote from the office. The note said smply
"Matthew Bartholow was excused and may be admitted to class at thistime.”

After forty years of teaching, Emmanud Onofrio knew arat when he smelled one. Y ou will spesk to
me after class, young man. Do you have today's assgnment?' It wasthe last class of the day and
Emmanuel knew Matthew's shift asabus boy didn't start until dinner time. The lad had tried, once, to use
it asan excuse for not having his homework done.

When the room was empty except for the two of them, Mister Onofrio asked, "Just where were you,
young man?" in hiswell practiced "I can see your soul S0 don't messwith me" voice.

"My grandfather sent for meto run an errand,” Matthew replied.
"And what wasthis errand that was so important that it couldn't wait?'
"They needed amessage ddlivered.” The boy's answer sounded rather lame to the old man.

"And what was thisimportant message, that had to be ddlivered, by you, before school was out?
The mathematician wanted to know. The boy blushed but did not say aword.



"Come, come," the gray beard said. He knew he was near a confession when the lad blushed.
"Spesk Up."

"Well, they didn't tell me not to read it,” Matthew said.

"Soyou read it. What did it say?"

"Dick Head, along with an interpreter and an associate, will be pleased to except Herr Krieger's
dinner invitation tonight at seven. Please make reservationsfor six at Grantville Fine Foods."

At the name Dick Head, Emmanuel Onofrio started to dismissthe whole thing as abad joke. But the
name Krieger caught hisfull attention. "Krieger?' Heamost gasped. "Not Wilhem Krieger?'

"That'sthe one. | got hisfirst name at the counter when | ddlivered the note,” Matthew said.

"Why would he want to seethat idiot Jmmy Dick?' Emmanuel asked the universe, al but forgetting
that there was another person in the room.

"All I know isthat the post office sent 'em lookin' for Dick Head and they found him where Grandpa
works afternoons,” Matthew said.

"The post office?" The puzzled teacher nearly ye ped. "Why would they send him there?"

"l don't know."

"Thet will bedl."

* % %

Shortly after Matthew left, Emmanuel was on hisbicycle. He was heading for the post office and
determined to get to the bottom of it dll.

* * %

The gray haired man stepped up to the window to be promptly told, " Sorry, Emmanuel, there isn't
any mail for you. I'd send it on to the school anyway."

"No, I'm not expecting anything. | waswondering though . . . Well, | heard something improbable
from astudent and thought | ought to check before | called him onit. Y ou didn't see Wilhelm Krieger
today did you?' Emmanuel asked.

"Not that | know of," she answered.

"Thank goodness. That'sardlief. | wastold you sent him looking for Iimmy Dick," he said.

"Oh! Thethreewise men. Yeah, | sent them to Club 250 to seethe Dick, ah, iImmy Dick." Even
grown ups can beintimidated by an old teacher.

"Why?' Emmanuel practicaly shouted.

The post mistress must have "got her back up* at histone of voice, at theimplied criticiam, and at
being madeto fed like anaughty little girl. "'Cause the cops called over here and told meto. If you got a
problem with that go and talk to them." With those words she turned away from the window.

* * %

Shortly thereafter, Emmanud found himsdf & the police station. Shortly after thet, he found himsdf in
Chief Richards office. Oddly, it wasthe chief who was uncomfortable.

"Chief Richards, do you know why one of your people sent Wilhelm Krieger to spesk to Jmmy
Dick?"
"Well, Mister Onofrio, what can | say? It seemed like agood idea at thetime.”

"Chief, you just sent the biggest jerk in the whole town to represent usto the greatest intellectua mind
that Germany islikely to produce this century.”

"Never heard of him," Chief Richardsreplied.
"He probably didn't live long enough to make it into our history books. Beyond doubt, hewill bein

the ones were writing now. His published work on philosophy guaranteesthat, even if he never writes
another word. We can't have him thinking that jackass, Jmmy Dick, represents Grantville. Y ou've got to



sopit." Chief Richards knew Emmanuel must be avery flustered academic. He wasn't just speaking
forcefully, he was nearly shouting.

"l don't seewhat | can do about it. Having dinner isnt acrime. If you fed that strongly about it, go
talk to Jmmy Dick. Now, isthere anything else | can help you with before | get back to work?' Chief
Richards was getting a bit annoyed. He wasn't used to being yelled at in his own office.

* * %

Emmanue put his kickstand down outside of Club 250 within afew minutes of leaving the police
gation. Asheread the sign, 'No Dogs And No germans Allowed', his mind corrected the missed capital
letter. Then heredized it had been done that way on purpose. He took a deep breath, squared his
shoulders and entered the den to bait the lions.

* % %

Ken looked up as Emmanue waked in. Emmanuel could see that Ken didn't immediately recognize
him. Then he gpparently decided that Emmanue was obvioudy an up-timer, probably okay. The old man
approached the bar and Ken asked, "What can | get ya?"

"I'mlooking for Jmmy Dick," Emmanud said.

"Heain't here" Ken answered.

"You're Ken Beadey, right?' Emmanue asked.

"Yeah," Ken answered.

"I'm Emmanud Onafrio," Emmanud sad.

"Ralph'suncle?' Ken asked.

"Or his brother, depending on which Ralph you're referring to. Perhaps you can help me. | need to
convince Jmmy Dick to not keep that dinner date tonight.”

"Why?"

"Mister Beadey," Emmanud started to explain but wasinterrupted.

"Cdl meKen," Ken sad. "The only people who call me Mister Beadey in here are cops here on
officid bugness™

"Ken, Jmmy Dick isthe butt of ahorrible joke. A jokethat'sin very bad taste, | might add,
perpetrated by the police department.”

"Manny, we knew that when we sent the note accepting the invitation,” Ken said.

Emmanuel ignored being called Manny. The old man detested that nickname, but was dedling with a
shock of hisown at the moment. "Y ou knew?"

"Sure" Kensad.

"Then why did he accept?’

"Well, Grantvilleis going to be laughing about this for yearsto come. We decided wed rather have
them laughing at some damned Kraut stuffed shirt than at one of our own," Ken explained.

"But, Mister Beadey, Ken, that Kraut stuffed shirt is Wilhem Krieger. HE's here to research our
philosophy before he writes about it for al of Europeto read.” When it came to Herr Krieger's purpose
Emmanuel was guessing. Correctly, asit turned out, but till just guessing.

"Redly?'

"Do you actudly want dl of Europeto judge us by Herr Krieger'simpression of Immy Dick?'
Emmanue asked.

Ken looked taken aback for amoment. The stakes were alot higher than he had redlized,
gpparently. Still, he asked, "Do you redly want Jmmy to spend the rest of hislife being laughed at over
this?'

Emmanue started to speak and paused with his mouth open. He hadn't thought of that. He was angry



with himself. In an argument you take the time that your opponent is speaking to plan your next point. In
adiscussion you listen to the other party and think about what was said before responding. He hated
arguing and was annoyed with himsdf for having dipped into one. Still, he had to try. "Mister Beadey,
thisisimportant. Way too important to leave in the hands of Immy Dick Shaver."

"WEell, the cops should've thought of that before they set him up to take a pratfdl. Shouldn't they
have?'

"| can't agree with you more. Their behavior is reprehensible. But what can you do, report them to
the police?' Emmanud asked.

Ken actudly laughed. The hogtility that had been building was, provisonadly, set asde, though it was
ready to hand and could be easily put back in play.

"Whereis dmmy Dick? Perhaps| can reason with him," Emmanud said.

"| doubt it." Ken smiled. "Hismind is pretty well made up. Have a seat and a beer on the house.
Jmmy will be back shortly. He's gone out to nail down hisinterpreter for tonight.”

That caught Emmanud's curiosity. "Who is he getting?'

"Hewants Old Joe Jenkins."

"Thet old hillbilly?'

"Yep." Ken nodded. "Jmmy said he heard him trandatin' sermons, German to English and English to

German right down to the emotional dant of the preacher and was never more than one word behind. He
also said that Old Joe Jenkins was the smartest man he had ever met.”

Emmanuel was shocked to find that he was angry or jedlous and chided himsdf for it. Why should he
care about the opinion of the biggest jackassin atown hdf full of petty, close minded people? Besides he
had never readly met immy Dick, so the poor man didn't really know what a smart man was. Then he
chided himsdlf for being overly proud and again for being uncharitableto the village he grew up in and
had chosen to retire to.

"Who's his other second?' Emmanud asked.
"Huh?' Ken looked confused.

"Jmmy has been challenged to adud of wits. He's taking two seconds. Oneis Joe Jenkins. Whois
the other one?'

"I don't think that's been settled yet," Ken said. He knew for afact that Jmmy was assuming he
would be the third member of the party. He wasn't thrilled with the idea. Fresh organic fertilizer had a
way of splattering anyone close by when it hit the fan and he didn't want to deal with it. A thought grew in
hismind and asmile grew on hisface. "But | think it should be you."

* % %

Fritz Shuler was ecdtatic. On aweek night his struggling restaurant, Grantville Fine Foods was
booked to capacity. He hadn't had anight like this since the opening rush. The crowd was dmost dll
up-timers, for achange. There was one reservation from adown-timer. Then the calls started trickling in.
Thetrickle steadily increased until he was turning people away.

Fritz wasfranticaly putting the fina touches on the new policy that he hoped would be the salvation
of hisinvestment. He had researched up-time dining before he opened. He found a paper maker who
would make paper plates and napkins. His niece bought plastic flatware and cups at school from anyone
who would sl them.

He had st out to provide an authentic West Virginiadining experience. He featured catfish,
Kentucky style chicken cooked in avery expensive "pressure cooker," and beef grilled to order, on top
of afull menu. The down-timersfound it charming but up-timers didn't come back.

Someonefindly explained the difference between fast food and fine food. After tonight when diners
arrived they would be asked, "Paper or cloth napkins?' But tonight, except for the one table, everyone
would havered linen, slver flatware, fine chinaand glass. He hadn't planned to start that until next week



but when the river floods, it'stimeto float the logs.

After ahard day of frantic preparations the night was not going well. People who arrived at six were
lingering over coffee and wine, asif waiting for something. People who had a seven o'clock reservation
werearriving early, asif they were afraid they would miss something. Customerswere piling up inthe
waiting area. There were no open tables except for the one set for six with paper and plastic. Fritz was
not going to put an up-time patron there. He gritted histeeth and started passing out free wine.

The down-timers arrived a bit early. Oddly, no one in the waiting area objected to being passed
over. Fritz showed them to the table where they immediately examined the place settingsin detail aswas
typica of afirst time down-timer diner. Fritz was shocked when the rest of the party arrived and were
up-timers. Well, it wastoo late to change things now.

Fritz showed the new arrivalsto the table. Before they could seat themsdves one of the down-timers
stood up. Fritz was startled and just abit worried.

In passable English the stlanding man said, "Herr Krieger suspectsthat heisbeing played for afool.”
From thelook on his face the interpreter was completely convinced of it and was more than alittle
pleased about it for some reason.

Emmanud's heart dropped. He had hoped he could take the conversation into L atin, the language of
scholarship, and control the night. Now the game was lost before it started. All he could think to do was
apologize profusdly. Before he could start Joe Jenkins spoke up.

"Why does he suspect that?' Joe asked.

It was afair question, Emmanuel thought, but something about theway Joe saiditwas. . . Latin! It
was Latin; accented but understandable Latin. Where did adumb hillbilly learn Latin?

Theinterpreter |ooked perplexed. Emmanuel guessed that he didn't know Létin, just his native dialect
of German and the passable English he had picked up somewhere. Herr Krieger, on the other hand, was
suddenly focused completely on Joseph. He motioned for the interpreter to Sit down.

"My man here clamed to have overheard a conversation leading him to believe Dick Head isnot a
name but aninsult,” he said in crigp Latin. His voice was quite tainted with suspicion and hodtility.

"WEell, heisright about it being no one's proper name." Joseph continued spesking in Latin, to
Emmanuel's ongoing amazement. "I am Joseph Loudoun Jenkins, now commonly known as Old Joe.
When | was young | was known was Low Down Jenkins. Over thereis Emmanuel Onofrio, known to
his students as Oman Frio, meaning Old man 'Frio. Don't look sour, Emmanudl. Y ou know it's so.
Emmanud is otherwise known as Raph's brother or Ralph's uncle, depending upon the age of the
Spesker. Y our third guest is James Richard Shaver, commonly known as Jmmy Dick, sometimes called
Dick Head."

"Why?" Wilhelm asked.

Joe began to answer. "Wadll, ar." Hearing the West Virginiaaccent and word choice coming out of
Joseph's mouth while speaking L atin was amazing to Emmanud. Still, somehow, it felt like Joseph was
yet going to pull it out of the soup. "We came from avery busy time. Anything we could do to get things
donefaster we did it. Even our language was rushed. We didn't have timeto say "The United States of
America,' sowe said the U.S.A." When | was ayoung man we had a'President,’ aleader named
Eisenhower. He was very highly esteemed. Everyone referred to him aslke. Later two presdentsin a
row were known by initids, J.F.K. and then L.B.J." Joseph answered the question while completely
ignoring what was asked.

"Arewejust goin' t' stand here or what?' Jmmy Dick spoke up.
Herr Krieger'sinterpreter trand ated the question into German. Wilhelm nodded dightly and motioned

to the chairswith adight hand movement. Emmanudl realized that James was aloose cannon who was
getting irate about not knowing what was going on. He started trandating the Latin into English for him.

"So you shorten names for convenience. That is nothing that we do not do. But heisDick Head. Is



that not an insult?" Wilhelm asked.
"Have you studied Hebrew, Herr Krieger?' Joseph asked.

"Briefly." Wilhdm said. "There were works | wanted to read, but in the end it proved more workable
to have them trandated.”

"I know what you mean. | tried to learn Hebrew and Greek but it was more timethan | could spare
back then. Knowing French hel ped when | decided to learn Latin Sx months ago,” Joseph said.

"Y ou have only been working on Latin for sx months? Incredible,” Wilhelm said. Emmanue agreed.

"We Americansdo thingsin ahurry. | thought | might need it for dealing with the Catholics, so | was
motivated. As| was saying about Hebrew, you know that the word 'Rosh' can trandate as 'first' or 'top'
or 'head.’ Dick can be used in English to mean "penis.’ But it aso can mean 'any man’ for obvious
reasons. Like the words," he shifted to English for two words "lumberjack and steeplgack. So, yes, it
can be an insult. But then, to misquote scripture, ‘a philosopher is not without honor except in hisown

Wilhelm amiled and started to call for wine by picking up hisglassand holding it in the air. But he
stopped with the red plastic cup only inches off the table. "Why are we the only oneswho have these?"
he asked.

"Shit," Immy Dick said. "They came from up-time with us and when they're gone they're gone.
Y ou're being honored." He swallowed the words, 'ya dumb Kraut', because Emmanue had impressed
on him how important the dinner was. ""Honored with a piece of the future. Everybody €l se here tonight
has to make do with the here and now."

Emmanuel garted trandating what was said into Latin before Herr Krieger's man could give an
uncensored version. People at the nearby tables seemed to be taken with sudden fits of coughing.

"Waiter, winefor my guests,” Wilhelm Krieger called out. When he did it seemed asif therewasa
pausein conversation while he spoke. The noiseleve in the room unquestionably went back up when he
st hisglassdown. "This" he waved his hand to include everything on the table, istruly amazing, so light,
yet strong.” He picked up afork and looked at it skepticaly. "Can you truly eat with this? It seemslikeit
would bresk."

Emmanud was busy trand ating German to English for Immy Dick, who was amongst the minority in
Grantville who refused to learn German. So the conversation fell to Joseph, who responded in German.
"They can bresk if you try cutting meat with them, so you use the knife. They were made to be thrown
away after oneuse.”

"Truly?" Wilhelm asked with raised eyebrows. "What of the expense?*

"Y ou could buy abox of one hundred for lessthan you earned in an hour,” Joseph replied. "They
were not highly esteermed but it saved the time of washing up. Our thought was 'anything to savetime.'
Wewere avery busy people.”

Herr Krieger's eyebrows went up again. Emmanuel could almost see him thinking that therewasa
fortune to be made here.

"Unfortunately, we can't make any more. Even if we had the equipment, the materias are not
avallable. These arethelast for at least ten years," Joseph said.

"Unfortunate, indeed. Do you teach at thelocal academy also?' Krieger asked.
"No. | don't have the credentialsit takesto do that," Joseph said.
"But with your Létin . . . and you are a philosopher, surely?*

"Neither Latin nor philosophy are much regarded.” Turning to Emmanud, Joseph said, "Why don't
you tell Herr Krieger about the school system.”

Emmanue set about giving adetailed account of Grantvill€'s schools. Asfar as he was concerned, he
was judtifiably proud of them, even if they were on the low sSde of average up-time. Joseph trandated for



Jmmy thistime. Ordering food interrupted the flow of Emmanue’slecture, but he eventually concluded
with, "1 would put our high school graduates up againgt Jena's University students when it comesto
genera knowledge. When it comesto specidized knowledge, | would match Jena graduates with oursin
the samefield. Of course, we have areas of study that they do not." He wasthinking drivers ed, and then
others.

Thefood arrived. Diners began to leave while others arrived and took sedts. It didn't look like the
hoped for fireworks were going to happen. No one had the Latin to follow the conversation, so why
Say?

"Y our colleague says L atin and philosophy are not esteemed?" Wilhelm asked.

"We offer Latin asan dective. Philosophy is covered as part of English literature,” Emmanuel
answered.

Herr Krieger cautioudy cut a his steak with the plastic knife and was visibly surprised thet it worked.
The sllent bodyguard tried cutting hiswith thefork. It brokein hishand. A staff member immediately
turned up with aset of slver utensilsfor him, and took the knife and spoon away. Emmanud had the
chicken. It was quite good. It had been so long since he last had Kentucky chicken that he couldn't tell
the difference. The daw, mashed potatoes and gravy were superlative.

After hisfirgt bite Wilhelm Krieger reverted to Latin. "Herr Head, iswar mankind's greatest glory or
itsgreatest shame?'

Emmanue trandated the question.

"Hell, it'snaither,” Immy Dick Shaver answered. Joseph trand ated the answer.

"Neither?' Herr Krieger prompted.

"War isagreat adventure,” Jmmy Dick quoted. "But, an adventure is someone el se havin' ahard
time of it somewhere ese. War is glorious when you win with an acceptable casudty rate. But no

casudty rateis acceptable to the casudty. And sSince someone dwaysloses, war is glorious less than haf
thetime.

"Tothemeninthemiddleof it," James continued, "war isat best boring drudgery spiked with
moments of terror. For some, it isawalking nightmare that never leaves them thissde of the grave.”

"Thenitisour greatest shame?' Krieger asked.

"There are greater shames," James said after Emmanuel trand ated the question. " The holocaust
comesto mind."

"Do you want meto explain that?' Joe asked.
"Might aswdll," Jamessaid.

"Inour history, Herr Krieger," Joseph said, "in the years of the nineteen thirties and forties, aPrussian
government rounded up twelve million people they did not gpprove of. Jews, gypsies, Poles, Savs, and
others. Then they exterminated them."

"Like Vlad the Impaer killing every beggar in the kingdom,” Herr Krieger said. "But, that many?*

"It wasavery full world," Joseph said. "L ook it up at the library. The key words are Nazi, and
Holocaudt. It will surdly confirm the ax million Jews. Y ou may haveto dig to find the others. They are
often forgotten.”

Wilhelm Krieger looked at James. "Buit, this Holocaugt is surdly afluke?

"No!" Jamesreplied. "Pol Pot, five million, Saddam, three million, Stdin . . . who knows how many
millions"

"So these holocausts are man's greatest shame?" Krieger asked. The undertone of skeptical unbelief
was less than perfectly hidden.

"Hell no!" James answered.

A frugtrated Wilhelm findly demanded, "If it isnot war and it is not daughter then what isit?’



Emanuel trand ated the question. Joseph waited for the answer. James paused. Hislast "hell no" was
areaction without conscious thought. Now he needed aresponse. "Tel him that mankind's greatest
shameisrunning out of good whiskey. No, wait." A memory of persona pain gushed into hismind likea
torrent of water from along forgotten dam that crumbled. "Tel him our greatest shameis an uncherished
child. A man'sgreatest glory isto love hiswife and raise his children well."

Joseph trandated it. Wilhelm started at him like a pole-axed steer for at least five seconds. Then he
turned to Emmanud. "Did he trand ate that correctly?"

"Yes" wasdl Emmanud said.

Wilhelm |looked back at Joseph. "Do you agree with him?"

"Wadl, it was my greatest joy. And yes, it ismy greatest glory. So | agree with him." Joseph said.

"And you?' Herr Krieger asked, looking at Emmanud.

Onofrio's memoaries flashed back through alist of unloved, bright children who faded into dull
commonness or blassomed into brilliant horrors. "Y es. An uncherished child is our greatest shame.”

"Y ou people are hopeess romantics.” Krieger'stone made it clear he thought the idea contemptible.
Both up-timer trand ators laughed. When Emmanue explained why, James smirked.
"What isso funny?' an obvioudy angry Wilhem demanded.

Joseph dried hiseyes. "My wife, may sherest in peace, often told methat | was atypica maewith
no idea of what romance was."

Wilhelm humphed before asking, "Herr Head, how many children did you and your wife raise?"

"l ain't mankind. I'm one man. Nam was my greatest glory and my greatest shame. When | returned
no women worth puttin' up with would have me and any women who would put up with me weren't
worth havin'."

* * *

He saw no reason to tell this damned Kraut about his persond life. When Bina Rae found out their
baby had "bad bones," probably from something he brought back from Nam; something he hadn't told
her about, she moved out on him. She acted like Agent Orange was some sort of venered disease he
could have avoided. When sheleft he took to hitting the bottle hard and lost his job. Bina Rae wouldn't
talk to him, wouldn't go to counsdling and wouldn't let him see Little Merle with out abig fight each and
every time.

Now Merlewasliving in the nuraing home and as long has the billswere paid he never heard from or
of her. Merle would not speak to him for abandoning her. She never even heard his side of the sory.

The only happy year of hismiserablelife crashed in 1973. Bina Rae came home from the doctor and
was packed up and gone when he got home from work. He got drunk and stayed drunk. Along the way
he got divorce and listed as sixty percent disabled instead of the usud thirty percent for ahead case. Up
to the Ring of Firethe Veteran's Administration paid for Merle out of his disability check. Now hewas
meaking do with family money off of renta properties an agent managed.

None of that was anybody's damned business, especially some damned Kraut.

* k%

"So you admit that your greatest glory and your greatest shameiswar. But you would have me
believeit israising children." Herr Krieger turned to hisinterpreter and spokein loud, angry, German
whilerising to hisfeet and pocketing the plastic spoon. "Y ou areright! | am being played for afool. Settle
up with the proprietor and return to the lodgings.” Then without afare-thee-well, he and the silent
bodyguard stalked out of the totally silent room.

Jmmy Dick wasthefirg to spesk. "Yaknow, this catfishisredly quite good.”

The dinning room burgt into roaring laughter.

When it had mosily died down Emmanue Onofrio stood and extended his hand to Immy "Dickhead”



Shaver. "Miger Shaver,” he said in avoice pitched to carry, it wastruly apleasure trandating for
Grantvillésonly fulltime practicing philosopher.”

The Misadventuresof T & V
Mama Mia, That's A Good Pizza Piel

By Jon and Linda Sonnenleiter

Early October 1634, Naples

The ash dust flew up when Vincefdl flat on hisface. They had just eft the main entrance to the
mission'srented villaand Vince had tripped in ahole he hadn't been able to see.

Tim laughed. "What kind of impression are you going to give the Itdians, Vince? They'll probably
think you're some kind of mgjor klutz."

Tim Claggett stood 6 feet tall and weighed 190 pounds. A big change from up-time, when held been
ajunk food addict and had weighed 310 pounds. Both men werein their early thirtiesand in excellent
shape. That helped when you were meant to be an embassy guard.

When he was standing above the road, instead of lying on it, Vincent Petrini, akaVince, was 5 feet
10 inches and weighed in at 160 pounds. Except for the pound of Vesuvius ash that he was busly
brushing from his clothes.

"Damn. Y ou'd think these pockets of ash would have blown out to sea after three years,” said Vince.
"But no, thewind keeps bring that volcano's ash into the city every time the winds come from the south.
I'mtired of tripping in these ash-covered holesin theroad.” Vince's face was glum. "It's been abad day
and I'm pissed. Let'sgo." Hetook off for town at afast walk.

"Wadl, what are we going to do now?" asked Tim. He hurried to keep up with Vince who was
heading towards the middle of town.

They'd been the city four times since they arrived. By now, they considered themsalves old hands at
finding their way around, even though they'd only been amile or lessfrom the villa. The town seemed
very busy, and at times dangerous. Still, they were starting to get alittle bored with the uptight people and
the lack of good food. "Good" food, of course, meaning junk food.

Tim kept dreaming of big, greasy cheeseburgers dripping with ketchup, mustard, onions, lettuce,
tomatoes and a half pound of grease from the grill. The kind that were served with western fries,
smothered in sdt, with ajumbo strawberry shake. Or maybe foot long hot dogs smothered in everything,
with acherry vanilla coke to wash everything down. His mouth watered just thinking about it.

"Damn it, what | wouldn't give to have abig cheesy pizzawith the works." Vince shouted to the sky.
He stopped quickly, causing Tim to bump into him. " Man, thisis Itay, the home of greet pizzas. Where
are the pizza shops? There has to be someone who knows something about the subject.”



"Vince, remember thisis 1634. Hell, Italy isn't redly Itay yet. It'snot like back homein our time,
where you couldn't go afew blocks without seeing a pizza shop, or any kind of fast food place.”

"It'snot fair," Vince said as he dumped against the stone wall. " There has to be somewhere here that
can make adecent pizza"

Vince knew that being here was hard on Tim but here they were. All anyone could do wastry to
make the best of abad situation and try to look on the bright side. If there is one hethought. At least
some things had improved since they got here. Tim had lost over one hundred pounds, fine. But till and
al, therewas no sensein having to eat the same old food day after day. There was no imagination in the
Itdian foods. They needed to mix thingsup alittle,

Vince et out along sigh and started to walk alot dower. Thistime Tim was right beside him and not
hurrying to keep up. They waked in silence, passing dl the street vendors hawking their wares and
people pushing each other to get to what they were sdlling.

"Wdll, where do you want to go eat now?' Vince asked. When there was no

reply he turned to see that Tim wasn't there. He looked around and didn't see him. "Now wherein
blue blazes did he get off to?'

Vince took amoment to look around him but saw no Tim. He started to walk back the way he
came, dl the while looking around to seeif Tim was among the crowd. A few minutes later he spotted
Tim. Hewastaking with aman who was sdlling fruits by afountain. The fear he had been feding that his
friend might have been taken by some thugs was turning into anger. He rushed up to Tim and grabbed
him by hisright aam and

spun him around to face him. Thefruit vendor let out alittle yelp and jumped under histable, amost
knocking it over.

Vincefdt like punching Tim for scaring him that way. Instead, he pushed him abit and shouted,
"Don't ever do that again. Disgppear on melikethat. | thought some thugs might have jumped you and
shuffled you away. Worse yet, what if acouple of Spanish soldierswanted one of their specid chatswith
you? If you're going to stop somewhere let me know."

"| told you | was going to go ask someone where they make pizzas. Y ou must not have heard me."
Tim rubbed the arm Vince had grabbed. He started off back down the street. "1 thought you heard me.
Shit, do aguy afavor and he goes off like this. If acouple of criminastook hold of me, I'd have hollered
and fought like hell. Ah, shit. | need adrink.”

"l need awhole bottle" muttered Vince.

They went to their favorite tavern and picked atable toward the back of the room. "A jug of the best
red," Tim said. Thewaiter scurried off and brought the wine in short order. They were on their second
glasswhen Vincefinaly spoke.

"Sorry, man. | never should have gone off on you like that. But how was| to know you decided to
ask questions and weren't kidnapped? Damn, it's hard to think of the Spanish ruling the roost here.”

"| should have made sure you heard before | stopped to talk to that guy. I'm sorry, too." Tim raised
his glass and nodded. Vince clinked his glassto Tim's and they both drank the wine straight down. "But |
did find out there's a place here that specidizesin making pizzas and | thought I'd treat you to one.”

"Pizzalike the ones we got back home?'

"l doubt it,” Tim said. "But | thought we could giveit atry. Infact, | got to thinking . . . maybeif it
isn't like we could get back home, well, just maybe we could teach them how to make aredly awesome
pizza" He paused amoment and gave Vince ady wink. "Never know. We might just make alittle
money on the sde teaching them how to do it.”

"Y ou mean like afranchise, likeaMcDondd's or something?' Vinceliked

theway hisfriend wasthinking. For once, he thought, they could be making money the easy way like
S0 many otherswere. If abunch of teenagers could do it, why couldn't they? " Do you think we got the



suff heretodo it?

"Vince, we just walked through an open market. Didn't you see the different meets and vegetables
and smél| the spices?!

"Uh...no. | wasn't paying any attention, | was till mad at you." Vince took another sip of hiswine.

"Comeon, Vince." Timrolled his eyes. "Weve been though here before. Didn't you notice anything
then?'

Vince made aface. "Okay, okay. Y ou got me. | just never notice thingslike that. | was looking at
buildings and people. | mean, | saw they were sdling food. | just never noticed what kind. | guess that
makes me alousy Italian. Mom would be in saventh heaven here. It'sredly funny. Up-time | dways
wanted to vigt Italy. But now that I'm hereg, it's

dangerous and dirty and it redly, redly stinks.”

"Amento that,” Tim said. "Just trust me. | noticed the food. Everything we need ishere, if itisnt. ..
wdll, then we can make do with what we do have. Where therésawill, there'saway. What do you say,
partner?’

"Y ou know Phil doesn't want us making any waves. The politica Stuation hereis dangerous.”

"l guessthat'swhy he wants us wearing civilian clothes outside the compound on our own time.” Tim
poured the last of the wine in the glasses. "We can be careful. What do you say?'

" | say, I've dwayswanted to own apizzajoint.”

It took them about twenty minutes to find the restaurant the vendor told Tim about. Gillmarino By
The Seaiit was cdled, and it wasn't too far from the villawhere they were staying. They stopped for a
moment before getting too close and took alook at it. It wasn't that large. And, well, Tim had to admit
that it was alittle run down. But there was some

gpacein front that could have sometables put out init. A vision of a picture hed seen bubbled to the
surface of hismind. Tables on apatio. Wrought iron chairs and tables. Blue umbrelas with the word
"Cinzano" emblazoned on them. Y esh. This could work for that. Probably eight tables would fit out front.
Maybe a couple of benches. Y eah.

The place wasn't too crowded and getting atable was fast. Thefirst thing they ordered was the best
winethey served. When the waiter brought them the bottle and two glasses, they ordered a pizzawith the
works.

The waiter just looked at them as though they asked for something strange. Tim tried to explain to
him what they wanted in hislimited Italian and Hill that ook remained. After severa minutes, the waiter
snapped hisfingersand said, " Ah! Negpolitan pie.”

"Whatever you call it. Yes, yes." Tim nodded vigoroudy. "We want the works."

The waiter bowed and headed for the kitchen. Twenty minutes later he came back and placed a
large round plate on the table. He stood there smiling.

Vince and Tim looked a what he brought them and they both were speechless. On the plate was a
round of cooked dough maybe seven inchesin diameter. It had some diced tomatoes, some green leaves
that maybe were a herb of some kind and very little cheese. They looked at each other and then at the
dill amiling waiter.

"Thisisntapizza" Vince said. "It sort of lookslike maybe apoor exampleor...or..."

"It looks like something afour year old would try to do,” Tim piped in. "Isthisyour specidty? Can
wetak with the manager for afew minutes?’

"Y eah. We don't mean any disrespect to your restaurant, but we would like to show you how to
make apizzafrom our time" Vince said.

"Thismay beyour best." Tim pointed to the pie. "But we can make it even better.”



Thewaiter left with aconcerned look on hisface. He returned with a short, bald man who introduced
himself as one of the owners of the place.

* % %

Marco felt alittle worried about these up-timers and hoped there wouldn't be any problems with
them. He knew he and hisfamily couldn't afford to lose any more business or they would lose the
restaurant and everything else. He hoped that these two men wouldn't be his downfall. They tried to
serve the best food they could but sometimes that wasn't

aways easy. The Spanish had placed some pretty high taxes on them—not to mention that they
aways required the best food for themsalves. That |eft very little for Marco and his people to choose
from. He hoped that what the waiter told him was true, that these men could help him. He could use a
little bit of luck right now.

"Y ou gentlemen do not like the pie?" he asked, wringing his hands nervoudy. "Thisisthe best in the
house. We only use the best in such anoble dish. We can make you something elseto your liking. We
wish...to..."

Tim held his hand up to stop the chatter. "We want to help you. Of course, oursalves, aswel. What's
your name?"

"I an Marco. My family and | own thislittle place. Y ou wish to help mein someway?May | join
you at your table?'

"Mease. Join usand have adrink of thisexcdlent wine." Vince motioned towards the empty seat and
asked the waiter to bring another glass. ™Y ou probably know just from looking at usthat we're what
people cal up-timers. One of the many things we missfrom our timeisaredly good pizza. You cdl it
Neapolitan pie here, but in our time it was caled pizza What you have here," he pointed to the plate, "is
the beginning of apizza”

"Y ou have tomatoes which isthefirg thing to start the pizza sauce.” Tim took over. "Y ou have
everything hereto make aredlly greet pizza 1've seen it in the markets. We want to show you how it's
done. Well teach you how to do it and in return we ask to be given asmall part of your profits.”

"Y ou wish to be paid?' asked Marco. "We have no money to give out.”

"No, no." Tim shook hishead. "Y ou only pay us once the pizzas sart selling hand over fist. okay?'

"What do you do with hand and fist?' Marco asked with a puzzled look on hisface. "We only cook
food here, no hands or fists." Marco wasn't entirely sure these were sane. What did hands and fists have
to do with pizza, what ever pizzamight be?

"Ligten, Marco. That'sjust aold saying from our time," Vince said. "It just means making more
money than you canimagine.

"Y ou wish to help us do that?" Marco asked, looking at them strangely. He stood up. "What isredly
going on here? We do not want any trouble. We only want to live peacefully with everyone. We start no
trouble”

"Neither do we want trouble.” Tim motioned for him to st back down and he poured him some more
wine. "We want a pizzalike the ones we remember. And we want to share with the people of Naplesthe
great taste of atruly excellent Negpolitan pie." Tim flapped his hand a the Negpolitan pie on the table.
"Y eah. Keep that one. No big deal. But the ones we teach you to make can be caled pizza. Well show
you how you can put anything on these pies aslong as you have the crugt, the sauce and the cheese™

"Y ou will become world famousfor your pies and become rich whiledoing it," Vince pronounced
solemnly.

Marco looked at Vince and stated. "Y ou are so sure of this?'

"You bet." Vincegrinned. "Y ou'l get rich. I'mwilling to bet onit. But my friend and I, we only wish
to be comfortablein our old age." He asked the waiter to bring another bottle of wine. Then hetook a



piece of the pie and tasted it. "Thisis okay. Not bad at al. But we can make it better. Even great. What
doyou say?'
"I must firgt talk with my brothers. We will let you know tomorrow if wewish to get rich asyou say."
"Fair enough,” said Tim.

* * %

Bright and early the next morning Vince and Tim made their way to Gillmarino's. Marco and histwo
brothers, Anthony and Michael, met them there. They dl sat down and Tim did dl the talking thistime.
Last night, before they went to bed, he and Vince wrote down everything they could remember about
making pizza. They'd argued about what their mothers put into their pizza saucesfor awhile. Some
people liked oregano more than others. They'd written an outline of what went on the pizzaand how long
it was cooked. Tim was ready for any questionsthey had. After about twenty minutes of talking, the
brothers excused themsel ves and went behind the bar and talk over what to do.

"Five bucks saysthey don't gofor it,” Vince said.

"My father dwaystold meto only bet on sure things.” Tim answered. "Y oure going to lose. Again.”
He cast alook over at the brothers. They were dl talking rapidly and waving their handsin theair.

Ten minutes later the brothers rgoined them at the table. It was Marco who spoke first. ™Y ou will
teach ushow itisdone. If it istrue what you say, about how it will be received, then we will give you five
percent of the intake."

"No, twenty percent,” Tim said.

Finally they settled on ten percent for four months only. Vince held out one more requirement. Tim
and Vince could et there for free or no dedl. After al, the recipe couldn't be kept secret for very long.

"That'sfair." Tim shot alook a Vinceto keep quiet and et him handle this. "Shall we get started, say
day after tomorrow? It will take afew daysto get everything set up and tried out and put just right.”

* % %

Lucky thiswastheir day off. Vince and Tim spent dl day and half the evening making things. They
cut up different vegetables and herbs they bought on their way to the restaurant. Tim showed the brothers
and the cooks how to cut up the tomatoes and cook them and smash them asthey started stewing. He
added sage, rosemary, basil and thyme to season the sauce. They didn't have a grater, so Tim showed
them how to cut up the cheeses more finely. He even showed them that adding alittle olive oil to the
dough made acrispier crust.

Vince helped the one brother, Michadl, figure out how they'd advertise the new product to the
people and how much to charge for each one. It al depended on what was on the pizza. He suggested
that they should give out some samples; small pieces, to some of the people who hung around and
explained that thiswould be free advertisement for them.

Michagl wasn't redl sure about that and it took a good bit of convincing him. "We don't gottado it
every day," Vince said. "Just the first few. Maybe three days? Give the word a chance to spread
around.” Michael eventudly agreed.

By thetime Tim and Vince headed back to the villa, they were dog-tired and felt ready to fall adeep
as soon astheir heads hit the pillows. Hopefully by the time they got off work tomorrow and went to
Gillmarino's, the place would be packed. Vince was alittle uneasy about the whole thing. If he'ld been
ableto, hed have taken afew daysleave, instead of letting the Gillmarino brothersdo it one.

"Good grief,” Tim said, noticing theworried look on Vincesface. "Everything isgoing to befine.
Who doesn't likered pizza?' Tim was sure everything would befine.

Vince hoped he was right. They wished each other agood nights deep and then went to their own
rooms.

Vince settled back into his pillows. They were hisown pillows, brought from homein his baggage.



He never could deep on strange pillows. You'd think it was Christmas Eve he thought. Hewastrying
to go to deep so Santa Claus would come. But just likeit did for alittle kid, the night just dragged on.
The next day was just as bad. Tim and Vince waited anxioudy until it wasfive o'clock and quitting
time.
* k%

Findly their rlief came. They hurried off towards Gillmarino's. Vince hoped that therewas afull
restaurant and the pizzas were a success.

Standing across from the restaurant, they both felt alittle down. It seemed like only afew more
people were going in or coming out. "Shit," Vince muttered. Hed redly hoped to see along line of
hungry people. Not so, not today. "Maybe tomorrow.” He could still hope.

"From the look on your face, old buddy, you're disappointed.” Tim patted him on the back. "Thisis
only thefirst day, guy. Remember the old saying, 'Rome wasn't built in aday.' So cheer up.”

"Duh... werenot in Rome," Vince said. He looked at the few peoplein line. "l need adrink.” He
took off acrossthe street, heading for the restaurant.

* * %

Theinsde of the restaurant was dim. It took amoment for their eyesto adjust. Findly, Tim spotted
an empty table. He whistled. One of the waiters |ooked up and Tim signaed for abottle of wine.

Funny Vincethought. Timis acting as Italian as the Italians, what with all that arm waving.
Nevertheless, it worked. The waiter headed for their table with a bottle and three glasses, just as Marco
came out from the kitchen and headed toward them.

"How's business, Marco?" asked Tim.

"Sow, but not realy dow." Marco poured three glasses of wine. "We did asyou told usto do. We
garted giving out the free samples this morning, yes, yes. They went fast. Hungry people dl around, but
the mgority, they redly liked it."

"So the advertisng went well, " Vince said. "Y ou got alot out then?'

"Oh yes, very many. Why, we even sold quite afew inthelast hour."

"Youdon't say." Timgrinned. "Wetold ya."

Marco ignored him. "Anthony is drawing the menu just like you said, o people can see what comes
on the different pizzas, It's good that one of us can draw pictures. Y ou know, with these menus, anyone
can order food without having to learn our language. Wewill get new foreign customers.”

"Y es. That would benefit everyone," Tim said. "But Vince was redlly hoping for a packed house
today. Yes, | know, | know, it takestimeto get the taste out to the people.”

"Mr. Vince." Marco patted him on the shoulder. "Thisisthefirst day. | fee within my heart that things

will soon improve. Y ou must have faith that this pizzawill be received with great hunger soon. How about
apizzawith theworks?'

Mouthswatering, Tim and Vince nodded. "Yes," Vince said. "And another bottle of wine."

* % %

Over the next three days Tim and Vince kept track. Each time they went to Gillmarino's they noticed
alittle more of acrowd. Quite afew people were ordering; but not afew were standing around hoping
for afree handout. Some of the customers seemed to be tearing their pizzas apart and looking redly
close at the items before they dapped it back together and ate it. Thismade Vince laugh. Timtold Vince
aslong asthey paid for it, they could wear it like a hat for al he cared.

Anthony and Marco joined them at what had now become their usud table. "My friends." Anthony
shook their hands. "Each day becomes better, as does our making of the pizzas."



"Asyou can see, pizzas are becoming quite popular,” chimed in Marco. "Soon we will be sdling them
faster than they can be made.”
"If you say s0," said Vince.
Tim looked at Vince and then the people in the room. "How about a cheese pizzaand a bottle of
wine?'
* % %

The next day, after work, Tim and Vince headed straight for Gillmarino's. Asthey rounded the
corner to the street the restaurant was on, they noticed a huge line of people waiting to get into
Gillmarino's. Both their jaws dropped. With pounding hearts they raced

up to the front door and saw Michadl directing the flow of people. He saw them and hisfacelit up
with the biggest grin and he hugged them both. He was speaking so fast they didn't understand aword he
was saying. But from the looks of the packed place they understood his excitement.

They squeezed their way up to the kitchen areaand saw pizzasin al stages. Some dough being rolled
out, some getting sauice and toppings, Some were coming out of the fire and more going in. Everywhere
they looked they saw pizzas. Marco came up to them and a so gave them a hug.

"Look at this place. Never hasthis place seen so many a onetime. They are abig success asyou
said they would be. Once the word got out, people had to come and see and try."

They knew people would love them, but never this much. Even Tim and Vince were struck
Speechless.

"We even had afight or two with people wanting to get onefirst.” Marco beamed proudly. "We only
hope thiswill continue this desire to have a pizzayour way. We al are going to be rich. Thank you both.
Y ou have saved my family from ruin. Y ou deserve everything you get and you will be getting your
percentage tonight. Now would you like a pizzawith the works?'

They both nodded yes and turned to ook for atable.

"Now you can seewhy | settled on ten percent,” Tim said. "We shouldn't get greedy, you know. And
let'sjust say thisisonly the beginning of thingsto come.”

"Did you bring your fishing polewith you?' Vince asked.

"My fishing pole?’ Tim gave him apuzzled |ook.

"I'm getting hungry for aMcDonad's fish sandwich.” Vince smiled and gave him awink.



Seasons

By Mark H. Huston

May, 1631

The old Buick dowly made itsway through the dark countryside, headed away from the high schoal.
The coupleingdewas ederly, cautious, and tentative on the road. It had been daylight when the meeting
at the high school started, now it waswell after eleven PM. John's eyes were not what they used to be.
He'd had cataract surgery acouple of years ago. It had helped, but seventy-eight-year-old eyes were still
seventy-eight-year-old eyes.

Hejust had to take it easy, and make sure he didn't get in an accident. Before last Saturday an
accident might have meant losing the driverslicense. That would have been aloss of the freedom they
enjoyed; living on their own land, tending the garden, tending the house. It would have meant moving into
an assigted living apartment that their daughter had shown them in Whesdling. But that was before last
Sunday, when what folkswere calling the Ring of Fire cameto Grantville, West Virginia

Ashedrovethe Buick dowly up the hill and out of town, following Route 250, John thought back to
the meeting two weeks ago with his daughter in Wheding. Sheld been trying to talk him into moving up to
Wheding. "Thisisthe place| picked out for you and Mom." She was amost shouting; John was hard of
hearing. "lsn't it nice?' He had spent too many yearsin the textile industry. There was no such thing as
OSHA when he started, and hearing protection was for sissies and women. Sometimes he wished he had
used those awful cotton ball earplugs. But that was past.

"But these places are hard to get into" she said again, alittle too loud.

"| can hear, dammit. There's no need to shout.”

"But Dad, if you'd turn your hearing aid up, | wouldn't have to shout.”

"What?"

"l said, if you turn your hearing aid up there would be no need to shout"

"Wait aminute, honey. Let meturn up my hearing aid." The device squedled with feedback ashe
adjusted it. It never did fit correctly. "There. What did you say?"

"| said that you can movein here, in Whedling, close to me, Billy, and the kids, but this placeishard
to get into."
"Don't want to, honey," he drawled. "It isn't time. Not yet. Someday, maybe, not yet."

"Dad, these places aren't easy to get into. And this two bedroom is open now. Y ou should take it."
Elainelooked nervous. "Thisan asssted living facility, with anice dining hal. Mom won't have to cook,
unless she wantsto. There are only afew gpartmentsthat have akitchen.”

"It has an dectric range, and your Mom never liked eectric ranges.” John was beginning to fed more
uncomfortable by the minute with this conversation.



"Dad, there are only four two-bedroom apartments with a kitchen in the entire complex. And thisone
isvacant now. | want you to have the extraroom of the two bedroom." She paused and smiled sweetly
at him. "Dad, thisis open now. It doesn't happen very often. Y ou could see the kids more often. And
there'sawhole lot lessfor Mom to clean. And thisis so much closer to the doctors. Y ou know that's
important, Dad. Mom is at the doctor right now. Y ou can't keep driving al that way, and it will be so
much easier for Mom." Her smile had changed into something else. It was till asmile, but it had pain
around the edges.

"Elaine, honey." John could till be charming if he wanted to. He didn't want to hurt his daughter's
fedings. "Elaine, honey, it'snot timefor this. Not yet. We like Grantville. It'ssmdl, but welikeit. And,
yes, there's only the one doctor. But he knows us, knows our ways. We have the house. | ill do the
yard. We have the garden. Where would your mother have her garden if welived here?”

"But that drive, Dad. It's SO dangerous.”

"It'sjust over an hour and ahdf from our house to yours. And I've been driving Route 250 since we
moved out there twenty-five years ago. Long as we get home before dark, it'sal right, honey. It'sdl
right." He smiled down at her. He was il atal man, even at seventy-eight. Elaine had taken after her
mother. Short, dark hair and eyes, and alittlefat. "1 enjoy thedrive."

Hedid enjoy the drive. It represented freedom. But now. Now things were different. Unbelievably
different. Unreal. He kept looking out at the moon, and that confirmed the truth. The crazed, hard, red
truth. They had gone back in time. Nobody understood how, or why. It had picked them up and turned
them around and dropped them down in this new here and now. Except this new Oz wasred. And
nightmarish. And dangerous. With bands of soldiers that were supposed to be armiesterrorizing the
countryside. Inthe middle of awar. MelissaMailey, the high school history teacher, had told them. No
way to get back. He looked at the moon again. He knew they were right. The moon wasin the wrong
part of thesky . . .

The worgt thing he heard at the meeting was that driving wouldn't be allowed for persond reasons.
Most people had walked home, but there was no way for hiswife Millie to makeit. Everyone had told
them to go ahead and drive home. She couldn't walk the nearly six milesto their house on the other side
of town, near where the Ring of Fire came down and diced the earth likeascalpd. The Ring ran less
than ahundred yards from their home at the north edge of town. What had been the edge of town. They
were now driving west on what had been anorth south road, back in another time and place.

"Whadayathink there, Millie?' Charming again. Her full name was Militsa, afamily name from her
Greek and Serbian ancestry. But he called her Millie, as he had done since they met.

"I dunno, John. Garden is pointed the wrong way. It will be on the east now, not the south side. It
seems to be about the same time of year, near asthey can figure. Growing season should line up pretty
well. Leadt it aint winter." Milliesighed. "I hope Elaineis okay." She paused for severa minutes. "I mean,
what if therest of theworld ain't around anymore and we're the only survivors?'

"I don't know Millie, | just dunno . . ." They looked at each other acrossthe dark car. Therest of the
ride was slent, except for the noise of the worn Goodyear's on the blacktop.

They arrived home. The porch light was il on, just asthey had l&ft it. The house was aone story,
framed, two-bedroom home with aliving room and an eat-in kitchen. There was afront bay window,
and everything was immeaculately painted. It was normdly quiet there, but the quiet now was egrie.
Usudly there would be atruck or acar with itstires whining out on Route 250, noises from the town
bel ow, and the gentle background hum of civilization. The neighbors at the end of the road were outside
the Ring of Fire; the neighbors between their house and Route 250 were away to seether kidsin
Chicago. John wondered if he should till keep an eye on the neighbor's house. Suppose so. They might
come back. Never know.

He opened the door, stood in the doorway, and listened to the house. Quiet. Just the tick tock of the
grandfather clock that had been his mother's. The floor cresked, quietly as he entered. The smell of



familiar liniments for sore muscles, and the earlier chicken lunch were pleasant, gratifying, comforting. The
sameasaways.

Millie pulled hersdf up the three steps to the porch using the railing, then stopped to listen to the
quiet. Wheezing softly, she stood near him, bardly touching. John knew they were both wondering what
would come next.

* * %

The next morning John woke early. But Millie was dready up and sipping coffee at the kitchen table.
It was dtill dark.

"You're up early," John said. He was standing in the kitchen door archway that led to the living room.

"Been thinking," shereplied. "Thinking about alot of things" John waited. Y ou don't spend 58 years
with aperson and not learn when to listen.

"I've been thinking about this stuff,” she said after afew moments, gesturing to the basket of
medications. They kept the amber and white plastic bottlesin asmall white plastic basket on the kitchen
table. She pushed them gently away from her, towards him. The red and white border on the Formica
table was worn from years of use at their two places across from each other.

Millie had the most need for ongoing medication. Her stroke of afew years ago, dong with her
emphysema, had |eft her dependent on several medications. John was only on blood thinners and some
occasiona pain medication for hisknees and lower back. "There's no chance of us getting back. We
don't even know if thereé's aback to get to," she said. It was not aquestion. "Did you hear the wolves last
night?' she added after abit.

"Yes" hereplied. He sat down across from her and took her handsin his. Helooked at her for an
hour while the sun rose. Millie had sharp, intdligent dark eyesthat missed little, and white curly hair. They
sat there, saying nothing, just looking at each other. They felt each other's presence, companionship and
pain. They fdt the house around them start to creak as the morning sun began to warmit. The east
exposure popped and cracked as it warmed. Birds began to sing, and the flowers along the house began
to open to face the sun. They sat for awhile longer, holding hands, quiet, Smply being together asthey
had done for so many years.

"What do you want to do?" he asked.

"l don't want to make afuss," she said. "I've never wanted to make afuss." She put her head down
on the table, sobbing softly. "I don't want to make afuss. . ." After awhile, it was quiet again and she
dowly raised her head and looked up. John returned her gaze, and smiled. Charming smile till. Finaly
she spoke. "Isn't it odd to see the sun comein that window that way, with the shadows going there. At
thistime of day the cat used to it on the back of the couch there in the sunshine, dmost dl year. Theré's
no sunshine there anymore. Everything isthe same, but it's not the same. It's unreal on one hand, and on
the other it'svery red. Like the sunshine on the couch.”

"It was the moon for me last night,” he said. " The moon wasin the wrong spot.”

"l don't want to make afuss," she sad. "I've never wanted to make afuss.” There was hint of anger
in her voice thistime, mixed with frustration. She paused. " The chickens might have afew eggsthis
morning. Why don't you get some and I'll cook us anice breskfast of bacon and eggs.”

"Okay," said John, as he rose from the table. He straightened s owly and went out the back door,
towards the smal henhouse. It was adjacent to the garden. The back yard was expansive, running well
away from the house. They had bought the house and the four acres of land up here more than thirty
years ago, before heretired. Early in his career he had worked in the quarriesin the area, asaheavy
equipment mechanic. Then he spent forty years as amaintenance specidist in the mill industry, keeping
the spinning machinery running. It was those places his hearing had been damaged by the constant noise
of the spinning machinery. Hed torn out many machines over the years. Then heéld crated them up to
send to Indiaand Pakistan, as well as Mexico. Soon there were no more textile plants, except for afew.
The onesthat remained were little more than antiques that made specidty products. It was okay. Hewas



ready to retire. He dways hated the business anyway. It was hard, dways being away from home. Not
to mention, he was congtantly caught between labor and management in what was normaly ahosdtile
environment.

He went to the henhouse and took alook inside. Whatever the Ring of Fire had done, the chickens
didn't seem to mind. Plenty of eggsthis morning. As he walked back through the garden, he admired his
wife's commitment in the planting and maintaining of it. The garden was substantia. The decorative parts
of it weremorein thelines of atraditional English garden, with flowers and multiple plants and hedgesin
the front closest to the house. The back section was for cabbage, corn, peas and beans. There was
rhubarb for piesin the spring. The whole thing was surrounded by afence that was designed to keep the
whitetail deer from esting everything in Sght. He wondered how the deer were going to fedl about the
wolves.

* % %

The next morning started like any other. Breakfast early, then to the outside chores. Millie went to the
garden, dowly, carefully. John had built her asmall battery powered cart to Sit on as she weeded and
tended. The cart had baloon tires he'd salvaged off of agolf cart somewhere. Therewasawel used
trolling motor and an old car battery, and some bits and piecesfor agear reduction steering. It so had a
tiny differentiad and axle removed from ariding mower somewhere. It drove easily and was comfortable
for Millie. Therewasalittle shelf he built onit for smdl tools. They'd widened the rows of the garden to
accommodete it. He smiled as he watched her head into the still small plantings.

John then went to the shed. He liked to call it aworkshop, but it was just asmall shed that had been
built some years ago to hold aModd A Ford. Built by the previous owners, not him. It was small, but
the roof was good. The floor was dirt, but packed and laden with seventy years of motor ail. It was
nicely painted on the outside, like the rest of the place. Therewasasmall ectrica service that he had
put in shortly after heretired. Insde, the shed was packed with the accumulation of a handyman who had
grown up during the depression. That isto say, he threw away nothing that could remotely have another
purpose, no matter how badly broken, worn out, or just plain junk.

Therewas another pilein the back of the shed, under asmall lean-to that held bulk junk. Angleiron,
aset of pulleysfrom an old flat leather belt drive that looked like undersized sted wagon whedls, with a
broad flat surface where the rim should be. He was going to put them in the ground, half buried at the end
of the drive oneday. Anindustrid bit of humor at the expense of the many haf buried wagon whedls. He
thought that would be funny. Nobody would get it except him, but that was okay. He chucked silently at
the thought.

"l supposedl of my junk isgoing to comein handy," he muttered. His son-in-law had tried for years
to get him to throw some of it away. "Throw it away,” Billy had dways said. "Heck," thought John, "he
wasjust afraid of having to clean out the shed after we died." Today, John decided he was going to sort
out some hardware in one of the jars. Somehow some metric nuts had gotten into the normal threaded
stuff. Hated that. He could till tell from looking the difference between aten-millimeter nut and a 7/16"
nut. Hadn't lost that touch. He wasjust getting to work when he thought he heard acar hornin the
driveway.

"Halo, the house. John, Millie, you there?' John emerged from the shed into the bright sunshine. The
ar wasvery crigp and clean. The Grantville city police car had pulled up behind the Buick. When the
wegther was bad, he would pull the Buick into the barn, but they had Ieft it out last night. The policeman,
who looked familiar, was standing behind his open car door, both hands bel ow the window and out of
sght, his eyes moving congtantly until he spotted John coming around the corner of the shed. As John
moved closer, he saw another person, this one awoman, get out of the passenger side of the patrol car.
Shetoo looked wary, eyes constantly moving to the tree line that marked the edge of John's property, to
the barn, and findly to the shed.

"Y ou remember me John? I'm Officer Onofrio. Thisis Maureen Grady."
"Hi, John," said Maureen, smiling broadly. She walked around the car and towards him to shake his



hand, arm outstretched. She looked about thirty or so, light brown hair pulled back into a ponytail, with a
flannd shirt and jeans. She dso had a.380 semi-automatic pistol in aholster on one of her dightly wide
hips. "I'm Maureen Grady. | think you know my father in law, Dennis Grady, S.?" She continued to
amile

John looked dightly suspicious. Maureen Grady had that same tone that his daughter had when she
wastrying to tak himinto moving to Wheding. Ingratiating, pleasant, and just alittle too much smile. He
shook her hand. It was small and smooth in hislarge and rough hand. "Y ou married Dennis boy? Heis
Dennis, J., if | recdl?* She nodded in the affirmative to him, ponytail bobbing dightly, and he continued,
"I wasworking with your father in law when Dennis, J. was born, | believe."

"Y ou have an excdlent memory, Mr. Trapanese," said Maureen, sill smiling. She moved astep
back, apparently to take him al in. She crossed her arms and smiled alittle broader.

Now John was very suspicious.

"Whereis Mrs. Trapanese?"' asked Officer Onofrio. His question came out alittle strong, edgy even,
John noticed. His eyeswere gtill scanning, not siopping, moving from the tree line, to the garden, the
corners of the house, and the sides of the barn. He gtill stood behind his open door, the motor il
running. "Isshein thehouse?' he asked. Thistime the question was alittle softer, friendlier. Asif to make
up for the abruptness of thefirst question.

"Nope," answered John. "Garden." He gestured over his shoulder towards the garden. "How is Dan
Frost doing?" John had heard the police chief had been wounded on the first day of the Ring of Fireina
skirmish with some German troops. Tilly's men, they were called. They had just destroyed some big town
and killed just about everyonein it. They were dtill out there, roaming the countryside, destroying,
burning, killing and steding dl in their path. They said Dan Frost was doing okay at the meeting the other
night, but to not ask would be impolite.

"He'sdoing well," said the policeman. "Thanks for asking, Sir."

Millie camerolling out of the garden on her little eectric cart. The cart was very low to the ground;
John had built it that way. It moved quietly towards the house. At the side of the house there was a short
ramp that went up about eighteen inches and leveled out, ending in ahandrail. Next to the handrall wasa
small box with acord coming out of it. The ramp and the railing were attached to the house. Millie piloted
thelittle cart dongside the house and up the small ramp, her back to the house and her feet progressively
getting higher from the ground. When the ramp leveled out, it was exactly theright height for Millieto
dide out of the seat and stand up, supporting hersdf on the railing. Steadying herself for amoment, she
reached around and plugged the battery charger into the cart. Then she began to walk towards them,
wheezing dightly. The ramp was something John was proud of. It madeit easier for her to st down and
get up from the low cart.

"That'svery nifty," said Maureen. She sounded like she meant it. "Did you build that?"

"Y es. The ramp and the cart. Cart camefirst." He smiled. "Not the horse.”

Maureen paused amoment, like she wasn't sure what to say. Then it dawned. "Oh, cart before the
horse. | get it." Shelaughed, areal spot of laughter, that was clearly different than her earlier smile. "l
didn't quite expect that," she said, till smiling. Officer Onofrio gave asmall smile, too; he had heard the
joke before. He had been out here on two separate ambulance runs that had taken Millie to the hospital a
few milesaway.

"May we goinsde and talk?" asked Maureen. She gave aquick glance to Onofrio, who nodded
dightly inthe affirmative. "Do you want to wait out here, Officer?"

"That would be fine, maam,” replied Onaofrio.

Asthethree of them eased into the vinyl kitchen chairswith acup of coffee, Maureen saw the neat
kitchen, the white plastic basket on the middle of the table with medications, and the worn table. It
reminded her of her parents, years ago. The details were different, but the feeling was the same, they



were living out the last years as best they could. Thiswas going to be hard. "Well," Maureen said, letting
her amile return, the one that made both John and Millielook at her with suspicion, "l suppose you're
wondering why I'm here?"

"Not redly" said Millie, cutting into the flow of where Maureen was going. ™Y ou want us to move out
of here, don't you? Too dangerous, or too far from town? For our own good?' Millie was smiling,
comfortable, and just abit argumentative.

Maureen stopped for amoment and blinked a bit. Shefindly sighed, resigned. "Y ou'reright, Mrs.
Trapanese. We think it's too dangerous.”

"Who'swe?" John asked, flatly.

"Wdl, we're organizing as best we can, and trying to think of everything that might happen. You
know Dennis, Jr., my husband is a—was a police officer over in Clarksburg?' They nodded. "Wdll, he's
helping out asbest hecan, and soam |."

"How areyou helping?' asked John.

"I've some experiencein socia work, and | just thought | could help him and the police force out.
Thisisagood way to help. I've some help watching the kids. Y ou wouldn't believe how this has brought
the town together. Everyoneislooking for something to do to help. Kind like after the tornado afew
years back in Clarksburg. Everyone just stepped up, and did ajob, no complaining. Thisis one of those
times"

"Theresnot much we can do,” said Millie.

"Y ou can help us by moving into town," replied Maureen.

"Why isthat ahelp?’

"Basicdly, thisis not a defensible position—we can't defend this part of the road easily. Y ou are not
safe here. Intown you'd be alot safer, closer to help. And we don't have to spend the effort to keep you
safe all theway out here. We're stretched way too thin asit is." She sat back in her chair. "It's not safe
out here on your own."

"Have you had any more incidents since Dan Frost was shot on thefirst day?" John asked.

"No, just some refugees coming in. Mostly on the other side of town, but afew from thisway. They
say that the main army has been moving off, away fromus."

"Wdll, Miss Grady," John continued, "I don't think werein any red danger out here. The barn and
yard arewell lit, and the phoneisworking again.”

Maureen was getting alittle impatient. "What are you going to do for supplies? And how are you
going to get to town? What about groceries? Have you thought these things through, Mr. Trapanese?
Mrs. Trapanese? Our response time out here will be significant. And out here at the edge of the Ring of
Fire, you're the most vulnerable to outsders. Do you understand how seriousthisis?!

"Of course, | don't understand young lady," Millie harrumphed. "Who can understand this nonsense?
The sunisin thewrong spot, the moon isin the wrong spot. How can anyone understand this?"

"Mrs. Trapanese," Maureen began, "may | cdl you Millie?' Millie gave her anod and an additiona
harrumph, just abit disdainfully. "Thank you, Millie," she continued. "Y ou're right. Nobody really
understands what's happening. It may bethat in afew weeksit will sink in. Right now were just degling
with the redlity that we have. And that redity isthat thisis now a much more dangerous place. It may
look the same, but it's not the same. And we don't think it ever will be the same.” She paused. "1 know
you don't want to give up your home, but why don't you comeinto town? It will be better for you in the
longrun.”

John and Millie exchanged glances acrossthe table. Their eyes met for amoment, and then Millie
spoke. "1 don't give a shit about the long run.”

Maureen blinked again. She started to open her mouth to protest and stopped. She looked at the
basket on the middle of the table, and back to Millie and John, who returned her gaze.



"l don't," continued Millie after atime. "Please don't take offence, Maureen. It'sjust that it'salittle
too much for usold folksto take in."

"But Millie, you shouldn't think like thet," said Maureen. Maureen didn't believe her own argument.

"Then how should | think, Maureen? Should | pretend that the Wagreen'sis till in Wheding?* Millie
kept her voice measured, calm, and strong and met Maureen's gaze full on. "I've afew weeks supply of
medications, and | know what to do to make them last. Been doing that for years. Too expensive
otherwise"

John leaned forward, placed his hand on Millie's, and said, "Were not moving into town. It's not safe
there, either, so far as| can tell. The difference between here and down thereisn't very much. | don't
think it relly mattersal that much wherewelive." Hetoo looked at Maureen, with kindness, but so
with determination. "And if you're wondering, yes, | do have some weapons here. We met in Greece
when | was serving with an Army transport unit right after thewar. | should be able to defend us against
whatever bad guys are lurking in the shadows. Not that | think it's necessary.”

* * %

Maureen and Officer Onofrio drove back to the police station in silence. The V8 drone of the cruiser
was the only background noise, along with a couple of squelch tails on the two-way. After a couple of
miles, Onofrio spoke up. "1 don't know if 1'd do anything different, Maureen. | mean, that iswhere they
retired to, where they wanted to spend as much time as possible. Can't redly disagree awholelot.”

"I know." Maureen sighed. "I'm just worried about them. What are they going to do? It's dangerous
out there on the edge. Wejust don't know what's going to happen.”

June, 1631

Heinrich was famished. Hisvison wasfoggy. As he cameto theridge, he paused. The land below
him seemed different somehow. Where he now stood the land around him was colors of gray, brown and
black. Below him, the land—sharply cut asif by aknife—wasabrilliant green. Thetrees, the grass, all
looked dive. He looked down at the farmstead below him. It looked prosperous and untouched by
battle. Surrounded by green, with agarden. His spirits lifted. Perhaps he could get amed, for himself and
... helooked back to the stand of trees near the ridge. They would be safe there. At least for now. He
began to pick hisway down the ridge. The ground was soft, and fell away easly. Caution, hetold
himsdf. Caution, don't fall and break aleg.

Heinrich wasleading the horse. It had no strength to bear any riders; the hipbones were protruding
over theloose flesh. The horse couldn't go much further. The young German looked back and gave the
lead atug. "There may be some food down there, my sturdy friend. Lets go and see.” So together they
walked down the ridge, until it reached level ground. He looked to the farmhouse, and saw the two
farmers standing under an extended roof that formed an overhang to the front door.

He paused, trying to regain his bearings. He then trudged to them, head down. He focused on putting
onefoot in front of the other. It was dl he could do. Helooked at the man. A big man in front of the
farmhouse. The man was peering a him with some sort of a short telescope; he saw the flash of light off
of the lens. The man then began to look above him, at the ridgeline. The woman then took the tel escope,
and handed him what looked like some sort of asmall farm tool. From this distance, and hisfoggy state
of mind, that was dl of the andlysis he could do. He knew he would be at the mercy of the farmers—to a
point. All he wanted was food.

"Assoon as| tell them that | will not harm them, they will feed me. The others have. At least those
that were alive when we found them." He tightened the belt of hislong lesther coat, and patted hisside.
His saber was till in place, out of sight, and hissmall dagger in the sheath in the smal of his back.

He continued with his head down, focusing on walking. The ground was very smooth and covered
with the green of gpring grass. So green. It looked like another land to him. Asif spring came here early.
He shook his head again. Focus. Focus, hetold himself. Thisisrisky. But they dways stop being afraid



as soon as | make them understand . . .

As he neared the farmhouse, the farmer said something to him. Heinrich blinked, shook hishead and
tried to listen. What language was it? The man said it again. It sounded strange. Heinrich stopped. He
could fedl the horse drop its head behind him. It sounded like the man was giving him acommand. He
raised his head dightly. Heinrich tried to no longer ook people in the eyes. He had seen too many eyes,
blank, white, staring at the sky. All dead. No more eyes. "Please," he said, quietly and sincerdly. "Please,
| need food. Can you give meamed?' The farmer straightened. He was abig man, larger than he had
firg thought.

The man said something again. He could not understand. Heinrich lifted his head, and looked to his
side. The house was strange, unusual. Fog again, and he shook hishead. Focus. Try again, polite.
"Please, ar. All | ask isameal and a placeto deep tonight. | have companions and we have comefar to
escape the fighting. Can you hdp me?!

The man said something, and shook his head sympathetically. In the negative. He held out hishand
and repeated his commands, and continued to shake his head no. The young German clenched hisfids,
and relaxed them. He took a step to the man, and pleaded again. "Please, we have no food. We have not
egten in many days."

The man was il shaking his head no. When Heinrich took another step, entreating, he saw the man
change his grip on what looked like afarm tool. He heard aclick from the tool, and the end was pointed
towards him. It was atube, like asmall arquebus. He paused. Was this aweapon of some kind?
Farmers did not have weapons such asthis. It was finely made, wood and dark metal, and worn in spots
from years of use. He focused on the weapon—tube?—and intinctively loosed the belt on his coat. It
was an automatic motion; he made it when he felt threatened.

Thefarmer sensed this, and raised the—what was this thing—weapon. Yes, it is a weapon. The
way he holds it, and the way that he speaks. He does not fear me. Heinrich's blood ran cold. This
was not supposed to be dangerous. "Just amed. Please.” Hefdt himself swaying, lightheaded. The old
farmer held out hishand, palm out and facing him. He said something like sounded like "halt." He said it
strongly. Heinrich stopped, and |ooked into the face of the man. He was unbdievably old, and wrinkled,
but he stood like a much younger man. The farmer dropped the weapon away from hisface dightly, and
he was speaking again. He was entreating to him for something. Most farmers smply pleaded for their
lives, thinking that they were going to bekilled. Thisold man was pleading something e se. The young
German listened closdly. The language sounded vagudly familiar yet unintelligible. The farmer was shaking
his head again. Firmly. No. But the meaning of the old man's words cameto him in aflash of
understanding.

Thisfarmer was not pleading for hislife as he had seen so many do before. Thisfarmer was pleading
that he wouldn't haveto kill. He saw the farmer's eyes fully for thefirst time. His eyes were not dead.
Thisfarmers eyes were shining and clear. Remarkably clear. Alive. Hetried to not look at eyes any
longer. So many dead ones, Saring at the sky and empty. Heinrich swayed briefly, and raised his hands
away from hislesther buff coat, now only loosdly tied in the front. He stepped back. "Please. | just want
something to eat." He once again timidly looked into the eyes of the farmer. He saw two things. Bright
and remarkably clear eyesfor one so old. And genuinerelief. Relief that he would not haveto kill.

The old woman came out of the doorway, took three stepsto the post that held up the overhang, and
leaned againgt it. She smiled. She asked him a question. He struggled to place the language. 1t was so
familiar. He saw the old man look at her quietly, and say something. It sounded like aquestion to her,
incredulous. He was questioning her actions. She answered in acheery voice that caught Heinrich off
guard. The old man stepped back, and made an almost comica harrumph. He lowered his weapon
dightly.

Hisfoggy attention went to her. He searched for her eyes. They too were dive. Unafraid. They were
dark. Darker than he had ever seen. There was wisdom there. He just blinked at her. Those eyes were
szing him up. His character. His soul. He felt ashamed and lowered his eyesto the ground. There had



been no challenge from her that required him to back down. There was only a desire to understand him.
Hewas afraid she would.

She addressed him directly, and made amotion to her mouth asif eating. Startled, he looked at them
each. She said aword that was familiar. Eat. It was an English word. He could fed hisface light up.
Tears wanted to come over him. Hewas going to befed. "Yes, Yes" hesaid. "Edt, yes, eat." Thank
you, thank you.

No tears, hetold himsdf sternly. He swallowed back his raw emotion and buried it. Putting it away in
adark corner. He shook the fog away, and smiled "Yes, edt, yes."

There was another exchange between the man and the woman, and the man looked relieved. ." . .
amog killed him . . ." sounded alot like English. English? Here? Thuringa? Heinrich took a step towards
the open door. English? He tried to remember alanguage he had partialy used six years ago when he
was in England with hisfather. He didn't study it. He didn't like England, or the people he encountered
there. They were not true Catholics, hisfather dways said. Heretics. He tried to stop at that thought.
Heretics. He was s0 sure back then; everything was smple. There was one true faith. And hewas a
soldier of that faith. He was going to rid the world of the heretics; convince them of the error of their
ways, defeat their armies; and bring them to the church for the glory of God and the Emperor. That's
what hisfather had said, what the priests had said, what everyone had said. For the glory of God and the
Emperor. He took another step towards the dwelling.

The man raised the wegpon again, thistime very quickly. It was still pointed at him. The man gave
him acommand; holding his hand out again and saying something that sounded once again like"hdt.” This
time the young German stopped immediately, but he was confused. He looked to the farmer for an
explanation. The old lady glanced at the farmer quizzicaly too, he noticed.

Heinrich looked back to the farmer, who made amotion for him to open his coat. He complied,
dowly, with hishands up near the collar, so that there would be no mistake. He was dmost embarrassed
when they saw his cavary sword hanging from hisside. The farmer made amotion for him to put onto
thefloor. Carefully, he removed it from his scabbard, using only thetips of hisfingers, and placed it on
the wooden floor. As he stood up, he felt dizzy and off balance, and he grabbed the wooden post that
supported the roof to steady himself. He still had his dagger. He had used it before; he could useit again
if necessary. Somehow, he didn't think it was necessary.

He paused before entering the home to look at the door. Strange, delicate congtruction; it would
keep nobody out who wanted in. The glassin the door was very clear. Once inside, the room was
opulent, with a padded couch and amassive padded chair, rugs on the floor, and mysterious, highly
accurate paintings on the wall of people'sfaces. More paintings of carriages like the large one outside.
The detail was amazing. He shook his head:; trying to process the things he saw, define them in the range
of hisexperiences. These people must be very rich. The old lady was saying something to him, and
clearly wanted him to move forward towards the open archway.

Heinrich approached the archway, but stopped. There was ashelf on the wall. The shelf was
covered with smal figurines, no bigger than hisfist. When he saw them, he stopped and stared. They
looked like arepresentations of small children. Some had puppies and other pets, some were shy, and
some seemed playful. But they al had large eyes. Mournfully peering at him. Eyes. Eyes of innocent
children. Hetried to break his stare off the objects, but he could not. Their eyes held him. Hewasfar
away. He heard the old lady speaking, something about " Precious Moments.”

She touched him on the arm, and he came back to the present, weak, hungry and confused. He
looked down at her. She looked back up to him and smiled. That smile drew him to the next room where
the smdIs hit him like ahammer in the ssomach. The smdll of the rich food, made his ssomach cramp, and
he grabbed his sdesto quell the pain. He couldn't identify the smell, but it was far too exatic to be smple
peasant food. He was desperately hungry. He fdt dizzy.

"Please," he said to her. Sheled him to a padded chair with avery smooth red and white table, and
placed abowl of steaming soup in front of him. She called it "beeeen zoup." He briefly glanced &t it,



picked up the bowl and drank the broth down. It had small beansin it that barely needed chewing. The
lady made an exclamation that sounded like "jegpers," and went to the counter, returning with severa
pieces of thin sweet bread that was white and soft. It wasamost like egting air, it was so light. He
sopped up the bowl with one of the pieces.

The old lady went to alarge meta cabinet (when she opened it did alight emit from insde? He
wasn't sure.) and pulled out an expengve looking glass pitcher, full of crystal clear water. The old lady
put the glass of water in front of him. He stopped and looked at the water in the glass. And it was aglass,
not amug. The water was cleaner than he had seeninalong time. Crystal clean. He sniffed it. Only a
faint odor. Hefdt the cold glassin his hands, and drank quickly, so quickly that he got apainin his head
from the cold liquid. He quaffed it dl theway down, in spite of the pain. He wasfull. His ssomach had
shrunk so much. He shook his head to clear it of the fog of hunger, and sat ill, staring out thewindow in
front of the table. He was beginning to register where he was. He willed his ssomach to be still. He had
eaten much too fast. His breathing was shalow. He sat there, clenching hisjaws together, stifling aretch.
His head and stomach both subsided, and he began to breathe normally. His hands started to shake. He
was so tired. He started to fed deepy, and suddenly he remembered. The children. In the trees. He sat
bolt upright and looked at his hodts.

The old man had come into the kitchen and he now moved towards him. The old lady sat next to
him. She asked him aquestion, obvious concern on her face. She looked puzzled. The old man came
next to him on the other side, now with no weapon at al. It was hanging on the wall outsde the kitchen
door where he had placed it. He, too, looked concerned.

"Please, the children, they need food, water. Please, can they be fed? We will not harm you. Please,
the children."

The old man said something to the old lady. They both turned towards him. He heard some spots of
English, and hisword for "children” repested back to him. The old man faced him and was counting on
hisfingers. The young German held up three fingers. The old man nodded, thistime with an emphatic yes.
Hewaked out the door and bid the German to follow. The old man pointed to the stand of treeswith a
question on hisface. Heinrich nodded. The old man nodded, and the old lady nodded from her window
in the kitchen. The old man again nodded to him, and he began to cdl. "Come down, it isdl right. There
iswonderful food here. Water. Come down, come down." He waved hishandsin the air

A first cautious head looked out from the smal stand of trees. Then asecond, and findly athird one.
Heinrich watched asthey started to crossthe large open areawith no cover. Slowly at first, cautioudy.
Findly they began to run. Thelittlest one couldn't keep up. The girl wasthe oldest, maybeten or eleven.
Then the two boys, one seven or eight, another one maybe ayear or two younger. The older children
waited asthe little one caught up.

They came closer. Heinrich looked at them. They werethin, but still able to move across the open
areaat atrot. They paused part way through, feding exposed. He caled to them again, and they began
running again. Asthey began to draw up to Heinrich and the old man, they dowed to awalk, looking at
Heinrich and then at the old man, from one to the other. Looking for assurance from Heinrich. He kept
nodding to them. Finaly they stopped afew feet from the old man and Heinrich.

"These are good people, they have awonderful home and food. Y ou do not haveto be afraid.” They
looked a him, and back to the large and fierce looking ancient man.

Theold lady yelled at the old man when she saw the children. She said something about " scrubbing in
the barn." The old man didn't look around. Perhaps he didn't hear her. Heinrich tapped him on the
shoulder, pointing to the window. She repeated her command. Thistime the old man nodded.

Heinrich saw that the children were not too sure of the Situation. He turned to the old man, and
quietly tried to get him to reassure the children. He spoke low, and with smple words and hoped the old
man would understand his meaning. The old man told him to "spesk up, louder” and put hisfinger to his
ear. Then ahigh-pitched squedling emanated from the old man's head. The children scattered; the two
boys disappeared around the shed, and the girl went the other way towards the barn, stopping near the



corner. Heinrich took a step back, astounded that a sound like that could come from aman. The old man
began cursing and talking about "something not fitting." Then he mumbled to himsalf. He put hisfinger to
hisear again.

Another squeal, and the girl disappeared behind the barn in aflash of dirty linen. When he
straightened up, Heinrich waslooking at him alittle wide eyed, and the kids were nowhere to be seen.
The old man looked surprised. He said much too loudly something about “a hearing aid." Heinrich
continued to look at him. "A hearing aid." The old man kept repeating. "It helps me to hear. Y ou know,

Heinrich burped long and loud a him.

* * %

An hour or so later, John sat back and watched as three damp, scrubbed and rosy-cheeked children
sat eating at their kitchen table, pushing in food asfast asthey were alowed. He had scrubbed them to
within aninch of their liveswith sogp and a stream of very cold water. They were wrapped in towels
while the tattered clothes they had were put though the wash. The German dso watched them closdly,
and stopped them when they began to eat too fast. Their empty stomachs had to acclimate to the food.

The young man had placed the horse in the shade of the barn with water and some feed. Thingswere
caming down. Millie was resting on the couch, looking spent. John wasin the kitchen with the refugees.

That'swhat he decided to cal them. Refugees. He thought back to when he had been ten or eleven
years old, and his mother would give amed to atraveling man out the back porch when they came
asking. They aways asked to perform whatever servicesthey could, and she usualy had something to do
around the farm. Especidly after hisfather had died. They would then move on, and afew days later
another would show up. Those were hard times. But people looked out for each other back then; they
were all in the same predicament. The men who came to the back porch to look for food could easily be
aneighbor or areation. "There but for the Grace of God, go I," his mother used to tell him. "There but
for the Grace of God, go 1."

John examined the four, and tried to figure out the relationship between them. The girl and thelittlest
onelooked asif they were brother and sister. Both had stick straight blonde hair and round faces with
bright blue eyes. The middle boy didn't look anything like the two of them. He had a darker complexion
and was short and big boned. If he had any meat on him, thought John, he could grow up to bea
defensive guard for apro football team.

The senior German who had shepherded them looked altogether different. He was cleaner now, and
he looked to be no more than twenty yearsold. Tdl and lanky, with dark hair and dark green eyes, he
carried himsdlf with ayouthful authority that showed a sense of command. He too, continued to nibble as
he watched the children eat. All of the children would look at him, and then at John asif expecting them
to suddenly make them stop eating. When he didn't, they would smile and nod, " Danke, Danke" they
sad, with much deference.

John looked at the German who had brought them, then stood up and tapped him on the shoulder.
He spun around rather abruptly and faced John. He was nearly astal as John. They examined each other
for amoment. John watched as the German looked at him, knowing he saw wrinkles and clear eyes.
John examined the German's prominent nose and thin mouth. He looked even more like ateenager than
before.

"I'm John," he said. "John Trapanese. Thelady on the couch over thereisMillie, and sheismy wife.
What isyour name?" John spoke dowly and loudly, in hopesthat his meaning would be clear. He tapped
himsdf on the chest again. "' John."

The German straightened up, and made asmall bowing motion with his head. "Heinrich. Heinrich Vv .
.." He hesitated, and then started over. "Heinrich Busse." He glanced back at the children at the table,
who were watching him intently. "Heinrich Busse," he said again, whilelooking a them.

"Pleased to meet you, Heinrich, pleased to meet you. Y ou don't speak any English do you? Spraken



ze English?" John'swar movie German was coming back to him.

Heinrich eyes narrowed. "English?' He seemed to John to go far away, asif remembering. "'l spesk,
ummm, asmdl—little" hefindly replied.

"Hey, Millie, he speaks English! Come here, woman. He speaks English. Hot damn, thisisalot
better." John's questions bubbled to the surface with arush of words. "Where are you from, who are the
kids, are they your bothers and sisters, how long has it been since you ate? How long have you been
wandering around? As you can see, we're not from around here originally, we just moved here. Well, we
were moved here, we didn't have alot of say in the matter. Have you ever heard of America? That's
where were from. The great state of West Virginia."

Millie had by now gotten up to the archway that divided the kitchen from the living room, and was
met by many dazed eyes, including Heinrich's. The eyes went to her, and then back to John, and back to
her again

"I think you might want to dow down alittle bit there, John. | get the fedling that he doesn't speak
English dl thet good.”

Heinrich dowly nodded, and finaly blinked. Asdid the children, who went back to their dowly
disappearing medl.

"Sorry," murmured John.

"Heinrich, my nameisMillie. Millie Trapanese. Glad to meet you." She extended her hand, and he
once again bowed and took it in his. He avoided her eyes by looking down at the ground.

"Umm und umm happy isto meet to you, ya' he replied uncertainly.

The drier buzzed from the utility room. The children looked startled at the € ectronic buzzer, and
looked to Heinrich for direction.

"Did you hear the dryer, John?' Millie asked.

"What?"

"Did you hear the dryer?’

"Wheat about afire?'

"Thedryer," Millie shouted, and pointed down the hdl. "The clothes are done.”

"Oh, thedryer. Isit done?I'll get the kids clothing out. Heinrich, tell them I'm giving them their clothes
back. C'mon there, kinders, let's get you dressed.”

John got up, and waved for the kids to follow. He gave them their tattered but now clean and

magically warm clothing fresh from the dryer. He smiled as the girl danced with her ragged dressto her
face, spinning around and smelling the familiar cloth. Her face was beaming.

They wered| clean, and contented for the moment. John watched asthe littlest onefell fast adeep on
the living room couch. The others curled up next to thefirst. Then Heinrich looked up.

"Sounds." He motioned toward the outside. " Sounds." John got up to look. A familiar car was
approaching the house.

"Hadlo, the house. John, Millie, areyou dl right in there?" It was Officer Onofrio again. "John? Millie?
Areyou inthere?'

"Y ou st tight there, young man. Folksis mighty nervous around here." Histone wasfriendly, but firm.
He made a stay gesture to Heinrich, like he would to adog. Heinrich understood. He turned to the
children and gave them a short command. They grew silent. Thelittlest one woke up, groggy with atouch
of fear in hiseyes.

John turned to the door and cdled, "Hello yoursdf. What can | do for you Officer?' He pushed the
screen door out and looked at the cruiser in front of the porch. Onofrio was out of the car and had put
the car between him and the house. He had the twelve gauge out. Maureen was also out of the car with
her sdearm drawn, held in acombat stance, but pointing towards the ground.



"Y ou okay, John?" asked Onafrio.

"Hell, yes. | got me some refugees, | think. Do any of you speak any German?'

"I've been picking up quite abit," said Maureen. "L ots of refugees, lots of children especidly. Lets
giveitashot.”

"C'mon out here, Heinrich. Somefolks | would like you to meet. Heinrich spesksalittle English,
we've discovered.”

They ill hadn't completely put their guns away by the time Heinrich came out into the sunshine,
squinting into the sun. John watched as Maureen holstered her .380, dusted off her hands on her jeans,
and then put on her smile. Onofrio lowered the shotgun, but he didn't put it entirely away. His eyeswere
scanning the tree line as they began to speak.

"Heinrich," John said, "thisis Officer Onofrio and Maureen Grady. They're part of the police force
around here"

"Guten Nachmittag," said Heinrich, addressing Maureen first and then turning to Onofrio with a
dight bow. " Guten Nachmittag ." He turned to Onofrio with aquestioning look. Heinrich looked
confused, asif he was wondering how they unhitched the horses so fast, and where they put them. John
watched as he curled up hisnose a the strange smell. Heimagined it smelled vaguely like a blacksmiths
shop and warm meta to Heinrich. Heinrich looked even more confused when Maureen began speaking.

"Guten Tag. Mein Name It Maureen. Was It Sie Haben Gerufen Bitte?"

Heinrich stared at her. The woman was addressing him, not the man in the dark clothes. He replied
dowly, "l am cdled, umm, Heinrich."

"Sesind Heinrich, ja?" confirmed Maureen in her newly minted German. Heinrich nodded in reply.
At that point the youngest, rubbing the deep from his eyes, and the one who looked like hissster timidly
stuck their heads out the door to see what was up. They were shortly followed by the stocky one, all
peering out around Millie and Heinrich.

"Und wer sind diese Kinder?" Maureen said with her smile firmly planted. She beamed at the kids.
They shrank away. John chuckled.

Heinrich spoke quietly to the children, and motioned to them that it was safe.

John watched as Maureen leaned forward with her hands on her knees and smiled again. "VVon wo
sind Se?" The children looked at Heinrich for the answer. He smply nodded. "Magdeburg,” they said.
Everyone stiffened. There was adark gap in the conversation, and the sun even seemed to go away for a
moment. John looked at the children and the young man, silently. Maureen recovered fird.

"Magdeburg?' she said. "Were you there for the battle with Tilley's men?* Tilley's men had sacked
the city, and murdered nearly everyone there. Thousands. There were few survivors. " Se haben gelebt
dort?"

Heinrich looked at the children gathered around his legs on the porch, and they looked up a him,
waiting for the answer. He turned to Maureen, and answered in hating English, "I lived in thetown, yes.
These children not have mother und pater . . . We go to my family so that we can live. The children are
my Verantwortung, um, my family." Hewasn't sure of the last word, so he had resorted to German. The
children continued to look up a him from around hislegs, dmost expressionless.

"Arethey orphans?' asked Maureen.

Heinrich paused. "They are my, how do you say, Verantwortung, charges?’
"Areyou related to them in someway?"

"Nein, not reative. | an Beschiitzer zu den Kindern. I, umm, help . . . protect them.”
The children dl nodded, alittle wide-eyed.

Maureen continued to smile. John figured that she'd heard these stories from so many peoplein the
last month, al of them were cautiousin the telling. But her next question surprised him. She looked



square a Heinrich. "Sind sie ein Soldat, Heinrich?"

John watched as Heinrich turned and looked at the children, and back to Maureen, then to Millie
next to him. She too was looking at him with questionsin her eyes. John sensed that Onofrio tensed a
little, he had noticed the sword on the porch.

"Nein, | am not Soldat, umm, soldier." Helooked at the children again; they looked back.

"That'stoo bad, Heinrich. We're hiring many soldiers here. We need to defend ourselves, and were
working to do that. Since you speak some English, you'd be very valuable. Are you sure you have no
military experience?’

"Nein." Hesad forcefully. "Nein. Not Soldat.” The children were till saring a him, not moving a
muscle. Maureen looked at him, and then back at the children.

"If you are not asoldier, then you must be willing to work with us. Y ou should report to the refugee
center. They will feed you there, and arrange for a place to say. | assume that you will want to stay here
in Grantville. It's safe, at least for right now. We can protect you.”

Heinrich turned and spoke to the children. "Wir werden sicher hier sein. Wir werden bleiben.”
The children dl broke into smiles. He turned to Maureen. "Where is refugee center?”

Maureen smiled again. " Just follow this road down to the bottom of the hill, and turn left. Y ou will
find avery good road. Follow that down the hill, you will see some men there. They will tell you what to
do and whereto go."

The expression on Heinrich's face was hard to classify. He seemed happy, relieved and sad dll at the
sametime. Asthe various emotions flooded across hisface, Millie stepped forward.

"Maureen,” she sad. "If they need somewhereto live, they can live with us. We haveroomin the
shed and the barn, and there'saroom herein the house."

John coughed and hisfinger ingtinctively went to his hearing aid. "What did you say, Millie?"

"| said they can tay with usif they like. We can use the help." Helooked at her, and she returned his
gazewith"TheLook." "The Look™" said "Just shut up for now, | know what I'm doing, just go
along."

John said the only thing he could say after "The Look™ had been put into play. "Y es, dear.”

"Well, thank you," said Maureen. "That's very kind of you. Are you sure you can handle this?' John
looked aMillie with aquestioning look on hisface.

"When this young man cameto our door this afternoon, John here amost shot him. Just cause hewas
askin' for food. He speaks English, sorta. He can talk to any othersthat wander in. Y ou said that most dl
of them have been pretty harmless since Dan was shot. We could use aboarder to help around the house
and farm. "Besides," she added. We're not leaving. Did you come out here to ask usthat again?”

"Can we go back insde and talk?" asked Maureen. "Where we can discussthis.” Therewasa
awkward pause. The children looked anxious. "Please?" Maureen asked once again, putting her work
smile back on. "Weve brought you afew things we thought you might need. But we don't know how
often welll be able to come out here like this." Maureen looked straight at Millie.

"Thank you, young lady. But there was no need for you to come out here with anything. We have
plenty of canned vegetables. I've avery full root cdllar from the last couple of yearsin the garden. And
the rhubarb isamost ready for pies. Flour, sugar too. Plenty to eat. Reminds me of when | wasagirl.
And now we got some help now, too."

"Can we please comein?' asked Maureen again.

"John, why don't you get them settled in the barn for now?" Millie said. "Weéll work out the details
later." She gave him alittle softer version of "thelook.”

The children saw "The Look™ thistime, and they took a collective step back.
John grinned. Children are perceptive. Thisold lady was used to being listened to. He waved a



hand and Heinrich and the children followed him to the barn.

* * %

In the kitchen, Maureen and Millie unpacked the things that Maureen had brought with her. Millie
noticed that there was some applesauce that had been put up by someone last fall, the Mason jar had the
hand written date on the top. Then Maureen pulled out awhite sack with severa plastic bottles of
medicationsingde. "Doc Adams said | should give you these."

"| can't afford those," said Millie. "How can | pay for them?1 don't want any charity, young lady. I've
never taken charity, and | am not going to start now."

"These didn't cost anything, Millie. They were prescribed for someone el se, and they weren't inside
the ring when it hit. We found them, and Doc Adams thought you should have them." Millie was peering
at the bottles. She reached for apair of glasses on the windowsi Il above the sink. She wobbled a bit,
unsteady on her feet. Maureen cameto her sde. "Millie," she began, "are you sure that thisiswhat you
want to do?'

"Yes. | ansureof it, Maureen. Very sure”

"Millie, three weeks ago | would have called socia servicesto see what they could do for you. Take
you in the hospital, or something, but that was before the Ring of Fire. Before we were cut off from
civilization. Or we became civilization. That'skind of scary to think about. Our little backwater West
Virginiatown becomesthe core of scientific learning in theworld overnight. | overhead some peopleina
meeting yesterday talk about the number of books we have and what it represents. Everything is
priceless. Theres only one of everything in thisworld, and onceit'sgone, it'sgone. Forever."

Millie looked out the window at John, Heinrich and the three children "It has ways been that way
young lady,” said Millie. "Y ou just never redlized it before.”

July, 1631

After afew weeks, things settled down. John was happy that Heinrich was learning to communicate
reasonably well. Men had come to the house one day from the town and they had bought the gasoline
and the refrigerant out of the car. They had paid very well for the preciousfluids, but John knew what it
meant. The end of hismoability.

John had started the car aweek ago and taken Heinrich for a short ride around the property. They
went down the hill to the point where their gravel road intersected Route 250 at the bottom. From there,
all that could be seen was the old West Virginialandscape. Germany was no longer visible. John stopped
the car at the bottom of the hill and paused. He turned right to head away from town. Towardsthe
border of the Ring of Fire. It was avery short ride, and after acouple of turnsfollowing the creek they
cameto thewall of dirt that was seventeenth-century Germany. John stopped the car, and turned it off. It
was nosed up to the now crumbling dirt. The dirt of another age and time.

"What iswrong, Johan?' asked Heinrich. "Are you, um, okay?"

John was garing straight ahead. In hisminds eye, he could see every turn and tar strip in theroad as
it wound its way towards Whedling. He could see the long downhill section, the chemica plantsthat had
been there since before he was born, and the stoplight by his daughter's house. It was so close, yet so far
away. He dowly got out of the car and shuffled to the embankment, staring straight ahead, hisold eyes
boring through the dirt, trying to moveit away with hisforce of hiswill. In hisimagination, it parted, and
he drove the road briskly, smoothly. Not so fast asto darm Millie, but fast enough that he was tested
ever 0 dightly. Thislate June day, he would have had the windows down, as he cruised through the
West VirginiaMountains.

"Isdirt wal," said Heinrich, who was now beside him. Heinrich looked &t the old man, and sensed
the pain that wasin him. He remained quiet.

After amoments pause, John said, 'Y aknow what, Heinrich?"



"Whét, Johan?'
"Thisgtinks. Thisredly stinksto high heaven." He paused. "It ginks." Hisvoicetrailed off.
"It smdlslike good earth to me, Johan. Gute Erde"

John turned and looked at Heinrich. His deeply wrinkled face, which was a moment ago aweathered
picture of despair, was now looking at Heinrich with shining eyes and asmile. ™Y up, Heinrich. Good
earth, Gute Erde." Heturned back to the dirt wall and sghed. He stared at it for another few minutes,
then findlly turned and got back in the car. Heinrich followed.

August, 1631

John traded some old scrap, angle iron and a chunk of auminum for afew good car batteries and set
to work. He disappeared into the shed for afew days, and wouldn't tell Milliewhat hewasup to. A
week later, he pushed anew electric cart out of the shop. He had used the garden cart as atemplate, and
built one with two seats and asmall windshield made out of clear plagtic. Thetireswerethe hard part,
but he had a pair of ten inch boat trailer wheels and tires stashed away that worked very well for the
front, and apair of whedlbarrow pneumatic tires for the rear. Speed control and gearing was going to be
tricky, so he gpproached it mechanicaly with av-bdt drive. An old knife switch served as the on-off
switch. The cabling was welding cable that had been at the bottom of a pile, and the motor was off a
larger trolling motor for which he had traded three boxes of nails. It looked like a cross between ahorse
cart and anaked golf cart. Heran it around the lawn once or twice. It was arough ride over the grave,
but once they were on the main road it would be fine. They had their mobility back.

Heinrich smiled as he watched John run it around the front of the house. John dropped it down to
low gear and the cart came to acrawl, but it was a speed that would alow them to inch up the steeper
transplanted West Virginiahills,

"How do you stop it?" Heinrich yelled acrossthe front lawn.

"I'll show ya," replied John. He increased speed and started heading for Heinrich. As he approached
Heinrich, who looked asif he were deciding which way to run to avoid getting flattened, John reached
down and pulled along lever on hisleft. As he pulled back, the cart dowed quickly, and cameto agentle
halt afew feet in front of Heinrich. "Ever been to San Francisco, Heinrich?!

"It'saSpain saint, no?" Heinrich wasn't certain if he was being asked serioudy or asajoke.
Frudrating language, English.

"Nope, awholecity. And in that city they had a public transportation system sort of like wagons,
which were pulled along by cablesjust under the street. | used the same kind of brakesthey did. A block
of wood! Hal" John laughed triumphantly. The wood block was levered against the axle. The harder he
pulled on the lever, the more pressure he put on the wood, dowing the cart.

"It like wagon,” Heinrich said, "but we put it on whed." He was speaking very loudly, asthe hearing
aid batteries had run out.

"Sameidea, son, sameidea," replied John. Turning to the house, he yelled. "Hey, Millie. Come out
here, | want to show you what | been working on. Millie. C'mon out here, woman. We're going to
town!"

A few days later, John proudly drove them into town. John and Millie were astounded at the change
sncethe Ring of Fire. The town was absolutely buzzing with activity and energy. And people. People
everywhere. Storefronts long since shuttered, were open and businesses were beginning to occupy them.
There were peoplein the streets. And children. More than they had ever seen before. The energy was
contagious. John felt his sprit soar with thelife around him. Thistown was dive once again.

They stopped a Doc Adams place, and he welcomed them into his office. He was able to give Millie
some suggestions on herbs to use when the medicines ran out. He told them it would help, but not at the
samelevelsasbefore.



John had stopped by one of the machine shopsin town, to seeif he could swap out some more of his
scrap, including the old "wagon whed" pulleys. He did pretty well, as he had another large chunk of
auminum.

August, 1631

The days passed by, and summer cameto the hilltop. The town had planted the remaining flat aress,
and there had been some interchange of seeds from Milli€'s stock. The garden flourished, asdid the
surrounding crops. John sold alot of his scrap metal, old bearings and parts of machinery for income.
Millie managed her meds as best she could and took aspirin for ablood thinner. Her weight dropped off,
and her dready dark skin grew darker with the summer sun. It was a curious sun, bright but without alot
of warmth. She was used to the heat of West Virginia, and her native Greece. This sun was just not as
warming as she remembered it.

Heinrich and the children had become part of the flow of the summer, and they dl werelivinginthe
house. Soon the children were to start school, and they were excited. They picked up some English and
Millie and John picked up some German.

They had a pleasant dinner of the last of the ground beef. Heinrich was astounded at the chest freezer
in the back of the barn. It stayed a freezing temperature al year round it the large white box. Food could
be kept there indefinitely it seemed, but it required the mysterious "dectricity” to makeit work. As near
as Heinrich could tell, eectricity was some sort of ether that was transferred through wires and
suspended on poles. All very mysterious and metephysical.

The town had helped the Trapaneses bring in the harvest, including their own garden. They spent
hours putting up the vegetablesin what mason jars and good lids they had available, and carefully storing
the rest in the basement of the house. It would be cool and dry down there all winter long, a perfect root
cdlar. It had been &fter al, what it was designed for when the house wasfirst built in the 1920's.

For John and Millie, their main concern was the winter. They had both spoken of it during the long
quiet summer evenings, sitting on their porch. They knew that they could heet the house with the natura
gasthat was aready provided to them from anearby well. They wouldn't have to cut massive amounts of
wood to hest the place.

Heinrich and John had shot and dressed several whitetail deer, along with two boars that had been
foraging near the house one night. The boars made that mistake as John and Heinrich were on the front
porch, watching the evening sky darken. The first time Heinrich had seen the shotgun fire was a one of
the boars. He didn't like guns, he said. He had told John that they were cumbersome and dow. But this
onewas ableto fire as soon asit came to bear on the animal. It dropped in itstracks. The second boar
turned to charge at the porch, and Heinrich began to pull his blade from the scabbard. He stood between
the old man and the charging animal. Behind him, he heard ametallic cycling sound and to his utter
astonishment, the weapon fired again. The second boar dropped before it could make thefirst step of the
porch. Heinrich turned to face John, and watched him smile as he cycled the mechanism through again,
gecting the spent shell to the floor of the porch to meet thefirst one.

"Thisthing will hold five, but | fill haven't taken the old plug out that the fish and game people make
you keep in them. | may need more than three shotsin the future’ said John, still smiling.

"F-F-Five?" gasped Heinrich, hisearsringing.

"Yup." John smiled with aface that was acrinkly bundle of mischievouslines. "Five."

Heinrich looked at the saber in his hand. He then looked back to John, and to the old shotgun in his
hands. And then back to the saber. He sighed. "I have always preferred my saber to firearms. They
awayswork, and are always at the ready. No matches or cumbersome locks." He held up the bladein

the light of the mercury vapor barnyard lamp. "l am going to haveto rethink thetimethat | have spent
learning to be proficient with ablade.”



November, 1631

The winter was acold one. Cold to the bones. Especidly, Millie thought, old bones from the south.
The home was sheltered from the wind by the barn, tree line and theridge, but it didn't stop the cold. The
dryness was something that they were not used to. In the cold wesather, the humidity waslow, and that in
turn made any moisture on the skin evaporate even faster. 1t made the cold colder. John compensated for
it by putting a pot on the stove to Ssmmer as much as possible. The temperature even dipped to zero and
below for atime, and the incoming water pipe froze. After that, he kept it running with asmdl drip to
keep it from freezing.

Heinrich found ajob to help support the family, working in town. Briefly he worked for aman
making something called microwave ovens, which didn't work out. But John had helped Heinrich find a
job a amachine shop in town. He seemed to enjoy the work, and Millie was glad that it gave Heinrich
and John something more in common. She watched as Heinrich learned of the many technologies and
wonders the town of Grantville had. Curioudy, she noticed, he avoided dl churches.

Thetdevison had returned viaaloca cable channd brought back to life by students at the high
school studio, and the old movies were fun. They passed the time watching the old films, playing records
and cassettes, and just Sitting, looking out the front window.

It was the night that they watched a film about the Alamo, and the brave stand of Americansagaingt a
massive army that seemed to be Spanish. John explained that it was Mexico, aland in North America.
The heroes were brave, but they eventually were overwhelmed.

There was adeep quiet snow that night. As John dept that night, the quiet was broken by the noises
of achild'snightmares. It woke Millie.

After tending to the child, Millie went into the kitchen for some water. Heinrich sat at thetablein the
darkness. Shelooked at him for amoment, and made adecision. She sat across from him. He avoided
her eyes.

"Y ou were asoldier, weren't you Heinrich?' It wasn't really aquestion.

Hedidn't spesk for along while. Millie waited. She was patient. Hefindly answered. "Y es, Millie, |
was asoldier. Do you wonder why | disappear every time Father Mazzare comesto vist?"

"I think I might know why," she said quietly.

Helooked at her and shook his head. "Nein. Not possible.” He paused again. "My red nameis
Heinrich von Fremd. My father is of the nobility in Ferdinand's court. | was brought up asa Catholic, a
follower of thetrue faith. My father raised me, dong with my older brothers. | was the youngest son of
four. My mother died in giving birth to me. | was going to go into the priesthood one day, and my studies
were directed that way. Then thewar. It was such asmple and noble thing. Defeat the armies of the
heretics and save the souls of the people. It was so smple. Thereisonetruefaith,” he said mockingly.
"And | wasasoldier of that faith." He snorted before continuing. "We were going to rid the world of the
heretics, convince them of the error of their ways, defeat their armies, and bring them to the church for
the glory of God and the Emperor. That iswhat my father had said, what the priests had said, what
everyone had said. For the glory of God and the Emperor.” He stopped and considered before
continuing.

"Y ou are Cathalic. I've seen the crucifix and the bibles. I've seen the Father Mazzare cometo visit
and bring you comfort. But you tolerate the. . . others. . . the Protestants.”

"It'sour way," she said quietly. "Were sometimes taught tolerance. It doesn't dways work, but we
try. The church of my timeisnot the church of thistime."

"Totolerateisnot how | wastaught." He turned to her. "1 was with the army for only ashort time.
Because of my standing, | was made an officer, an aideto agenerd.



"The only things that mattered were killing, and keeping fed. It was like being a part of a horde of
locusts, swept dong and devouring everything in your path. That ishow | saw mysdlf. A giant locust. An
insect. And | was one of them, swept aong. So many bodies, so many burning homes, cottages. Why?
Why do we do this? Why did | do this? Ohyes, | did these things. | had no ideathat there could be that
much evil in men. | was able to keep some control of mysdlf, and some of the men, but after Magdeburg,
after that, | waslogt."

"What happened there?' she asked after apause.

"They opened the gates for us. | had heard that they had paid aransom. It was a Protestant town,
and punishing them by taking their money to fund our army had ajustice to it that was correct to me.
Until thefires started. | do not know who, or when they started, but . . . | was assigned to agenera
under Tilly. The old man had tried to stop them, but they were out of control. They werekilling, and
raping, and burningand .. .. and. .. Mein Gott . . ." He choked down asmall sob as he lowered his
head back again to the table. Millie reached out to brush his hair back. It reminded her of the same
motion she used when her daughter wasllittle and crying from some dight.

"| saw the parents of those children killed in front of their eyes. | saw the entrails of their parents
smeared across the ground. They were wet with blood, and the burning buildings were reflected in the
dirty gore. The middle one had asister, maybe fifteen yearsold. She, | couldn't save.”

Heinrich sat up, pleading. "I tried to stopit, | tried. Lieber Gott in Himmel, der er weil3, dassich
versucht habe." He gasped for air and began sobbing. "I killed. I killed those men, and tried to kill more.
| killed acaptain . . . what kind of a God does these things, Millie? What kind of a God alows such pain
and agony in hisname?' He sank down again.

"Y ou havethe children," said Millie. "Y ou have lead them to safety. And you have helped us” The
winter silence waslong, and his quiet weeping dowed to astop. Findly, she spoke. "I lived through a
world war. It was devastating. Millions died in death camps, in combat, and of disease. Y ou know
Hamburg?' He nodded. "In Hamburg our aircraft killed forty thousand peoplein one night. The Germans
did much the same and worse to the other side.”

Heinrich was now looking at her. "God love him, I met Johnin that war, and | still have him. You are
one man, Heinrich, one man who did what he could. Thiswar has made you. Just like mine made me.
For what it'sworth, | think you are on the right track. Those kids need someone. They seeyou asa
faher."

She stood up dowly. "Thanksfor coming onto my front porch, Heinrich von Fremd. I'm glad my
goof bal husband didn't shoot you. Find what faith you have, young man. It'sin there, hiding. Search for
it. | know it'sthere. Mine was buried along time ago, when | was very young, just agirl. It wasthe war.
John rescued me. Heisvery gentlefor dl of hisbluster and calluses. He found me and rescued me.

"Did you ever wonder why | asked you to stay with usthat day when we first met?' she asked.

"Y ou said you needed help with thefarm?' He said very tentatively.

"No," sad Millie. "It's something | saw inyou. It reminded me of mysdlf, many years ago. Until a
dashing young American entered my life, | wasyou.”

January, 1632

The heavy snow made some vigitsto town impossible. When it was cold the battery life was very low
inthe "town cart" asthey named it. John had taken the West Virginia plate off the Buick and put it in the
back of the cart in amoment of whimsy. Millie had been too weak to go out in the cart totown in
January, so she stayed home.

The food was monotonous, but healthy enough. The diet helped Millie, but she continued to lose
weight throughout the season. She grew wesaker. By the time spring came, the medications were just



about al gone, including some of the improvised herbs and medicines that Doc Adams had prepared for
her. They were down to cutting pillsinto quarters.

April, 1632

Asthe dayslengthened and the sun began to warm the earth, Millie felt better. The garden called to
her from inside the house. It was astrong call for her, and one that kept her focused on spring. She
wanted to plant. As soon as she was able, the garden would be revived. She would be revived with it.

She did as much of it as she could. John hel ped. But Heinrich and the children were the most help.
Whenever Heinrich was not working, he waswith Millie. Their late December night had created a specid
bond, and he took it upon himsdlf to be her arms and legs, digging in the dirt as he had never done
before. Millie could tell that hefdt it satisfying, comforting to bein the garden. Millie sat next to him
guiding histasks. Theinitia plantings went well, and things were beginning to take shape. The spring and
summer routine began to take over. Morningsin the garden, afternoon resting, enjoying the sun and the
Qui€t.

June, 1632

John watched Millie closdly asthe summer began. He made a point of pulling Heinrich to the Sdeto
ask him something, away from Millie. They both disgppeared into the back garden for the afternoon
while Millierested.

The next day, Millie went back to the garden in the morning, and saw what they had done. It wasa
beautiful spot, back near the fence, under the shade of an old tree. Sheimmediately began to transplant
some flowers, and arrange some plantsin anew configuration that she knew would be pleasing, intime.
That task, for which sherefused al help, drained her. There was aweek where she couldn't get out into
the garden, she was too worn out.

Thefollowing week, however she rose, feding some strength return. "'l want to work in the garden,”
shedeclared. "It'sanice day by thelooks of it so far." In the days before they would listen to the radio
station and get the weather to plan their days. The small Japanese AM radio till sat at the end of the
kitchen table, quiet. Next to it was the white basket. A nearly empty white basket. "Don't know how long
I'll be &bleto do that."

"Do you need help with the cart?' John asked.
"No, | think | can make it to the sde of the house." She smiled at him.

John nodded in the affirmative. They looked at each other acrossthe table for abit, and when the
time seemed right, they both got up. The morning was glorious, birds were chirping, some of them shed
never heard before. There were sounds of the children running and screaming at each other from down
the road. Bees had found the flowersin the front, she was glad of that. Sunny, beautiful. The smells of the
damp earth and plants reminded her of her days on the family farm, and her mother, father, dew of
brothers. They were dl gone now, some to war, someto disease, some to accidents. It wasanice
morning.

That day wasthelast for Milliein her garden. When she parked the cart on itslittle ramp a midday,
she couldn't get up. They went back to full pills, and ran out of nearly dl of them in acouple of days.
Millielapsed into acomaand died three days later. Quietly and peacefully in her own bed. John made
her as comfortable as possible, and when the end came John held her hand, and it was calm and painless.
She looked at peace, sharp shining dark eyesfinally closed.

He cared for her as he remembered his mother caring for hisfather when he passed. It waswhen he
was fourteen or fifteen, and his mother had cleared off the dining room table to wash hisfathers body.
Hehad lost alot of weight before he died, and John never forgot the emaciated body, pale and naked on



the dining room table, his mother carefully washing it, and then wrapping it in ashroud. He did the same
for Millie

He had finished the pine coffin aday earlier. He had been working on it for aweek prior. Heinrich,
Maureen, the children and Father Mazzare helped to carry her out to the garden in the pine box. She'd
planted the flowers around the grave, and had arranged the plantsin asmall circular pattern, with the
graveinthe middle. She'd even made some jokes about planting her own flowers over her grave. They
had both laughed at thetime. The flowers sheld planted were colorful and blooming. The spring was
ending and summer arrived to this part of theworld, in this strange time.

Summer il arrived.

Not At All The Type

By Virginia DeM arce

Summer 1634, Grantville, State of Thuringia-Franconia

"That wasthe year | broke my nose at the demolition derby."

TinaMarie Hollister pointed to the knot. She'd never bothered to have it repaired. Never had the
money, to tell the truth. Probably wouldn't have bothered even if shed beenrich.

Kitty Chaffin looked across the desk. The personnd office of the State of Thuringia-Franconiawould
be hard up without TinaMarie. Her oldest son, Ray Lafferty, had married a German girl, Christina
Zuehlke, up a Wismar last year. It had turned out that Christina had two unemployed older brotherswith
L atin school educations who would be willing to work for SoTF personnd in recruiting down-timers.
Brothers from up north on the Bdltic coast. Brothers who didn't have cousins, godsons, sons of
godfathers, or in-laws of cousnsal over centra Thuringia. All of whom needed government jobs. Or
wanted them, at least. If Kitty could have hired subordinates from Madagascar, she would have
considered it agood dedl.

Even so, sometimes the sheer raucousness of the other woman got on Kitty's nerves. Not that she
was that much older than TinaMarie. Maybe twelve years. No more than fifteen. TinaMarie would be
fiftyish to Kitty's Sixtyish. Maybe not quite fifty. She could look it up inthefiles herein the officeif it was
ever important.

Right now, the younger of the two Zuehlke men waslooking at TinaMarie alittle dubioudy. They
hadn't objected when Chrigtinahad married Ray Lafferty. At that point, up in Pomeraniaand
Mecklenburg, the devastation had been so bad that they'd been happy enough that their sister had just
found a hushand who could afford to house and feed her.

Of course, that was in Wismar. Before they met Ray's mother.



But now, with regular jobs, their middle-classness was coming through. Kitty thought that it was hard
to get much middle-classier than Johann Friedrich and Dietrich Zuehlke,

It was hard to get less middle-class than TinaMarie. She hadn't explained just what ademoalition
derby was, but Dietrich Zuehlke clearly redized that it wasn't a sedate music recital. He suspected that it
was closer to a bear-baiting.

* * %

"Itisnot easy, Pastor Kastenmayer." Dietrich Zuehlke sat uneasily in the minister's sudy in the
rectory of &. Martin in the Fields Lutheran church.

The church itsdlf sat, dmost as uneasily, just outside the borders of the Ring of Fire. While wanting to
provide religious servicesto the many refugees of hisown faith, Count Ludwig Guenther of
Schwarzburg-Rudol stadt had concluded that they were capable of walking far enough to attend sermons
delivered on land that was clearly till hisown.

"All of usareliving in her house" Zuehlke continued. " Frau Holligter's house. Given the Stuation with
gpace and rentsin Grantville, thisis unavoidable.”

"All?" Kastenmayer had seen Zuehlke with agroup of other people at services, but there hadn't
seemed to be so many of them.

"The house has three degping rooms. If, as Frau Hollister points out, you count the one that she
made out of aside porch when her sons got to be noisy, rambunctious, teenagers.”

"How many people?’

"Frau Hollister and her youngest daughter Carly Baumgardner in one room. Her daughter April
Lafferty and my haf-sster, Anna Sartorius, in the other. And on the 'porch'’ there are three sets of beds.
My brother and | have one set. Frau Hollister's younger sons Vance Lafferty and Garrett Baumgardner
have the second. The third—that depends on who isin town. Sometimes her son Ronnie Baumgardner.
Sometimes my half-brother, Jacob Sartorius, when heisnot in classes at the university in Jena.
Sometimes my stepfather, Lucas Sartorius, since heisin Erfurt on business and comes down to vist us.
The only family memberswho do not live there are Frau Hollister's oldest son Ray L afferty who married
my sger. Her nameis Chrigtina. They are up north till, in Wismar.™

Pastor Kastenmayer thought. "These 'bunks are two-level beds, set upon posts?’

Zuehlke nodded. "Frau Hollister sold off her up-time beds with box springs and mattresses, replacing
them with down-time made bunks with rope dats and horsehair mattresses. She saysthat she gained,
thereby, spare fundsto pay for April's apprenticeship. That is another issue, apprenticing agirl to an
artisan's craft. Plus, she has acouple of canvas cots that can be set up if they are needed.”

"Where?'

"Thereis space for them in the two rooms used by the women. Therest of the houseisn't al that big,
ather. A living room, an egt-in kitchen, and abathroom. Which isaluxury, certainly. Asisthe natura gas
heating system. Annasaysthat if we return to Wismar after this summer's campaign is over, presuming
that the Swedeswin the war, of course, shewill greetly missthe natura gas'range' in the kitchen."

Kastenmayer smiled. "And the refrigerator?!

"Refrigeration isn't abig worry up on the Baltic and North Sea coasts." Zuehlke's expression was
quite serious.

Dietrich Zuehlke was dways quite serious. At the age of thirty, he was aresponsible sort of person.
Responsiblein away for hisolder brother Johann Friedrich, who tended to |gpse into frivolity and
facetiousness if someone didn't kegp an eye on him. Responsiblefor hisyounger haf-sster and
half-brother.

Jacob, who was just eighteen, was at the university in Jenamost of the time, so that wasaminor
problem. But, Dietrich explained, he worried about the influence of Frau Hollister on hissster Anna,
who was just twenty-three. Even more, he worried about the influence of nineteen-year-old April, now



Chriginas sgter-in-law, on Anna.

Above al, hefet responsible because, under hisinfluence and because of hisurging, his stepfather,
Lucas Sartorius, had cometo Grantville for severd vists.

"Itismy fault," Dietrich said. "'l practicaly dragged him down to Grantville so that he could see where
his stepsons were working now. To show him that, given areasonably stableinterva in thiseternd war,
we are not wasting the money he spent on our education.”

To Grantville, where he had fallen under the spdll of this Jezebd.

Frau Hollister, in whose house Dietrich was necessarily living.

Erfurt, Summer 1634

"When can we expect the shipment to arrive?' Dennis Stull, Grantville€s civilian head of procurement
at the USE's main supply depot for Thuringiaand the rest of the centra Germanies, had been impatient
for two weeks. He hated evasions. He expected alot of them thismorning.

"Never." Thetal man seated opposite him—L ucas Sartorius was his name—reached acrossthe
desk and handed Stull aletter. "This camein yesterday evening from our firm'sfactor in Luebeck.”

"Never?'

"At the direct orders of Emperor Gustavus Adolphus, dl of the grain shipments we are managing to
bring out of the Baltic are being diverted to supplying the armiesin the north.”

"Just how does he propose to feed the armiesin the south? At Ingolstadt? In Swabia?’

Sartorius leaned back. "May | suggest that the king, ah, the emperor, isin the north himself and sees
the need there directly.”

"Isthis someversion of ‘out of Sght, out of mind?*
"A universal proverb, more or less. In the same category as, ‘theré's no usein crying over spilt milk.

"I don't intend to have Baner foraging in Franconia. We have enough problems going in Franconia
with the Ram Rebdlion. And while | have no doubts at al that Horn has been foraging through Swabia
just asruthlesdy as Bernhard of Saxe-Weimar has been foraging through Swabia, I'd redlly liketo try to
keep it within reasonable limits.”

"Sothat, if he prevails, therewill be something Ieft in the region for you to govern?”'

"Or for Gustavus Adolphuss aliesto govern. Parts of the region, such as Wuerttemberg, are
Lutheran."

Sartorius turned from political speculation to business. ™Y ou do redize that no firm has agreet ded to
offer right now. Thisyear'scrop of Polish grainis4till inthefidd. It will be months beforeit can be
harvested and transported to the Baltic ports. During my career, | have traveled as far as Koenigsburg
regularly. Sometimesfarther, up to Finland. Arranging exports and imports, contracts and sales. Every
year, my main sop was Gdansk. Danzig, the Germanscall it. | am not giving you an excuse. It isafact.
Theonly thing any factor can hopeto find for the rest of this summer isgrain that someone has, asyou
say, 'stashed' because he was hoping for a higher price. 'Hoarding' iswhat we cal it."

"Well, then." Dennis steepled his fingers together, his el bows on the desk. "Found any good hoards
lately?"

Grantville, Summer 1634



". .. absolutely outrageous,” Dietrich Zuehlke finished.

Lucas Sartorius|ooked at him rather mildly. "TinaMarie and | merely went out for a pleasant evening
at the Thuringian Gardens. Had afew beerswith friends."

"And finished it off in her bed."

"It'snot abad bed,” Sartorius said judicioudy. "A little narrow and involving some hazards with the

upper bunk. Overdl, though, quite comfortable, and the absence of bedbugsis particularly ddightful. |
plan to take severd containers of thisDDT with mewhen | return north.”

"Y ou should be thoroughly ashamed of yoursdf. My maother. . . ."

"I wasfathful to your mother,” Sartorius said. Well, reasonably. She never knew anything to the
contrary. Finland was a long way from Wismar, after all. "But she has been dead for two years.”

"The horrible example sheis setting for Annaand April and Carly. .. ."

"None of whom were home. April and Annawere sill a the Thuringian Gardens, with their own
friends, when TinaMarie and | decided to leave. Thereisno reason for either of them to comeinto Tina
Marie's bedroom in the middle of the night. Carly was having a'deepover, which should—should—have
guaranteed us a quite adequate leve of privacy. If you had not chosen to follow us home.”

* % %

"l am not here voluntarily.”

Ludwig Kastenmayer looked at L ucas Sartorius. Hed seen alot of men like this during his pastora
career. Not bad men, in the sense of being evil. But not precisely well-behaved, either. Men whose
commitment to the Ten Commandments | eft something to be desired and who, dthough they appeared
for church on Sunday, tended to leave for the tavern before the sermon started. "1 guessed as much.”

"I'm not, either.” That wasthe older stepson.

"You do redlize, Hans-Fritz," Sartorius said, "that you may be excused.”

"No you may not." Dietrich glared at his brother.

Jonas Justus Musdlius would probably have smiled if he hadn't been more concerned about certain
looming communications problems.

Sartorius, who had apparently decided to be difficult just for the sake of being difficult, or possibly
mischievous just for the sake of being mischievous, was speaking Low German—the Plattdeutsch of the
northern flatlands and coastd regions.

Neither Jonas nor Pastor Kastenmayer spoke the Platt. They spoke the Hochdeutsch of the Saxon
uplands and the southern mountains.

Thiswasn't amatter of the dozens of variant didects of the central Germanies. These were, redlly,
two different languages.

Jonasfelt certain that Sartorius could speak High German just aswell as his stepsons could. After al,
he was doing businessin Erfurt. The man wasjust being contrary. Still . . . He got up and wandered over
to Kastenmayer's book case.

"What are you looking for, Jonas?"

"The Bugenhagen trandation of the Bible." Jonas pulled avolume out of the cabinet, tucking it under
the elbow of hisbad arm. "'If Herr Sartorius prefersto spesk Platt, perhapswe can ded with unfamiliar
words by comparing passages in Luther's trandation to the same verses as rendered by the good Doktor
Pommer for our northern colleagues.”

Kastenmayer nodded, his eyes glinting with amusement. He looked a Sartorius again. "Since the
topic of thismeeting isyour association with Frau Hollister, who certainly does not spesk Platt, how do
you, ah, communicate with her?'

Sartoriustwitched hisnose. "Verbdly?'
"Yes" Kagtenmayer'stone wasfirm. "'In which language?'



"English. Or High German. Or amixture of both. Usually amixture of both."
"Gregt," Jonassaid. "I'll cal Gary Lambert.”

* * *

"If I'm going to be hauled up before the Inquisition, Kitty, | want you to come dong.”

Kitty fiddled with the paper clip container on her desk. "They're Lutherans. I'm pretty sure that
Lutherans don't have an Inquisition.”

"They have something called amarriage court. An Ehegericht.”

"How are you getting involved in amarriage court?"

"If. Jugt if, mind you, Lucas Sartorius thought he might possibly want to marry again .. ."
"Y ou have to be awitness to his good behavior or something?’

"They're sort of wondering if I'd make a suitable bride for arespectable businessman.”

* % %

"Y ou understand,” Sartorius said to TinaMarie. "1 didn't want anyone saying that | hadn't doneright
by my wife's sonsfrom her first marriage. So | sent them to Latin School and in alot of ways| don't
regret it. They are Beamter now, with government jobs. Working in the office with you and Frau
Chaffin. It'salot lessrisky than being in businessfor yourself. They probably won't get rich, but they
probably won't go bankrupt, either. Or bejailed by an angry Swedish commissary here because the king
of Sweden's aides up north diverted agrain shipment from Erfurt to Oldenburg. In other ways, though . .
M Hisvoicetrailed off.

She made asmdl, encouraging noise, designed to keep him talking. Overdl, shefound it eesier
listening to German rather than thinking up sentencesto say init.

"It'sdl those pastors and would-be pastors they have teaching in secondary schools," he said. "That's
the problem. The boys turned into prudes. Especially Dietrich." He patted her shoulder. "No need to
worry that Chrigtinawill be like that when you come up north to Ray's and meet her. She didn't go to
Latin school. She'sajally girl and likes adirty joke aswell asthe next person.”

"That'sgood," TinaMarie said into her beer. " Sehr gut.”

Actudly, it was very good. It certainly changed the dant she'd been getting on her daughter-in-law
from the Zuehlke boys.

"She'slikely to want to stay in Wismar. Not come hereto Grantvilleto live. Chrigtinais very attached
to Wismar. Shewon' leave it unless sheisforced to. | made her go away in order to complete her
educetion. After she finished the municipa school for girls, | sent her to my sister in Koenigsberg when
she was fourteen. My brother-in-law was a grain factor, too, with headquarters there. She stayed for
four years and then another two yearsin the household of afriend, afactor in Danzig, before she came
back to Wismar to nurse her mother in her last illness. Didn't like being away."

" She probably wouldn't have liked staying home, either. After al, she was ateenager. Think of how
April and Carly gripea me."

"Entirely possible. In any case, she's agood bookkeeper and well-trained to be the wife of a
merchant. I'm glad that Ray isabrick mason when heis not serving in the military. Therésno stone up on
the coast, but abig market for brick. I've made it my businessto investigate the new brick making
techniques being used herein Thuringia. Once thisyear's campaign is over, perhaps your army will
discharge him. Thereésafortune to be madein brick, al the rebuilding that will haveto be done.”

TinaMarie nodded and finished her beer.

"Would you like another? Or would you rather . . .7

Shegrinned a him. "Get lucky?I'd rather. Let'sgo?'

* % %

"Theyear | met John Lafferty and married him was one of the best yearsof my life” TinaMarie



looked at Pastor Kastenmayer and stretched her arms over her head, pulling the tight tank top so high
that it showed acouple of inches of bdly. "l waswhat he liked, back then. I'm from Texas, origindly. I'd
finished high school in Brownsville—well, 1'd just barely scraped through—and come to San Antonio
looking for ajob. Got on acommercia landscaping crew—office complexes, mals, thingslike that. John
was the foreman. | was nineteen. Skinny asarail. Thin face, narrow shoulders, narrow rib cage, flat asa
pancake in front, not much hips and what | did have low, widest at the thighs. Every girl John ever dated
looked like that. He just went for the type.”

"So | got pregnant with Ray, and pretty soon | didn't look like that no more. Instead, think of a pear
on gtilts. Then | had him—Ray was born, | mean. That was down in San Antonio. The doctor said |
ought to breast feed him, which made me soft and squishy on top aswell as soft and squishy in the belly
from being pregnant. Which sure didn't impress John. So he brought me here to Grantville, dumped me
off to keep house for hisdad. Dave Lafferty, that was. Vance's middle nameis after him. Dave was
crippled up with emphysema. He and Linda L ou, John's mom, had been divorced since 1953 and she
stayed out in Cdifornia. John just dropped me here and went to Toledo. Got ajob in Toledo and didn't
show hisface again for fiveyears."

Kitty took adeep bregth, thinking of TinaMarie when she cameto Grantville. Thin, scrawny, tanned,
rough-spoken, and boyish. About asfar from soft and squishy as awoman could get. Even when shed
been pregnant with her sixth kid, TinaMarie had looked like agod post with the footbal | fastened onto
itsmiddle with duct tape.

Pastor Kastenmayer gave TinaMarie one of those "keep going" nods.

"I honestly didn't mind keeping house for Dave. He wasn't that bad. But it wasn't abarrdl of laughs,
either, and John didn't send money al that regularly, so | figured that 1'd better get ajob. Got on the
loading crew at the discount appliance warehouse in Fairmont. That'swhere | ran into Zane
Baumgardner—at a country-western bar over in Fairmont. He was from Grantville, but our paths hadn't
ever crossed here.”

She smiled. "Okay, Zane was quite aguy back then. | went out with him a couple of times. Over to
the 250 Club, mostly. He was like that song that Faron Y oung used to sing on the jukebox. 'l want to live
fadt, love hard, die young, and leave a beautiful memory.' Too bad he didn't die young instead of ending
up asadrunk up in the holler with the Murrays and Bateses. Hed have | eft alot more beautiful memory if
he had. Even Cheryl Ann divorced him last year. It takesalot for aman to be worse than Cheryl Ann
Batesiswilling to put up with."

Dietrich Zuehlke was frowning.

So was Gary Lambert.

"By 'went out with him acouple of times" Kastenmayer interrupted, "do you mean what people cal
‘acouple of dates?"

"Well, not official dates. More just hanging out." TinaMarielooked at Gary Lambert for help. He
and Jonas started mediating and interpreting cultura differences.

"Hey," TinaMariesad. "What | mean wasthat | didn't just fal into bed with Zane right away.
Though he'd have been happier if I'd been willing to. | actudly |eft Ray with Davefor afew daysand
took the Greyhound out to Toledo to see what was going on with John. He was running another
landscape crew and held bought an up/down duplex. Housing severa of theillegals held brought up from
Texasin the upstairs apartment, which brought in enough to cover the mortgage payments. And
downgtairs, living with another woman. Doris Motylewski was her name. She lasted longer than most of
his girls—had enough sense never to get pregnant, so she never got soft and squishy. She eventually
dumped him, but that was seven years later. A year after | divorced him and she figured out that he il
wasn't going to marry her. She found aguy who waswilling to marry her and walked out on John. Every
time he came back to Grantville after that, he had adifferent girl with him. John got older, but the girlshe
brought stayed the same age.”



"Oh." Gary Lambert waslooking alittle embarrassed.

"Anyway, | figured that what was sauce for the goose was sauce for the gander, so | came back and
told Zanethat | waswilling to seeit hisway. Which iswhy | had Ronnie acouple of yearslater. | put
‘Lafferty’ on hishirth certificate. | was till married to John and keeping house for Dave, after dl. Ronnie
isaBaumgardner, though—we went to court later and had it changed. A year after that, Zane lost hisjob
in the mines here. He went out to Wyoming to work in the strip mines. I'd have gonewith himif hed
asked me. But, hell, he didn't ask meto go. That would have been 1980, | guess. We had abig fight
about it. Not the best year of my life by along shot.

"Dave's health was getting alot worse, so | wrote John and told him that he needed to come back
home. He didn't move back, but he did show up occasondly, which | guess was better than nothing. |
got Vance and April out of those years and it seemed like every cent that | could make had to go for
baby stters and baby food and disposable digpers. If old Dave hadn't had the house and his disability
payments, we'd have been sunk. So eventudly | went out to Toledo to seeif | could get some child
support, thistime lugging dl four of the kidsaong. Just to find that Doriswas il living downdarsin that
duplex with him. That'swhen | divorced John and put in for child support. He never forgave mefor that
support order. Not never."

Both Jonas and Pastor Kastenmayer frowned.

"Anyway, in'85, Zane came back from Wyoming and we picked up with each other again. Thistime,
he married me. And we had Garreit and Carly. Right after Carly was born, he started drinking heavy.
Then acouple yearslater, in '92, heleft mefor Cheryl Ann Batesand | divorced him, too. By that time,
believe me, he was no loss. But his parentstook it ill and they tried to take Ronnie and Garrett and Carly
away from me. It was mostly his mother making the fuss. Horace just went along with her. | was an 'unfit
mother, Mildred said. That'swhy | stayed in Grantville, redly. The court in Fairmont let me keep the
kids, but if I'd tried to move away from Grantville, Horace and Mildred would have been right back to
their lawyers. So | took office courses at the Tech Center and moved from loading cratesin the
warehouse to shuffling papersin the office. More ladylike, evenif it didn't pay as much. The kind of thing
that impresses ajudge or asocia worker. | got to the point where | could pretend that | was alady
pretty well. At least long enough at a stretch, even though I'm redlly not at al the lady type. Mildred will
tell you that, if you ask her.

"Then John sued for custody of Ray. Tried to get custody of Ray, even though held never paid a
gpeck of attention to the boy."

"Ah," Dietrich Zuehlke said. "Did he request custody of Vance and April aswell?’

TinaMarie suck her chin out. "Nah. He wasn't that sure they were his”

Her answer seemed to hang inthe air.

"Well, neither was 1. At least not asfar as April's concerned. Vanceishis. | wouldn't have given him
David for amiddle name, for John'sfather, if | hadn't been sure of that. | just named April after the month
shewasborn. | figured it waskind of neutral. No point in naming her after Linda Lou or after my mom,
anyway. They both cut out of our lives pretty early. Plus Mom was named Philena, which isn't the sort of
thing anyone ought to do to akid.”

Kastenmayer nodded. "l see

"Faceit. John wasredly just mad that because | moved out of hisdad's place, Dave had to go into
the nursing home for ayear before he died. To pay for that, dong with hisMedicare, he had to sell the
house, s0 John didn't get athing when Dave died. John wastotally ticked off about it. Dave didn't hold a
grudge, though. He told me to go ahead and divorce John. Said it was good riddance to bad rubbish.”

Dietrich Zuehlke inserted acomment. He didn't precisaly say that around the time of April's birth she
had been acting asawhore. But he certainly implied it.

TinaMarie shook her head. "I may have dept around abit back then, with John in Toledo and Zane
in Wyoming. I'm not going to lie to you about that, but it wasn't ever for money. Never withaguy | didn't



actualy like. Themost | ever got out of an evening was amed in anice restaurant. Like thet Italian place
in Fairmont. Y ou know. High class. The kind of place you can wear adress and heds and feel okay,
because other women are wearing them too."

She stood on her toes, picked up Pastor Kastenmayer's wife's shawl that was lying across the high
back of abench, draped it across her shoulders, and swished.

"Not that | owned dl that many dresses. | didn't need them, theway | lived. | was lonesome. Taking
care of Dave Lafferty and the kids plus commuting to work at the warehouse in Fairmont wasn't any
picnic. A girl wantsto have some fun.”

She glared at Dietrich Zuehlke. "And | never took a cent of welfare, either. Not food stamps or WIC
or anything. | pad my own way."

"Er." Ludwig Kastenmayer cleared histhroat. "What did your pastor have to say about this?"

"Pagtor?' TinaMarie frowned.

"Preacher,” Kitty and Gary Lambert clarified smultaneoudy.

"I don't go to church. Never did." TinaMarie shook her head. "Ray and Vance and April are Church
of Chrigt. A friend of Dave's used to pick them up on Sunday morning and take him and them to church
with her. After he died—that wasin '86—she kept taking the kids. The Baumgardners—Horace and
Mildred—were Baptists. Well, Mildred il is. Horace died two years ago. But the church threw Zane
out on account of the drinking, way before the Ring of Fire, so Ronnie and Garrett and Carly haven't
ever seen any reason to join up. Me, I'm just not the Holy Roller type."

* % %

Gary Lambert's explanation of "Holy Roller" turned out to be beneficia to TinaMarie's cause—at
least from Pastor Kastenmayer's perspective. He could only think highly of awoman who, however
lamentably uninstructed in the creeds, nevertheless avoided the temptations offered by heterodox sects
and cults of varioustypes. Thisled into adigresson on the place of snake handling in Appaachian
religious culture.

Kastenmayer found it fascinating. He was dready familiar, of course, with the more routine and
mundane aspects of up-time religion, such asthat the Baptists eschewed infant baptism but somehow
expected their children to become believers as adults. Just out of aclear blue sky, with no catechism
classes.

"That'snot exactly how it works,” Gary said. "Or not exactly how it's supposed to work. If this
Mildred had been aresponsible grandmother, she should have been picking Ronnie and Garrett and
Carly up and taking them to Sunday school. So they'd be propagandized into joining when they were old
enough. Likethat friend of Dave Lafferty'sdid for the other three. Sounds to melike she wasjust being a
grinch."

Grantville, Autumn 1634

"Thank you for assisting usthis evening," Sartorius said to Jonas and Gary asthey walked into the
high school library. "I thought it wasimportant for TinaMarie to understand just how far away from
Grantvillemy work normaly lies"

"I am not grateful," Dietrich commented. "I congder it to fdl moreinto the category of ‘aiding and
abetting acrime.™
"Let'sjust find the globe," Gary looked around with abland, mild, expresson on hisface.

"Here." Jonas moved to the right from the entryway. He turned the globe. "Thisis Grantville, now.
Right about here. That would be Wismar, about here. The globe only has the names of the cities that
werelargest up-time, so Wismar isn't on it. But here's Gdansk."

"Remind me again why were here." TinaMarie wasimpetient.



"I don't want you to be unhappy if you go with me. My first wife was very attached to Wismar. It
was her hometown. So | [eft my household there, even though most of my work wasin portsfarther east
and | was not able to return home as often as | would have preferred. Y ou need to see how far you will
be from your home."

"Oneinch. One piddling little inch from Grantville to Wismar if you measureit onthismap.” She
snorted and turned the globe. "L ook at this." She put her finger down. "That's Brownsville, Texas. Thisis
just about where Grantville camefrom in West Virginia That wasfour timesasfar. At least. That doesn't
even count crossing the whole ocean and skipping over France for usto get here." Her fingernail traced a
path. "What's Wismar like?"

Dietrich Zuehlke emitted asmultaneoudy hostile and wistful-sounding, "Hat."

Gary Lambert laughed.

"All these hillsmake me sick. Redlly sick. Y our Doctor Adams said that the word is ‘claustrophaobic.”
Not enough sky; not enough horizon; not enough room, not enough space, not enough flatness.”

"Hat?' TinaMarialooked at the globe more closdly. "Flat like Brownsville? With ariver?'

Sartorius assured her that al the Baltic ports had in common that they were flat, with ariver.

She sared a the globe for aminute. "I wonder sometimesif anyone left up-time ever givesmea
thought any more.

"Y our parents stayed in Texas?' That was Gary Lambert.

"I'd been in foster care adozen yearsbefore | |eft Brownsville. Which doesn't mean that | don't miss
the Rio Grande. Mom came around now and then until | was twelve or thirteen. Then shejust sort of
dwindled away. | didn't know whether she was till dive or not, even before the Ring of Fire. If she died,
nobody told me. Maybe she just left town, looking for something better. Never did know my dad. Mom
said that he smashed himsdlf up in acar accident when | was just ababy. Well, drag racing, to tdll the
truth. He spent along time in the hospital and then died. I've been gone from there along time. Never
kept in touch. Nobody to keep in touch with." She started singing softly:

Remember me when the candlelights are gleaming,
Remember me at the close of along, long day.

It would be so sweet when al done I'm dreaming
Just to know you gill remember me.

"Well," shesaid. " None of therest of you probably ever heard that old chestnut, anyway."

"I have," Gary Lambert answered, leaning his ebows back againgt the encyclopediashelves. "It'sa
Bob Dylan song, isn't it?"

"He might have sung it, but it'sway older than that. Probably ten years older than me, even. | learned
it fromaWillie Nelson record, | think. T. Texas Tyler sang it, too. | suppose the only person left up-time
who might ever give me athought is John Lafferty. Not that it'slikely that hewill." Kicking off her
flip-flops, she started to waltz by hersdlf in the small open space between the library entrance and the
tables

The sweetest songs belong to loversin the gloaming,
The sweetest days are days that used to be.

The saddest words | ever heard were words of parting
When you said " Sweetheart, remember me."

You told me once that you were mine alone forever



And | was yourstill the end of eternity.
But all those vows are broken now, and we will never
Be the same except in memory.

A brighter face may take my place when we're apart, dear,

A sweeter smile, alove more bold and free.

But in the end, fair weather friends may break your heart, dear.
If they do, sweetheart, remember me.

Remember me when the candle lights are gleaming,
Remember me at the close of a long, long day.

Just to be so sweet when all alone you're dreaming
Just to know you still remember me.

TinaMari€e's dance dowed to an end. She rubbed her hands against the back pockets of her black
denim jeans. " Scotty Wiseman wroteit, back when the National Barn Dance was broadcast out of WLS
in Chicago." She straightened her shoulders. "Wash that dl out in the laundry, will you, guys? Just forget
about it. I'm redly not one bit the sentimentd type."

She turned back to the globe, Sartoriuslooking over her shoulder.
"The point isthat Wismar's not that far away.”

* * %

"It'sabeautiful song," Jonas said to Gary Lambert and Ronella Koch that evening. "A little
melanchalic, but lovely." Helooked rather wistfully at Ronella; then looked away. "1 believethat | will
trandate it into German.”

* * %

"They can't meanit." April was horrified. "They can't really mean for her to go off with him and leave
usbehind.”

"Congdering that they just told us so," Hans-Fritz said, "they probably mean it. Look, we're not that

"But we've dways been able to count on Mom.”

"Don't be stupid,” Dietrich said. "She'satotaly unsuitable wife for my stepfather. It's absolutely
shocking for her to plan to leave you here, sharing it with Hans-Fritz and me until Ronnie and his fiancee
get married. We aren't even redlly related.”

"If you don' likeit, there's nothing to keep you from moving out.”
"April, that'srude." Ronnie shook his head.

"Well, then, if he doesn't likeit, then | can move out. Live with my boyfriend. Maybe he thinks that's
less shocking.”

"Y ou don't have aboyfriend," Vance pointed out.

April shot ahogtile glance at Dietrich. "If he pushesme, I'll find one. If | need to.”
"Mom'shot going right away.” Carly looked at Anna. "That'sright, isn't it?'
Annanodded. "Not until sometimein the soring.”

"So we don't have to panic right away, do we?"

Ronnie hugged her. "We don't need to panic at al. Someone will think of something. If Mr.
Know-It-All there would just stop sticking his oar into the water."

"If Grandma hadn't sold her house after Grandpadied,” Garret said, "we could movein with her."
April's expression was sour. Y ou and Carly could. The odds that she would have me are zero



"Well, shedid sl her house," Hans-Fritz said. " So that's not one of the things that you need to worry
about."

"Easy for you to say."
"Well. If nothing eseworks, | guess| could find somebody and get married myself. I'm the oldest,
aterdl.”

Carly stared at him. "But Hans-Fritz, you're not in love. Y ou're not even dating.”

"No. But I have agovernment job and live in ahouse with indoor plumbing. Trust me, Carly. Ina
pinch, | can put out word that I'm looking for awife and have onein amonth.”

Garrett sared a him. "Would you redly do that for us?’

"Hey, kids. | may not be as conscientious as Dietrich here, but I'm not al bad. I'm about the agel
should be thinking of getting married. Lucas was good to us. If he needs afavor from me, I'mwilling to
pay him back."

"Yes. Itisquitetrue. All that remainsisto set adate for the wedding." Salome Piscatora nodded her
heed firmly.

"l can't believe that she's even thinking of marrying him." Mildred Baumgardner pointed at Lucas
Sartoriuswith her fork. "Or that he'sthinking of marrying her, for that matter. She's a horrible woman.
An unfit mother. But if shetakes off with this, this—this German, Garrett and Carly will have no mother
adl"

"She isn't an unfit mother." Kitty Chaffin gestured with her cup. " She never was. Shefed them. She
kept them clean and sent them to school 1ooking neat. She never once left them without a sitter. And you
know that yoursdlf. If it was otherwise, you'd have brought it up in court when you were trying to take
them away from her."

"Y ou. What do you think?' Mildred turned to look at Salome.

The heavily pregnant wife of the Lutheran minister took asip of the boiled milk in her cup. "It isnot
my placeto have an opinion. | do know that under the laws of the church, her first husband was | eft
up-time and will be considered dead. Her divorce from the second husband isvaid, since he both
abandoned her—that is desertion—and committed adultery. Those are Biblical grounds. We do not have
asmany divorces now as you up-timers have, and only those two grounds exist. But Frau Hollister's
divorce from your son, gracious lady, isvaid under our laws."

Kitty wasn't ready to let go of Mildred's other dlegation. "She'sadways kept acloseeyeon dl her
kids, and they've dl turned out just fine. Ray and Ronnie arein the military. Doing well. Ray's till up
north and Ronnie's been detailed to the Mechanical Support Divison. Ray's married. Ronnie's dating
Megan Collins, who isared nicegirl. Vanceis military too—aradio operator up in Erfurt. April'sout at
the mine, gpprenticing to be an dectrician. They al got their high school diplomas. Garrett will graduate
from high school next year and go into the military, too. Carly's grade are good. What more could
anyone ask?"'

"Custody of thekids," Mildred said. "Consdering that they're the only grandchildren | have."

"You'reinthe asssted living center,” Kitty pointed out. "Because of the walker and dl. It took three
of usto get you down to the café this morning. Salome and him and me. It was one thing back when
Horace was dlive, but how could you possibly take custody of those kids now?”

Sartorius listened to them talk, twisting his goatee.

* % %

"It won't be hot on the Baltic coast,” Lucas Sartorius said. "Not in the way you describe this
Brownsville. I'm afraid that you will find it cold. Cold and damp.”

"Y ou do have fireplaces, don't you?"



"Y es. But mostly they burn pest rather than wood or coal .

"Annawill go back with us. She saysthat in spite of dl Grantvilles attractions, shewould rather be
with you than with her haf-brothers, 'given how stultifying they are.™ TinaMarielaughed. "That seemsto
be her favorite word right now."

"But not your daughters.”

"April saysthat she can take care of hersdlf."

"Canshe?'

"Why not? Shell have my houseto live in. Megan can movein too, once she and Ronnie get married.

Vance and Garrett will be home most of thetime. In a pinch, we could ask Ronnie and Megan to move
up the wedding afew months. Have it before we leave. There's no reason they can't.”

gy

"No matter what, she's staying to finish her apprenticeship. | sort of doubt that there are many jobs
for dectriciansin Wismar anyway."

"Which leaves the question of whether Carly goes or stays.”

TinaMariebit her lip. "She stays. | want her to finish high school here”

"Can April take care of her? Does she have the time? Or the will?"

"l don't redlly want to risk that. April doesn't have thetime. Or the patience.”

"Her father?'

"Impossble.”

"Gy

"If Dietrich triesto come dl fatherly on her, shell just fight it. Rebel. She wasn't even three when

Zane left. She'snever had afather telling her what to do and she'snot used to it. | cry every timel try to
think about leaving her behind.”

"Perhapsthereisasolution.”
TinaMarie raised here eyebrows.

"Move the grandmother into the house with Carly and April. With them, plusthe boys, plus Ronnie
and Megan, she does not need an assisted living center to take care of her. They can easily carry her up
and down the steps to the street. Shop for her.”

"That meanstha Mildred wins, | guess.”

"Y ou are giving them up to go with me. Can you tell me honestly that you would not fed better to
havetheir grandmother with them?”

"l can't. But | sure wish that | could.”
"Perhaps she will be so demanding of attention and keep Dietrich so busy that he will not have the
time to exasperate April and Carly."

TinaMariefindly smiled. "If Mildred hasto be wished off on somebody . . . Well, Dietrich deserves
her if anybody does."

"I'm giving her custody. For ayear. Carly'swilling. Sois Garrett. If they can't get dong, al of them
together in the house, well know by the end of the year. If they don't, I'll haveto think again. | had along
talk with the child welfare people.”

Sartorius smiled. "'l have afeding—an omen perhaps—that the plan will succeed.”

TinaMarieturned to him. "I have afeding—an omen perhgps—about marrying you. I'm not one bit
the superdtitious type, but they do say that the third time'sthe charm.”



Grantville, February 1635

"Pastor Kastenmayer could have done moreto prevent thismarriage," Dietrich Zuehlke complained
to Kitty Chaffin.

"Well, maybe. But after | got to know your stepfather abit, | figured the two of them were apretty
even match. Maybe the preacher thought so, too."

"It dl worked out pretty well, | thought," Hans-Fritz said with hisusua amiability. "At least, | didn't
haveto get married right away. Although now that | have theideain my head, | may do something about
it fairly soon.”

Kitty grinned. "Who'sthe lucky girl ?*

"l don't know yet. But what April said about a boyfriend sort of got under my skin. That if shewas
pushed, she could find one. | can probably find some pretty girl who'sinterested in me." He smirked at
Digtrich.

"Go towork, guys." Kitty threatened them with her paperclip holder.

* % %

"| sort of doubt that anyone at the city hall could tell you how to get there,” RondlaKoch said. "Why
don't you try the post office. All the people who deliver mail have to know their routes and there's one
that goes out that way, into the holler."

So Pastor Kastenmayer made hisway to the post office and requested afavor. BernitaWash
obligingly agreed to get the mailman on the route to write out directions, even though she just had to ask
why anyonein hisright mind would want to talk to Zane Baumgardner, given that held devoted the last
dozen yearsto drinking hislife avay.

Kastenmayer looked embarrassed. "Not only ishe alost soul, but alost soul with a German
urname.”

"What difference does that make?'

"It is obvious. Some time between 1630 and 2000, some place between Germany and your West
Virginia, the Lutheran church, as Gary Lambert would put it, ‘dropped the bdl’ in regard to thisfamily.
Until now, | have let my parishioners go out and gather in freshly cut sheaves, asin the case of the young
men who will be confirmed in April."

"Oh," Bernitasaid. "Yeah, I'll be there. One of them's my brother.”

"Ah. Which one?'

"Lew Jenkins."

" Sabina Ottmar isafinewoman.”

Bernita pushed her hair back from her face. Shewas so tired al the time these days. "I sure hope so.
That'swhat I'm counting on.”

"I have limited mysdlf to ingtructing the candidates for confirmation when they were brought to me. |
have merely placed the grain in storage, if that is the correct way to phraseit. | have not acted asan
evangdig. But perhaps| should beamissionary. Although | may not succeed in restoring thisman
Baumgardner to faith and sobriety, at least | will try."

Bernitalooked at him. "Good luck," she said. "From everything | know about Zane, he'snot at al the
religioustype.”



CONTINUING SERIALS

TheDr. Gribbleflotz Chronicles, Part 2
Dr. Phil's Amazing Essence Of Fire Tablets

By Kerryn Offord and Rick Boatright

1633, Jena, Dr. GribbleflotZ s office

Dr. Phillip Theophrastus Gribbl efl otz took another look at the bill. He was spending that much on
candles? Surely not. "Frau Mittelhausen. Thisbill for candles. Who has been using wax candles so
wadefully?'

Frau Mittelhausen sighed heavily beforelooking Dr. Gribbleflotz straight in the eye. ™Y ou have been,
Herr Doctor. Y ou use the good wax candlesto heat your beakers. Why you can't use that alcohol burner
the up-timers provided, | don't know."

Phillip paused to digest Frau Mittelhausen's statement. Well, yes, he did use candlesto heat the
beakers sometimes. Especidly when he didn't want abig fire. The problem was that the tallow candles
didn't give anything like the same heet. And they produced too much soot. Even wax candles, which
burned cleaner and hotter, made alot of soot. He often needed to use severa candles at once.

He knew what he needed. Something like the "Bunsen burners' at the up-timer high school.
However, that would have to wait until he had accessto gas. He knew there had been talk of producing
"propane,” but for now that was asfar off as his much-needed auminum. Asfor the acohol burner the
Kubiak Country people had given him, it was very clever. But he could never seetheflame, and the
acohol was dways evaporating, and it dways ran out a the most inconvenient moment. At least with
candles he could easly add more, and the heat they put out was greater than that of the single acohol
burner.

He returned to checking the bills. "There must be a better way."

1633, Jena, the new HDG Enterprizes facility

Dr. Gribbleflotz walked around the site of what would soon be the head office and main manufactory
of HDG Enterprizes. The new facility was alarge compound with buildings for the various production
lines, accommodeations for laborants and other employeeswho lived on site, the head office, and the new
gpartment building for himself and his household. Findly, there was the set of roomsthat were his
persond office and laboratory.



The current area of interest was the large waterwhedl, or more precisely, the areawhere the
waterwhed would beingaled. Phillip could see the men clambering around the heavy Structure that
would eventudly support the whed. He joined the small crowd watching an older man dapping clay
around the joints in the stedl. Confused, he continued to watch.

"Y ou might want to step back, Dr. Gribbleflotz.”
Phillip turned and looked up to see Ted Kubiak. "What is he doing?' He pointed to Erwin OKeefe.

Ted followed Phillip's pointing arm. "We want to weld the sted! frame together. Erwin isgoing to
thermite weld. Right now he's dapping on clay to contain the molten sted until it cools.

"Molten sted? How can you melt sted without a furnace?"

"It'sachemical reaction, Dr.. | can ask Erwinto explainif you like, but for now, just watch. Thisis
redly cool."

Phillip watched as Erwin set an odd package over one of the clay covered joints, lit afuse and
jogged back a consderable distance. After afew moments, the brightest light Phillip had ever seen burst
from the package. White-hot droplets |eaked from the bottom of the clay sedls.

Ted pointed. "Those droplets are molten iron from the thermite. The clay holdsit in, and theiron
coolsin placeto makeaweld. It'sredly neat to watch.”

Phillip stared, awe struck. "Y es, please, Herr Kubiak. Do ask Erwin to explain.”

* * %

Dr. Gribbleflotz idly fondled a crudeiron ingot while he read the | etter from Erwin OKeefe. The
ingot was the product of afina demonstration of the thermite reaction that Herr O'K esfe had conducted
with one of the remaining thermite kits he had brought with him. The demonstration had so impressed
Phillip that he had asked for a" cheat sheet." Herr O'Keefe's letter described the thermite reaction in such
detail that he was sure he could easily duplicate it. Herr O'Keefe had even included a couple of
dternative methods of initiating the reaction.

Phillip looked over at his cabinet of chemicasin their jars and bottles. He selected a couple of jars
and walked to hisfume cupboard. He placed awatch glass on adished firebrick and carefully measured
out asmal amount of the purple crystals from the up-time "chemistry set." Then he added just adrop of
the aily liquid, clicking the sopwatch function of his pocket watch a the sametime.

While he waited Phillip admired the "Buick™ logo on the door of the fume cupboard. He watched
through the safety glass of the fume cupboard door asthe purple powder ignited. With the first signs of
ignition Phillip stopped hiswatich. After observing the whole pile of crystals burn, he retrested to his desk
where he made notesin hisjournal. The observed time for the reaction to occur was within the range
Herr O'Keefe had written. It was amost interesting experiment, but not asinteresting asmdtingironina
ceramic pot would be.

Asheread Erwin OKeefesdirections, Phillip could see apotentia problem. The thermite reaction
used aluminum. Aluminum was arare and strategic resource. The Kubiak people had indicated he was
lucky to get the few pounds they had been able to provide.

Unlike hisduminum pyramid, the thermite reaction could use any duminum. Minor impurities did not
matter. Phillip looked along his bookshelf, toward the model pyramid with its faceted gems. He sighed.
He had had such hopes when the Kubiak Country people had provided him with the ingots of aluminum.
However, histests with the scale model had failed to invigorate the Quinta Essentia of the small rodents
he had tested it on. It was the aluminum he had concluded. It wasn't pure. The Kubiak Country people
had admitted that there were other eementsin the mix.

Phillip dready knew that pure auminum would not be available until the up-timers were ableto mine
the ore. Well, they had admitted that there might be away to purify the aluminum. However, it required a
chemica hewanted nothing to do with. After reading the up-timer handling instructions and warnings, he
was happy to let others play with hydrofluoric acid.



Hewalked over to his store cupboard. Once there, he picked up the few remaining ingots of
auminum. At aguess he had haf apound left. Biting hislip, he turned his gaze to his dysfunctional mode
pyramid. Make that two pounds.

Seated back at his desk he caressed theiron ingot while he re-read Erwin'sletter. Animage
gppeared in hismind. He could seeit vividly. He, Dr. Phillip Theophrastus Gribbleflotz, the World's
Greatest Alchemigt, giving one of hisjustly famous seminars, and asthe piece deresistance, a
demondiration of thermitewith . . . Phillip looked down &t theironingot in hishand . . . aspecidly
molded shape. Something specid. Something of digtinction.

Thinking of digtinction, helooked down at Erwin OKeefes|etter. No. "Thermite Reaction” didn't
have the right ring to it. It needed something more. A red name. Phillip alowed hismind to wander ashe
searched for ingpiration. The molten iron could obviously be molded into any shape. It would take alittle
experimentation to get it right, but imagine, in ahaze of the brightest light, forming an ingot of pureiron
from the dross of rugt. Phillip shivered. It wasadmost aholy event. Theniit struck him. The" Gribbleflotz
Candles of the Essence of Light." Nobody esein Jenawould be able to duplicate the demondtration, and
if people should want to buy theironingot . . . Maybeif it was formed into some significant shape? The
ideas ran through hismind while he visuaized the demand for his demondrations.

With asigh he came back to redlity. He didn't have enough auminum to demondtrate the Gribblefl otz
Candles of the Essence of Light at all of hisregular seminars. It was a pity, but he would just haveto limit
the demonstration to maybe one amonth. Maybe by the time he used up hissmal store of auminum, the
up-timerswould be mining the ore for more. But first thingsfirst. Before he could do any demondirations
he had to be sure he could make the Gribbleflotz Candles of the Essence of Light work reliably. To have
onefail would be humiliating. He walked over to the door of his persona laboratory, opened it and called
out for hislaborant. "Hans. We have work to do."

Several monthslater, HDG Enterprizes, Jena, the new facility

Thefirst demonstrations had gone well. The audiences had been most impressed by his Gribbleflotz
Candles of the Essence of Light. The molds his personal |aborant, Hans Saltzman, had prepared had
produced finely detailed animas. Therabbit, the lamb, even aram. Phillip smiled at the memories of his
success and turned back to watch Hans preparing for his next lesson in alchemy.

With the e ectricity from the water driven generator, Dr. Gribbleflotz had been able to experiment
with eectrolyss. Hisfirst experiments had duplicated the work he had seen demonsirated at the water
worksin Grantville. Since then he had been adding thingsto the basic "bleach” to see what he could
make.

Phillip withdrew the jar containing hislatest creation. So far he hadn't had time to examine the white
powder the laborants had scraped from the wash filters. Thiswas. . . helooked at hisnotesagain . . .
thiswas the twenty third result from mixing something with "bleach.” Bleach was such an ugly word. It did
nothing to describe the substance. "The Ethered Essence of Common Salt." Much more satisfying.

* * %

"Light the candle, Hans" Phillip was standing just behind hislaborant while heingtructed him on
laboratory procedures.

"Now, using the wood split like aspoon, scoop asmal amount of the compound onto the splint.”
Hans held the loaded splint just abovethe jar. "That isalittle too much. Tap it gently on the jar to reduce
the amount. Yes. That isenough. Now hold thetip of the splint over the flame.”

Their eyesfollowed the loaded tip of the wood splint asit was placed over the flame. Phillip waited
to see what would happen.

"What!" Hans dropped the suddenly flaring splint. He dammed the diding door of the fume cupboard
down, seding the dtill burning chemica insde. Hewas shaking alittle.



"What happened, Hans?' Dr. Gribbleflotz' voice was remarkably calm.

Hans voice shook. "1 was holding the compound over the flame when suddenly it burst into aviolent
flame. | am sorry | dropped the splint, Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz. Should | repeat the experiment?”

"No, Hans. You did well. Even |, with my years of experience, was surprised at the vigor with which
the compound burnt. I compliment you on your quick thinking in shutting the safety door. | want you to
write up what you did, what happened, and your conclusions. Wewill compare our observations and
conclusonsover dinner.”

"Thank you, Herr Doctor." Hans grabbed his notes before making his escape.

Phillip smiled at the retreating back. Hans was proving himself a suitable student of dchemy. He
certainly had the right reflexes. Shutting the safety door of the fume cupboard and letting the splint burn
rather than try to pick it up again had been the right thing to do.

He made hisway over to his desk and sat down. He considered the experiment they had just
conducted. It had been amost vigorous reaction. Excepting the Candles of the Essence of Light reaction,
and the sdlf-ignition of the Flowers of Hartshorn, it was one of the most vigorous he had ever seen. He
wrote up his observations and conclusions.

* % %

The noisein the courtyard attracted Phillip's atention. Looking through the window he wasin timeto
see Frau Mittelhausen greeting the up-timer, Ted Kubiak. A couple of men helped Ted unload the
wagon. There were anumber of large bottles of something. Ted took one handle of alarge basket that
contained a bottle, and, with Hans Saltzman, carried the bottle into the building.

Moments later he could hear them in the corridor outside hislaboratory. Quickly he hurried over to
open the door for them.

"Where do you want it?" Ted asked. "This sucker is pretty heavy."

"Over there on that table, please, Herr Kubiak." Dr. Gribbleflotz waved towards atable set againgt a
wadl. "What isin the bottle?"

Ted smiled and patted the five-gallon bottle. "Thisis some of the new waters of formain you were
asking about when you visited the gas works."

Phillip looked at the size of the container. " That ismuch morethan | usudly ded within my
experiments, Herr Kubiak."

"Sorry about that." Ted shrugged. "But the gas works were going to charge about the same priceto
fill the big bottle asthey would if wefilled alittle bottle. So | went for the big one. Y ou never know, you
might find auseforitdl.”

Dr. Gribbleflotz smiled in return. Y es, if the price was much the same it was sllly to buy just asmall
bottle.

Ted had been looking around the laboratory. Right a the moment he was sniffing the air around the
fume cupboard. "What are you working on at the moment, Dr. Gribbleflotz? If you don't mind me
asking.”

Phillip looked from the fume cupboard to his notes. "Nothing much. Just before you arrived, | was
supervising Hans as he tested a new compound. It was something | created using the new dectrolysis
equipment, 'The Sdlt of the Ethereal Essence of Common Salt and Ash.' However, it was most
disgppointing. All it did was increase the rate at which a splint of wood burnt.”

"Oh, well. Not everything you discover has animmediate use. Maybe sometimein the future youll
find something it's good for."
Phillip smiled at the up-timer's attempt to raise his spirits. He rested his eyes on the bottle of waters

of formdin. "l now have something new to experiment with. Thank you for bringing me the waters of
formalin, Herr Kubiak. To make aspecia trip to Jenajust to make the delivery was most kind."

Ted'sears showed ared tinge. "Actudly, Dr. Gribbleflotz, I'm on my way to Magdeburg and points



north on abuying and selling trip. | had to stop by anyway, to stock up here beforel left.” Ted shot a
gaze at hiswrigwatch. "Isthat thetime? | redly must get on my way. Y our people should havefilled the
wagon by now."

Phillip smiled broadly while the tall up-timer made his hasty escape. Then, with acontented sigh, he
turned his attention back to hislaboratory. That fume cupboard needed to be cleaned out first. "Hans,
please clean the fume cupboard while | gather my notes from the gas works. We will both haveto do
somereading.”

Hans, who had been hanging back while the good doctor talked to the up-timer, hastened to clean
up the fume cupboard. He was interested in finding out what Dr. Gribbleflotz intended doing with his new
"watersof formdin.”

* * %

Dr. Gribbleflotz took notes as Hans carefully added the spirits of hartshorn or "ammonia’ to the
formalin. In accordance with the recommendation of his up-timer contacts he had been concentrating the
solution. At higher concentrations, less of the spirits were needed.

Hans gently stirred the mixture as he added the spirits of hartshorn.

"Stop!" Phillip had seen thefirgt Sgnsthat something was preci pitating out of the solution. Stepping
forward, he read the level from the titration tube and recorded the information.

"Notice, Hans, how something is 'precipitating out' of the solution. Under the up-timer chemistry, we
should be able to ca culate something about the nature of the product. That will be an assignment for
you."

"Thank you, Herr Doctor.”

Dr. Gribbleflotz smiled at Hans |ess than enthusiastic response. Both of them werefinding the
up-timer chemistry difficult. " Continue to add the spirits of hartshorn until you are sure there will be no
more precipitate produced. Then run it through afilter paper and we will see what we have."

Phillip stood back and observed while Hans added some more spirits of hartshorn. When his
laborant thought the reaction was complete, he selected a piece of filter paper from adrawer, folded it,
and placed it into afunnd. He then poured the contents of the beaker through the funnel. Then he placed
thefilter paper on aclean watch glass. Turning to check that Dr. Gribbleflotz approved of hisactions, he
then opened the folds of thefilter paper to expose the precipitate. Then he used hisfingersto squeezeiit.

"Itiswaxy, Herr Doctor. And . . ." Hanstouched hisfingersto histongue. "It is sweet."
"Hand" Dr. Gribbleflotz was shocked. "What isthefirgt rule of safe achemy?’

Sucking hisfinger till, Hanslooked at Dr. Gribbleflotz. "Everything is consdered dangerous until
proven to be safe?!

"Yes. And do you know that compound is safe?!

Hanstook hisfinger from his mouth and looked at it. The implication of what Dr. Gribbleflotz was
saying findly hit him. "No, Herr Doctor."

"Then why did you use your bare finger to test the texture of the compound, and then put it into your
mouth?'

"But it should be safe, Herr Doctor. The waters of formalin and the spirits of hartshorn are not
poisonous.” Hans hesitated amoment. "Arethey?"

Dr. Gribbleflotz looked down at hiswatch. 1t had been only a couple of minutes snce Hans
introduced the compound to his mouth. Much too soon to be sure of anything. "Wewill wait. How do
you fed?'

Hans was starting to sweat alittle. Using the front of hislab apron he mopped the sweat from his
brow. "I do not fee unwell, Herr Doctor."

They waited for severa minutes.



"Y ou are #ill with us, Hans?"
"Yes, Herr Doctor. | ill do not fed unwdl.”

"Then | believe we can conclude, that in the dosage you took, the compound is not poisonous. But
let that be alesson to you. Do not take unnecessary risks.” Phillip paused and |ooked from Hansto the
compound sitting on the watch glass. " Sweet, you sad?’

Hans nodded.
"Could it be 'sugar'?"
Hans thought for amoment then shook his head. "No, Herr Doctor. It is not that sweet.”

"A pity. A great pity, Hans. To be able to make sugar by mixing chemicaswould haveranked asa
glorious discovery. Especidly given the cost of sugar. Now, | guess| must taste it mysdif.”

* % %

Phillip stood behind Hans. They were back testing their new compound. Hans had loaded thetip of a
wood splint and was about to place it over the burning candle.

Both of them paid close attention. The reaction, when it occurred, was most interesting. The
compound, whatever it was, caught fire before the thin splint of wood.

Hanstook some of the remaining precipitate and rolled it in hisfingers. Then, holding it between two
olints, he held it over the candle until it caught fire. He then passed hisleft hand above the burning
compound. "It gives off agood hesat, Herr Doctor.”

"Drop in onto a clean watch glass and see how cleanly it burns.”

Hans dropped the burning compound onto a clean watch glass and held a second clean watch glass
over the burning compound. He had to put it down quickly because of the heat. He did a clean piece of
paper under the watch glass so any soot would show up better.

"It isless soot than from even awax candle, Herr Doctor.” Hans turned excited eyesto Dr.
Gribbleflotz. "Could it be awickless candle?!

Phillip thought for amoment, then shook hishead dowly. "No, Hans. | don't think it will give off the
light of atrue candle. However, you say it gives off heat. Maybe we have discovered areplacement for
the expensive candles we currently use in our experiments. Come. Let us make a bigger batch. We have
many more teststo conduct.”

Winter 1633, Magdeburg
"Hi, Mike. We've got something for you." Greg Ferraraand Christie Penzey dipped into Mike's
office. Greg delved into a paper bag and extracted a package from it. He did it across Mike's desk.
Mike poked suspicioudy at the waxed paper bundle. "So, what isit?"
"Cydoatrimethylentrinitramine.”
Mike looked to Chrigtie. "Could you trand ate that, please?!
"ItsRDX, or Cylonite. One of the main ingredientsin military C-4 high explosive.”

"| thought you said you couldn't make anything other than nitro or dynamite without benzene from the
codl tar process?’

Greg grinned a bit sheepishly. "We did. We were wrong. Not about getting benzene from the codl tar
process. But we were wrong about the benzene.”

"So when did you start making thisRDX?"

"Weaen't making it, Mike. Therésasmal company that was making smdl lotsfor the Thiringian
Rifles" Greg nodded to the package on the desk. "That's where we got that package.”

"Wéll, how much more can they make? And how comethe Thuringian Riflesgot it firs?'
Greg shrugged. "They're only set up to make pounds per week. The RDX isasddine from their



main product.” Greg shuddered as he remembered the main product of Brennerei und Chemiefabrik
Schwarza, or the Ditillery and Chemica Factory of Schwarza. "Percussion cgps.”

Mike pulled back from his desk and stood up. "' thought you said we couldn't make percussion
caps. Wasn't that the reason we went for flintlock over caplock?' Greg nodded. "So how isit that some
back woods down-timer operation can make percussion caps when you say you can't?”’

Greg shuddered. "Y ou have to understand. They are using mercury, Mike. They're making fulminate
of mercury percussion caps, for God's sake. Believe me. That stuff islethdl. It's not that we can't make
percussion caps, Mike. We could easily make fulminate of mercury percussion caps. Just tell me how
many lives| can budget for. What's my degth quota?”

Mike glared at him. "What's with this 'death quota and 'lives budget’ nonsense?’

Christie spoke up. "What Greg istrying to say, Mike, isthat people areliteradly dying to make
percussion caps. Sure, we could make percussion caps. But we would have accidents, and probably
deaths. Neither Greg nor | want to be responsible for people dying while they make percussion caps.
Fulminates are very senditive. If they're less than pure they become unstable. Hell. Copper fulminate will
explode as soon as ook at you. That's the problem. To make fulminates you need pure ingredients.
Troubleis, we can't just cdl up our friendly chemicals supplier and ask for afew hundred gallons of pure
nitric acid. We haveto triple ditil everything, even the water we use."

Greg took over. "Then thereisthe matter of volumes. The best of the backwoods outfitsis making
maybe an ounce of fulminate of mercury aday. That's enough for about five hundred caps. The army
needs millions. There'sjust no way we can safely make enough caps using fulminate of mercury.”

Mike collgpsed into hischair. "Okay. | think | understand. We can make caps, but not safely.
Certainly not as many caps asthe army would need.” At Greg and Chrigtie's nods, he settled and
returned his gaze to the RDX. " So, how did these folks make this RDX before anybody €lse?"

"Fuel tablets." At Mike'sraised eyebrows Greg smiled. "Y ep. Initidly they developed the technique
using fuel tabletsfrom Tracy Kubiak's old stock from before the Ring of Fire. Apparently, she still had a
few casesleft. Anyway, they picked up acheat sheet for RDX from somewhere and started making it.
Thered break, though . . . that came from Jena." Greg grinned and drew another packet from his bag
and presented it to Mike.

"Gribbleflotz Essence of Fre Tablets?"

"Y eah. Maybe you don't know the connection between the Kubiaks and Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz?
Anyway, Ted, Tracy's husband, discovered that their Dr. Gribbleflotz was making some kind of fuel
tablet. So he got some and turned it over to the people making the RDX."

"So we can sart volume production of RDX?"

"It depends on what you cal volume, Mike. Kubiak Country Industries has built afacility just outside
the Ring to make the fud tablets. Actua production will depend on the demand. Ted said that there
should be good demand from the soldiers who will want something that they can use to cook or sart fires
with. But for high explosives, the problem is till the pure acid needed to convert it from fud tablet to
explosive. Besdes, neither they nor Brennerel und Chemiefabrik Schwarza want to touch volume high
explosves. The Chemiefabrik guysare happy to license their methods to anybody who isinterested.”
Greg paused to collect histhoughts, "The question then is, what's the government's priority here? Do we
buy alicense, set up aplant, and set money aside for widow's benefits? Or we can pay apremium and
convince our contractorsto up their production. The miners could certainly useit. So could the military.
Thisdecisionis, as Frank says 'above my pay grade.' So, what do you want usto do?"



Dr. Phil Zinkens A Bundle

By Kerryn Offord

Jena, 1633

The new chemica "battery" was mogt interesting. Just by adding two electrodes of different metd into
aglass container of weak ail of vitriol one could generate enough of the new dectricity to light the smdll
light bulb.

Dr. Phillip Theophrastus Gribbleflotz returned his attention to the up-time science book. The large
printing and colorful pictures gave clear directions on the process and explained everything in the smplest
of English. Just what was needed for the World's Greatest Alchemist, especidly as he had only learnt
English because those slly up-time femaes from the town of Grantville could only provide reference
meterid in English.

Phillip looked back at his"wet cell battery.” The zinc €l ectrode was wasting away before his very
eyes. He had been warned about this. He pulled the dectrodes from the il of vitriol and wiped them with
arag. Then heturned to the collection of chemicals the Grantville femaes had given him when they
presented him with the up-time science books. Onejar caught hiseye. It waslabeled "Zinc Zn." There
was lessthan haf ajar of the precious metd |eft.

With aheavy heart he turned back to survey hislaboratory. There were anumber of eectricity
experimentsthat really needed zinc. However, zinc was not available in Europe except as an expensve
import from the distant East Indies.

Dragging hisfeet, Phillip made hisway to hisstudy. In therewere dl of hisreference books. Maybe
there was something in there about zinc.

* % %

There was nothing on sources of zincin hislibrary. He sghed heavily. He had been afraid that would
be the case. He moved over to the window and looked out over the crowded streets of Jenatowards the
university. No. That would never do. He would not go begging those people for help. Phillip conceded
defeat. He collapsed into his chair. Reached for his pensand ink. Pulled a sheet of paper from adrawer
and sat and chewed the end of theiron tipped pen while he debated how to start the letter to Frau
Kubiak. If any of the up-timers knew how to get zinc, he was sure Frau Kubiak would be able to obtain
the necessary information. His only worry was what the dratted woman would ask in return.

Grantville Canvas and Outdoor, Mahan Run

Tracy Kubiak carefully placed the letter from Dr. Gribbleflotz on the kitchen table. She stepped back
from it and walked around the kitchen. All the while, she kept an eye on the letter, expecting it to get up



and bite her, or try to escape. She had had sufficient dealings with Dr. Gribbleflotz to know just how
hard he must have found it to write that letter. The fact that there were no errors or blots suggested that it
wasn't afirst draft. A lot of care and attention had been invested init.

Tracy searched high and low for her husband, calling out as she searched. Shefindly ranhimto
ground in hisworkshop. "Ted. Thereyou are. Why didn't you answer when | called?"

Ted very carefully didn't say that he had answered. "What's the problem, Trace?'

"l just got aletter from Dr. Phil. He wants to know about zinc. What do we know about zinc?'

Ted smiled a hiswife and shrugged his shoulders. " Somewhere between nothing and not alot. What
does he want to know?"

"He sayshesafraid of running out of zinc for hiseectricity experiments. | think he wantsusto find
him somemore.”

"That's not going to happen. Every bit of spare zinc, even up-time coins, is being melted down for use
inindustry. They don't makeit in Europe yet. They import it from the Far East, asfar as| know. Do you
want meto check out the library?*

"Please. If theré's nothing else you need to do, I'd like you to see what you can find."

Ted smiled wryly. "So, what isit you want from Dr. Phil thistime?"

"Actualy . .." Shesmiled back. "Nothing. | can't think of athing, but it won't hurt to have Dr. Phil
owe us. Y ou never know. Maybe one day well get something redlly good out of him."

"Yeeh, right." Therewas only ahint of skepticism in hisvoice. "I'll finish cleaning up in here then heed
over to thelibrary. While I'm out that way, | might aswell drop in on the ammonia plant and see how Dr.
Phil'screw aredoing.”

HDG Enterprizes, Jena

Dr. Gribbleflotz and his persond laborant, Hans Satzman, carefully read over the large bundle of
notes Tracy Kubiak had sent. They described zinc and the extraction process, but the notes created
more questions than they answered.

"| shdl haveto journey to Grantville and examine the research materia mysdlf, Hans. Please see that
everything ismade ready."

"Of course, Herr Doctor. Will you be visiting the spirits of hartshorn facility?”

Phillip paused to think for amoment. "Yes. If | include an ingpection of thefacility, | will be gbleto
clam the cost of the trip against the company.”

"Very reasonable, Herr Doctor. Will you be requiring my presence on thisjourney?'

"No." Phillip shook his head. "Not unless you wish to come. Y ou could visit some of the up-time
facilitiesif youwish. | am sure Michagl Siebenhorn and Kurt Stoltz will be only too happy to make
arrangements.”

Oncein Grantville, hisduty vist to the spirits of hartshorn plant complete, Phillip had set out to
complete hisred misson. Michad Siebenhorn, the ex-laborant in charge of the facility, had introduced
Phillip to amost excdlent specidist library researcher and a copyist to do the hard work of the actual
library search and the taking of notes. While the two speciaists visited the various libraries around
Grantville, Phillip, with time heavy on his hands, had taken the opportunity to investigate the clothing and
shoe stores of Grantville. Hanswas | ft to amuse himself touring some of the up-time facilities

* * *

Jena
The copious notes assembled by the researcher and copyist sat in piles on Dr. Gribbleflotz' desk.



Both Phillip and Hans worked away in silence, reading and taking notes.

"'Both sphaerite and calamine are ores of zinc." Well, that is old news." Phillip looked acrossto
Hans, alook of disgust on hisface. ™Y ou would think, for the exorbitant fees those leeches charged, that
they would tell me something | didn't ready know. Why, I've made brass using both of those self same
oresmany atime.”

"But, Herr Doctor. Read this." Hans waved the sheet he had just finished reading. "It saysherethat it
isfrom the vapors of those oresthat one can obtain the zinc."

"What? Let me seethat.” Phillip grabbed the sheet and quickly read it. He dropped hishead into his
hands. "So close." Helooked up at Hans. "' So many times | have been so closeto discovering zinc. If
only I had thought to trap the vapors. | would have earned my rightful place beside my great grandfather,
the great Paracelsus.”

"Herr Doctor, one of the notes saysthat the great Paracel sus named the metal zinken." Hans
hurriedly flicked through the researcher's notes. "Y es, hereit is"

Phillip read the note. "Then in honor of my great grandfather, from now on, | shdl cdl the metd
zinken."

Phillip started to walk around his study. "We will need to prove that we can isolate the zinken. Either
of the oreswill do for that. However . . ." Phillip paused to read from the sheet he held. " It gppears that
'pure ail of vitriol can be made by catching the vapors from the zinken ore spha erite. Asthe processto
isolate zinken isthe same for both ores, we shal experiment with sphaerite.”

Phillip stopped to read further. "I believe ten thousand Pfennige should be enough. According to this
paper, that is sufficient to produce four thousand Pfennige of metalic zinken and two galons of strong ail
of vitriol."

Phillip made for the door. "Hans, start making alist of what else we will need while | ingtruct Frau
Mittelhausen to place an order for some sphalerite. We will start designing the new retorts we will need
when | return.”

* * %

Phillip found his housekeeper-cum-business-manager in the kitchen. After sopping to dip acouple of
cookies out of the cookie barrdl, he approached her. "Frau Mittelhausen.”

"Y es, Herr Doctor?"

"Frau Mittelhausen, please place an order of ten thousand Pfennige of sphaerite ore. | beieveit
should come from the Harz region. Please be sureto insist on only the best qudity ore, and ask that it be
delivered as soon as possible. For such atrifling amount the transport cost should not be excessive.™

"I will pass on the order to Herr Ostermann when | collect the bread and pies from the bakery, Herr
Doctor." Frau Mittel hausen added a note to her shopping list.

Ostermann Transport, Jena

"Good afternoon, Frau Mittelhausen. What can we do for you today?" Joachim Ostermann asked.

"Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz wishesto purchase some material from Harz." Frau Mittelhausen checked
her shopping ligt. "Ten thousand Pfennige of sohderite.”

" Sphalerite, ten thousand Pfennige?' Herr Ostermann checked to confirm he had heard correctly.

"Y es. Only the best premium grade ore mind, Herr Ostermann.”

"Of course, Frau. For the good Herr Doctor, only the best of the best. For such asmall amount the
supplier might charge a premium price. Will that be agreegble?!

"Y es, Herr Ogtermann. If you would prepare acontract, | will sign it when | return from the bakery.”



December 1633, Ostermann Transport, Jena

Joachim Ostermann passed a horrified gaze long lines of pack mules carrying what the mule skinner
leading them claimed was Dr. Gribbleflotz' order of sphaerite. "How did it happen?' he demanded of the
world.

Hans Ostermann, his son, checked the bill of lading the skinner had presented. Confused, he looked
at hisfather. "What is the problem, Papa? The order was for ten thousand Pfundt of premium ore, to be
delivered as soon as possible. That is exactly what we have here.”

"Let me seethat." Joachim grabbed the bill of lading from his son'shand. A quick glance confirmed
what his son had said. Someone, somewhere, had converted the order from Pfennige to Pfundt.

"How did you pay for the ore, Hans?"'

"| sent asigned money order, Papa. Just like we adways do. Y ou saw me collect Frau Mittelhausen's
signature before | took the authorization to the banker.”

Joachim dumped againgt the first of the more than fifty pack mulesthat carried the premium qudity
ore and sighed. "Hans, my son. We have a problem. We could be bankrupted over thiserror.”

"Bankrupted? But the Frau signed for it. We have asigned contract." Hans took time to have another
look at the bill of lading. He waved it like ataisman towards hisfather. "Y es, Dieter correctly caculated
the estimated cost of freight. So even the freight has been mostly paid. How can we be bankrupted?’

Joachim mopped his sweating forehead. "Hans.. . ." He paused as he struggled to find the words.
"Hans, the order should have been for ten thousand Pfennige, alittlelessthan twenty Pfundt. Not ten
thousand Pfundt. We have over-ordered by afactor of more than five hundred, and the freight isinflated
more than athousand fold. | do not know that Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz will accept the mistake."

"But Frau Mittelhausen signed confirming the order, Papa.”

"Yes." Joachim shook his head. " Someone made a mistake. Somehow the order was prepared using
Pfundt rather than Pfennige." Suddenly Joachim jerked upright. His eyes opened wide. "That fool
Beyer. It must have been him. Dr. Gribbleflotz' order was the last one he processed before he became so
ill he had to be taken to Saint Jakob's infirmary. Come, let's check his desk."

* * %

Hans passed a sheaf of paperstowards hisfather. "Peapa, | think this explains what happened.”

Joachim read the notes taken by the late Dieter Beyer. He could only nod his head in agreement. "It
isobvious what happened. Thereisadrop of something, | hopeit isjust water and not whatever killed
Dieter, on theword Pfennige. It is smudged so badly that it could be read as either Pfennige or Pfundt

Hans nodded. "He hadn't been with uslong enough to be aware of the small units Herr Doctor
Gribbleflotz uses and read it asten thousand Pfundt.”

Father and son exchanged grim looks. "Wéll, we know how the mistake was made, but that doesn't
get us any further forward. Thereis no way we can repay the cost of the ore and its priority transport.”

"But, Papal It was an honest mistake, and we have asigned contract.”

"I know, son. But asigned contract will not save our reputation. | will haveto go to him, cap in hand,
and ask for undergtanding.”

HDG Enterprizes, Jena

"Ten thousand Pfundt? How isthis possible? What was the cost?" Frau Mittelhausen al but roared.

Originally, when he discovered that Dr. Gribbleflotz was out of town, Joachim Ostermann had felt
happily confident to be dedling with the housekeeper. However, that was before he felt the full force of
an outraged Frau Mittelhausen. Anybody would have thought the money spent had been her own.



"Fravu, it was an honest mistake. My clerk wasill when he prepared the contract. However." Joachim
was careful to emphagisthis part. " The contract you signed clearly stated ten thousand Pfundt. If you
had read the contract before signing it, the problem would have been detected and easily corrected
before the order was sent out.”

Miffed at being blamed for someone else's mistake, Frau Mittel hausen looked down her nose at
Joachim. "And whereisthis clerk who so conveniently made such amistake?"

"Dead. Dead of fever at theinfirmary that same night."
Stymied, Frau Mittelhausen sghed heavily. "Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz will not like this."

Joachim nodded his head in agreement. "No, he will not be happy. However, | am hoping that we
may cometo some kind of arrangement. If Dr. Gribbleflotz were to honor the contract, | anwilling to
refund some of the cost of trangporting the ore. | am sorry, Frau, but that isthe best | can do. The only
other dternativeis| try to sell the excess ore e sewhere. There have been rumorsthat the staff at the
Univerdty might beinterested.”

Joachim sneaked aquick look a her when he said that last. There were no such rumors, yet.
However, if necessary, hewould start one himsdlf. One never knew. The university faculty might even
want to buy the ore. The animosity between Dr. Gribbleflotz and the faculty of the University waswell
known and a source of constant amusement to the good people of Jena.

"Humph!" Frau Mittelhausen eyed Joachim skepticaly. "1 will leaveit for Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz to
decide”

"Thatisdl | ask, Frau. A fair hearing with Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz."

"Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz. Herr Ostermann has the sphaerite ore you ordered.” Frau Mittel hausen
had been waiting for Phillip to return to his office.

"At lagt. What took so long? | expected ddlivery weeks ago."
"There has been adight mix up, Herr Doctor.”
"What? A mix up?Itisthe orel ordered?'

"l believethe oreis sphaerite, Herr Doctor, and dl premium quality. The problem isthe quantity.
Thereissgnificantly more than you asked for."

"Whereisit? Whereismy ore? | wish to sart my experimentsimmediately.”

"Herr Doctor, Please listen to me. The oreis gtill at Herr Ostermann's. | have declined to take
deivery of it."

"Declined to take delivery? Why ever not?"

Frau Mittel hausen sighed heavily. Getting through to Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz was often atrid.
"Becauseit issgnificantly more than you asked for, Herr Doctor. | felt that only you could acknowledge
Odivery.”

"Only | could acknowledge ddlivery?' Phillip paused, something of the sense of what Frau
Mittel hausen wastrying to say finaly penetrated. "How much ore did Herr Ostermann try to deliver?”

"Enough to require somefifty pack mules, Herr Doctor. Ten thousand Pfundt.”

"But that's. . ." Phillip looked at Frau Mittelhausen in shock. If Herr Ostermann had tried to deliver
that much ore. . . "You haven't dready paid for the ore yet? Have you?'

"Yes, Herr Doctor. | signed the contract and the request for the banker's draft at Herr Ostermann's
at thetime of ordering. Apparently, they were correct for the amount of ore ddivered.”

"Didntyou . .." Phillip started, only to stop. Of course Frau Mittel hausen hadn't checked the
documents. If she had, she would have detected the mistake. He couldn't reglly blame her for not
checking. He himsdlf usually signed without redlly confirming that the amounts were correct. It wasn't asif
Joachim would have ddiberately inflated the order. Hislivelihood depended on his honesty.



"Someone at Herr Ostermann’s made amistake processing the order?”

His housekeeper nodded. "Herr Ostermann saysit was anew clerk, ill with fever. The order form
was smudged and the clerk calculated the order based on quantities he normaly dedt with."

Phillip collapsed into a chair opposite Frau Mittelhausen and buried his head in his hands. "With a
sgned contract Herr Ostermann islegdly entitled to keep our payment, unless. . ." Phillip looked up
hopefully. "Unless Herr Ostermann can find an dternative buyer. Isthere achance that Herr Ostermann
can find abuyer for the excess ore?!

"Herr Ostermann suggested that there were rumors that the Jenafaculty might be interested, Herr
Doctor."

Shocked, Phillip shot to hisfeet. " No. | will not let them get ahead of mein the discovery of zinken."
"Herr Doctor, | suspect your reaction is exactly what Herr Ostermann is hoping for."

Phillip nodded agreement and lowered himself back into hischair. "Y es. Heis probably hoping that |
will not take therisk." He dammed hisfist onto thearm of hischair. "Heisright. | am unwilling to risk that
the university might be interested. If Herr Ostermann iswilling to keep the mistake secret, | will accept
the ore. Please confirm ddivery with Herr Ostermann, Frau Mittelhausen.”

Frau Mittel hausen issued aloud sniff of disgugt. Y ou shouldn't let Herr Ostermann get away with his
incompetence so easlly, Herr Doctor.”

"Y ou may renegotiate anew priceif that will make you fed better, Frau. But please take ddivery of
the ore. My research is dready much delayed. Why, there is the chance that someone else, maybe even
from the university, might isolate the zinken before | do.”

"If youinsst, Herr Doctor. But what are you going to do about the drain on company finances? Frau
Kubiak is sure to question the magnitude of the expenditure.”

"How much did the ore cogt, Frau?' Phillip had an ideathat it was going to be atruly terrifying
amount.

Frau Mittelhausen answered by passing over the statement from Ostermann transport. Thelong string
of zeros had Phillip dmost choking.

Defeated for the moment, Phillip pulled himsalf to hisfeet and sumbled up the sairsto hisrooms. In
the draft created by his departure, the statement gently floated to the floor. Frau Mittelhausen watched
him struggle up the sairs. Then, with asigh, she picked up the statement and filed it.

December 1633, HDG Enterprizes, Jena.

"I have cdled you dl to meet here to address an emergency Stuation.” Frau Mittelhausen looked
around the collected faces of Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz's senior |aborants. All of them had started with the
origina baking soda production line. These were the smart ones. Some of them were responsible for the
production lines producing the various products of HDG Enterprizes and Kubiak Country Industries.

"Recently, at consderable cost, Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz took ddlivery of ten thousand Pfundt of
premium quality sphalerite. That purchase has created an enormous hole in the accounts. Such abig hole
that, unless something is done, we will not be recelving any bonus this year, and probably not next year
ather.”

"Why would Dr. Gribbleflotz purchase so much ore, Frau Mittelhausen? That is much more than he
would ever need for his experiments,” Michagl Siebenhorn asked.

Frau Mittelhausen looked everywhere but a Michad. "A trifling mistake was made in the preparation
and confirmation of the order. But the how is no longer important. The Herr Doctor has barely left his
|aboratory for the last two weeks. Isn't that right, Hans?'

Hans Saltzman, Dr. Gribbleflotz's trusted persond laborant of nearly two years nodded. "Y es. Herr
Doctor Gribbleflotz fed sthat heis respongble for the problem. Even aswe spegk heisdriving himsalf
hard making the zinken and ail of vitriol."



"Zinken?' Maria Anna Siebenhorn, Michael's younger sister, looked up with some excitement.
"Chemicd symbol Zn?' They weredl aware of the way Dr. Gribbleflotz used his own naming
methodology.

"Yes.'Zn.' Why?Isit important?'

"Yes, Hans. It isimportant.” Maria Annalooked around the dinner table. "Y ou dl do know that I'm

working for acompany making percussion caps?’ The people at the table nodded. "What you might not
know isthat the company has up-timer partners.”

Kurt Stoltz lifted his eyebrowsin ascowl. "Some of us know, and are fully aware that the up-timers
are happy to let down-timersrisk their liveswith fulminate of mercury. Y ou don't see them risking their
own lives"

"Kurt, settle down. They pay well and they provide the best safety equipment they can. | earn over a
hundred dollars aday for lessthan five hours work. Where else can | earn that kind of money, plusfree
bed and board in an up-time house?' Maria Annaturned back to the group. "Anyway, the up-timers are
redly interested in zinc. Hans, can the Herr Doctor redly make pure metalic zinc?"

"Zinken, MariaAnna He calsit zinken. Apparently his great grandfather Paracelsusfirst used that
name for the meta. Y es, he has managed to make zinken and ail of vitriol. However, he will take yearsto
convert dl of the oreto zinken and oil of vitriol."

Frau Mittelhausen stood to attract attention. "That iswhy | asked you dl to meet here. The Herr
Doctor isgood at what he does. However, he works only in small amounts. | have been following the
progress of al of you and the facilities you are running. | have noticed that production volumes have
increased while running costs have declined.” Frau Mittelhausen looked dmost fondly over the young
faces. "l can only assume you have been able to modify the processes so asto increase batch sizes"

"We have introduced afew continuous processes, Frau Mittelhausen,” Kurt admitted. Michadl and a
couple of others nodded. The up-timers had been very helpful when it came to improving the production
techniques.

"My question of dl of you is. can you take whatever process Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz has created
and incresse the volumes?!

"Will Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz let us help him?* Maria Annaasked.

In sllence everybody waited for Frau Mittel hausen to respond. Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz was a proud
man. Would he accept help from his students?

With aresigned sigh, Frau Mittelhausen looked up the stairs towards Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz's
laboratory. "I will ask."

February 1634, Kubiak Country

"Hey, Tracy. Wasn't the geek working on zinc?'
"Tasha, please don't call him ‘the geek.' Y es, Dr. Phil wasinterested in zinc. Why do you ask?"

"But heisageek. Okay, I'll try not to call him ageek. Anyway, there's an article in the newspaper by
one of those Jenadoctor guys. He's written something about how to make zinc. Do you think he's beaten
Dr. Phil to the punch?'

"Could you show methe article, Tasha?' Tracy looked over Tasha's shoulder.
"There, that one." Tasha pointed out the article before she passed the folded newspaper to Tracy.

It took only afew minutesto read the article. Tracy grimaced. Dr. Phil was not going to be happy. It
was possible that the author had only been interpreting what he had found in up-time books, but the way
the article read did suggest the he had actualy tried the process.

"Oh, heck. | think atrip to Jenamight be on the cards. Dr. Phil isn't going to be happy having a Jena
academic achemist besting him to produce zinc.”



February 1634, HDG Enterprizes, Jena

"Ted. Why do you suppose everyoneislooking at us so guiltily?”
"l have no ideg, dear. Do you suppose we could just ask Frau Mittelhausen how Dr. Phil istaking
the publication of that article on the secrets of zinc?!

"But, Ted. Haven't you noticed the peopl€? There are too many laborants. I'm sure there weren't this
many last time | visited. What about when you last visited?'

"Pardon? Oh, the new faces. Well, Dr. Phil wasworking on hisfuel tablets. I'm sure he'sjust training
up some more people to work on them."

"Thefud tablets. . ." Tracy nodded asif the information confirmed something, "Y es. That would
explanwhy | saw Michadl Siebenhorn and Kurt Stoltz.”

"What?" Ted searched around the centra compound of the HDG Enterprizesfacility. "Both Michael
and Kurt?'

"Y es. Over by the west wing. Why? What's so special about those two being here? | thought they
were two of the company's best production alchemigts.”

"They are. But converting Dr. Phil'stest tube level production to volume production shouldn't need
both of them. Besides, if they're here, who's minding the store back in Grantville? No. Something isgoing
on. Comeon. | want to talk to Dr. Phil and find out.” Ted strode off toward Dr. Phil's office.

* * *

"Herr Kubiak, Frau Kubiak. How can | help you?' Frau Mittelhausen's not inconsiderable bulk
blocked their way into the office.

"You cantel uswhat isgoing on, Frau Mittelhausen. Why are both Michadl and Kurt herein Jena?
What is so important that both of them had to be called in from Grantville? And why weren't we
notified?" Tracy's voice was Cross.

Frau Mittelhausen looked from Ted to Tracy. They were obvioudy after answers and wouldn't leave
without them. With aheavy sgh of resignation, she guided them into the office.

"Frau Kubiak, if you will remember, Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz and | can sign for goods without limit .

"Yes, yes. | know that. With you both in Jena, it was slly to require everything to go through
Grantville. Please get to the point.”

"Frau Kubiak, that isthe point. If either the Doctor or | sign a contract thereisno further check.
Thereisno book keeper to question any purchase. . ."

Ted frowned. "Hold it. Are you suggesting either you or Dr. Gribbleflotz have ordered something you
shouldn't have?'

"No, Herr Kubiak. The order was for sphalerite ore for Dr. Gribbleflotz's zinken experiments. No.
The problem was not what was ordered, but rather, how much was ordered.”

Confused, Tracy searched Frau Mittelhausen's face. "But why would there be a problem? We have
never complained about what Dr. Gribbleflotz has ordered yet.”

Frau Mittel hausen went to a cabinet and removed afolder. Opening it she selected a sheet of paper
and passed it to Tracy. Tracy took awhile to read the invoice, finaly reaching the bottom where the
costsweretdlied. Horrified, she looked at Frau Mittelhausen. "Y ou paid that much for zinc ore?" She
waved theinvoiceintheair. "Why?'

"There was amistake, Frau. The doctor only asked for afraction of the amount. Such aquarntity,
barely asmal shopping basket full, should have been easily conveyed by the fastest method for only a
few dollars. However, the mistake resulted in ten thousand Pfundt being ddivered by pack mule." Frau
Mittel hausen stopped speaking, unable to convey in words the significance differencein cost of



trangporting asmall basket of ore as part of someone else's cargo compared with the cost of more than
fifty pack mules and their handlers.

"The actua cost of the ore, Frau, was amere pittance compared with the cost of transporting it all
the way from the Harz Mountains.”

Tracy dapped the invoice onto atable. "How badly does this effect the books, Frau Mittelhausen?
Arewein debt?'

"No, Frau Kubiak. We had sufficient reserves from the ses of Gribbleflotz S Vin Betula, dthough
expenses have increased congderably.”

Tracy winced. Sdes of Dr. Gribbleflotz' Sd Vin Betula, better known as Dr. Gribbleflotz' Little Blue
Rill of Happiness, had been very profitable. So profitable that others had started making aspirinin
competition. Priceswere stable at about adollar apill, but they had been forced to invest in advertisng
to maintain market growth.

Ted read theinvoice, then turned to Frau Mittel hausen. "What is being done with the ore?"

Tracy stared at her husband. That was avery good question. Somewhere, there was something like
fivetons of sphaerite. If Dr. Gribbleflotz could extract the zinc, then maybe al wasnot logt. "Y es, Frau.
What is Dr. Gribbleflotz doing with al thet ore?”

"Please, follow meand | will show you."
Tracy and Ted followed Frau Mittel hausen to the wing where Tracy had seen Michael and Kurt.

They were greeted by slence when they entered the building. Y oung men and women lining the room
turned and looked at them. Accusing looks were directed towards Frau Mittelhausen.

Michael Siebenhorn made hisway towards them. "Frau Kubiak, Herr Kubiak. How can | help you?”

"Wewould like to know what is being done with the sphderite that was delivered here late last
year."

With aguilty look at both Ted and Tracy, Michadl called for the laborants to return to work. ™Y ou
know then? It wasn't Dr. Gribbleflotz' fault. It was an honest mistake."

"Michad, what have you been doing with the ore?' Ted asked impatiently.
"We have beenrefining it.”
Tracy perked up. "All of it? Y ou'verefined dl of that ore?’

"Nearly. We are on the last couple of bushd baskets now. Come, follow meand | will show you
what we have."

Bubbling with hope, Tracy dragged Ted adong as she followed Michad. Michadl unlocked the door
to the storeroom and stood back to let them look at the treasure within.

"What's in those big bottles?' Ted asked.

"Strong oil of vitrial. Actudly, very strong ail of vitriol. Wethink it isover ninety percent pure. Herr
Doctor Gribbleflotz isill testing it.”

"How much do you have?'

"About fifteen hogsheads, Herr Kubiak."

"And themetdlic zinc?'

"About four thousand Pfundt of zinken, Herr Kubiak."

Ted laughed. "Zinken? Isthat what Dr. Gribbleflotzis caling it?!

"Yes, Herr Kubiak. It isin memory of hisgreat grandfather, Paracelsus. Zinken isthe name
Paracel sus gave the metd .”

Ted nodded. He drew out a pencil and paper and began recording the contents of the store room.
"Anything s=?'
Michael smiled. "Y es, Herr Kubiak. Thereis aso some four hundred guilders worth of other metals



and compounds.”

Ted and Tracy tried to calculate the worth of the goods. " The value of everything you extracted from
the oreis probably enough to cover the cost of it, with something left over. But, what about the cost of
recovery? What were those costs?"

Michadl shrugged. "Too much, | am sure, Frau Kubiak. We worked with great haste, and with
considerable secrecy. Both of which added to our costs. However, we have been developing our
technology. We now know how to recover the metals and compounds from sphaerite.”

"And what good isthistechnology, Michagl ?" Tracy asked.

Smiling smugly, Michaegl guided them out of the storeroom. *Frau Kubiak. With our technology we
can smelt zinken. Other people. . ." Michadl paused to look at Ted and Tracy. "Did you read about the
doctor on the Jenafaculty who isolated the zinken?' They nodded. " Other people might know the secret
of zinken, but they do not know how to recover not only the zinken, but the sulphur and the other metals
and compounds. We at HDG Enterprizes have devel oped the necessary technology. The more we can
recover from the processing of the sphalerite, the more economic the process becomes. We have aready
sent out federsfor partners. We believe we can congtruct a smelter outside the city of Halle. Thereis
ample cod near the city that can be used to smelt the ore, and trangport of the sphalerite from the Harz
Mountains should be affordable, because we can use bargesto float the ore down theriver to Halle."

"Nice. But why the secrecy? Why didn't you notify Tracy and me?'

"Itisthe Herr Doctor. We had to prove the technology first, otherwise Herr Doctor Gribbleflotz
could have been alaughing stock. At leadt, that's how it al started.” Michagl smiled in reminisance.
"Thereisaso the fact that we currently hold the largest supply of pure metdlic zinken in Europe. We
have an agent exploring the prospects of 'selling short." We think we will be able to maintain the current
high price as long as people don't know we are producing zinken locdly."

Tracy snorted. "How do you hope to keep your activities quiet? Surely people will see your
production facilities?'

Michad smiled. "That isthe thing with the new technology, Frau Kubiak. That academic, he talked of
caamine. We are using sphaerite. If we used calamine, then people might suspect we were making
zZinken. But spha erite? From sphalerite people will see us making and sdlling ail of vitrial. Itisan
important and valuable chemicd. If we are careful, we can keep the zinken processing secret.” Michad's
smilegrew triumphant. "And, of course, that will keep theloca price high. High enough for the maximum
profit.”

"What about those partners you were talking about?"

"Only afew of them know of the zinken. Most of the potentia partners are either minerslooking to
sl ther ore, or peopleinterested in the ail of vitriol and other by-products. Only fifteen people, including
you two, know of the zinken."

Ted and Tracy exchanged glances, then turned their attention back to Michael. "Y ou redlly think you
can make agoing concern of azinken smelter?' Michadl nodded in answer. "Then . . ." Ted turned to
check that Tracy agreed. She nodded. "How can we help?”

"Money." Michadl rolled hiseyes. "And if possible, Herr Kubiak, can you get some more of those
‘catalytic converters?”

"How much money?' Tracy asked.

"What do you want the cataytic convertersfor?' Ted asked.

"The convertersimprove the yield of the ail of vitriol, Herr Kubiak. Frau Kubiak, we don't know
how much money, but it will be alot. We may have to ask that you mortgage the HDG Enterprizes
facility and the ammoniafacility. Mining and minerd processing isvery expensve. However, the potentia
returns are enormous.”

* % %



"Y ou know, Trace, | wouldn't have thought Dr. Phil had it in him to build up that kind of persona
loydty."

Tracy looked back over her shoulder at the HDG Enterprizesfacility. "It was abit of asurprise.
Maybe therésmoreto our Dr. Phil than meetsthe eye.”

Essen Stedl, Part 1
Crucibédllus

By Kim Mackey

Chapter One

By early morning they had passed beyond the Sege lines and lay hidden in a copse of woods four
milesfrom the Magdeburg gates.

"Wewill travel only at night for the first few days," Henri said, "and hide during the day. Best not to
tempt fate”

That afternoon, after degping most of the morning, they watched the huge pillar of smoke bail up into
the sky from the direction of Magdeburg. Henri, her father'sfriend, and an dmost uncle, turned grim. "It
is much worse than even | suspected it would be. They should not have set fire to the town. Magdeburg
aive could sustain them. Magdeburg destroyed will force them to forage into the countryside. We will
have to move as soon as we can tonight.”

As Colette Dubois watched the black smoke rise into the sky she imagined she could hear the
screams of the women and children on the breeze. She shuddered. Raped and murdered. Thousands of
them. And now Tilly'swolves would be scouring the outlying digtricts for more plunder and victims.

They rode for days, constantly on guard and careful to avoid concentrations of other travelers who
might attract the attention of soldiers. Finally they stopped at an abandoned house on the outskirts of a
village so that Henri could get more supplies. Colette and Colas, her brother, hid in the woods near the
house and waited, tying their horses far enough back so they would not whinny in greeting to any horses
passing aong the road.

In the late afternoon they heard hoof besats on the road. Colette quickly grabbed Colas before he
could jump up and expose himsdlf. "What are you doing?' she hissed. "Wait and seeif it isHenri firg."

Crouching back down, Colette and Colas watched as half a dozen soldiers kicked in the door of the
house and began to ransack it.

So stupid, thought Colette. There was nothing of vaue left in the house. But the soldiers seemed to
delight in smashing whét little furniture there was. Two of the men began amore systematic search of the
outside yard and were beginning to work their way steadily in Colette's direction. If they cametoo close.



.. Colette shivered. She knew what her fate would be. Desth, if she waslucky. And Colas wasn't strong
enough to survive even aweek in asoldier's camp, given hisrecent sickness.

It wasthelight that saved them.

The soldiers were twenty yards away when the sun spawned on the earth. A titanic wave of sound
rolled across the house. Terrified, the soldiers quickly mounted their horses and gall oped off.

Colette watched them go. She breathed asigh of relief. Then felt Colas tug at her deeve.
He pointed. "Where did the hill go?"
Colette shivered again. A sign from God. But what did it mean?

It was an hour later when they once again heard hoof beats on the road. Thistimeit was Henri. He
had no supplies and he seemed to be favoring hisleft shoulder.

Colette saw the blood on his jacket. ™Y ou've been shot!"

Henri dabbed at the wound. "1t's nothing. No bones broken, not much blood. A band of cutthroats.
Well haveto ride on for supplies." Henri gestured toward the house. "What happened here?”

Colette shook her head. "I don't know. There were soldiers, haf adozen of them. They would have
found us but for the light. It waslike the sun wasrising from the earth. The sound nearly deafened us."

They spent the night several hundred yards deeper in the woods.

* % %

"Josh! Y our move, boy."

Josh sighed. Normdlly it took his grandfather at least 15 minutes to make amove in the middle game.
Hed thought there would be plenty of time to use the phonein the kitchen for aquick cal to his
gger-in-law.

"What wasthat?' Michelle asked.

"Gramps. We're playing chess. It's Sunday after dl," Josh said.

Josh's grandfather aways hosted the weekly parish chess club. Josh had been involuntarily inducted
when they heard about his U.S. Chess Federation master rank. This Sunday, of course, the group was
limited to the real chess fanatics who were willing to incur Vince Masanidlo'swrath by skipping out early
on hisfortieth wedding anniversary party.

Josh could fed hissger-in-law smile. ™Y ou going to let him win thistime?*
"Not likely." Josh chuckled. "He knows I'm gill amaster. If | let himwin I'd never hear theend of it.
But at least | can makeit seem likeastruggle.”

"Tdll that French witch you're busy, boy. | just made the move of the century! No way you're getting
out of thisone!"

"Oh great," Josh sad. "Now you're the French witch."

Michdlelaughed. "Tdl Joe he'sasurly old curmudgeon.”

"Michelle saysyou're asurly old curmudgeon, Gramps.”

Joe snorted. "She's got that right.”

"Hey, Lou," Josh sad, "is Gramp's move that greaet? Maybe | should stay in the kitchen.”

He heard the pause in the speed chess game and knew that Lou Giamarino was looking over the
board.

"Yeah. Youreintroubledl right,” Lou said dryly. "L ookslike he bought your sacrifice. Probably
matein fivefor you."

Josh laughed and listened for aminute as the three old friends began arguing over Jog's last move.
That should keep them busy, he thought. "Did you get dl of the books sent, Michelle?!

The company Josh worked for had received the contract from the West Virginia Department of
Transportation to investigate the old Baltimore & Ohio raillroad route for the "railsto trails' program. Josh



had pushed hard to get the job, knowing that he could save alot of his per diem by staying with his
grandfather in Grantville,

But, asaquid pro quo, Josh's boss had demanded that he prepare a paper for a symposium, any
symposium, involved with industrial archaeology. Josh had discovered that the twenty-gxth International
symposium of the International Committee for the History of Technology waslooking for an American to
present areport. Since he worked mainly in Pittsburgh, Josh decided that the early history of sted would
be just about perfect.

Initidly, Josh had made good progress on the paper for the symposium, gaining accessto avariety of
records from Pittsburgh steel companies. He had aso done extensive spelunking on the internet,
vacuuming al kinds of files onto hislaptop's hard drive. Early on, he discovered "The Sheffield
Connection” in the Pittsburgh crucible stedl industry, but the only decent sources available for deep
background were dusty nineteenth-century books not found in the United States. Taking advantage of his
Sister-in-law's upcoming trip to London and Paris, he asked her to air express some of the books he had
Selected.

"Yes, they'vedl been sent,” Michedle said. "Didn't you get them yet?!
"No, just one package with the two history books. The rest are probably lost in some DHL
warehousein New York. If they aren't here by Wednesday I'll run their tracking numbers down. The B

& O survey should be wrapped up soon and then | can redly get working on the paper for the
symposium.” Josh heard some noise from the other end of theline. Danidl'svoice.

"Oops." Michdlelaughed. " Someone wantsto say hi."

" Joghl"

"Danid! How's my favorite nephew doing?'

Josh smiled when he heard Michelle say, " Speak French, Danid.”

"Josh, grandpere m'a amené voir Notre Dame."

"C'était amusant?"

"Josh, c'est une cathédrale," scolded Danidl. " Plutét ennuyeux. Mais les gargouilles, ¢a, came
plait.”

Josh grinned. " Alors, peut-étre la Tour Eiffel te plairait plus. Laisse-moi parler a ta maman
maintenant.”

"Okay, Josh. Seeyou."

"Later, Danid."

Michelle came back ontheline.

"Got to go, Michdlle" Josh said. "I'll call again when | get back to Pittsburgh. Jet'aime.”

"Jet'aimeau..."

The phone went dead at the sametime abrilliant white light lit the sky and adistant sound of thunder
seemed to echo across the hills. For a second Josh stood there, stunned. What the hell?

"What the hell wasthat?' his grandfather yelled from the living room.

"I don't know, Gramps. But both the power and the phone are dead.”

Lou and Bart came into the kitchen, both with vaguely worried expressons on their faces. "The
phones went out at the same time as the power?"

Josh nodded.

Bart shook his head. "Odd. The phone system is supposed to have its own power supply. Think I'll
go take alook around town to see who's in the same boat. Want to come adong, Lou?’

"I'mwithya" Lou turned towards the living room. "Were taking off, Joe. Well call when the phones
dart up agan.”



"Party poopers,” Joe grumbled.

Lou grinned. "Take care of the old man, Josh. He's getting amight touchy in his dotage.”

"Y ou ain't no spring chicken yoursef, Louis Giamarino!”

Lou laughed and waved to Josh as he and Bart went out the back door. "Later, Josh.”

Joe ydled from the living room. "Damn. Josh, come finish the game and welll wait it out, whatever it
is. But open the curtains so we have some more light.”

"Come on, Gramps. Let'sgo find out what's going on. Maybe it's something serious.”

Joe snorted. "Forget it, boy. Can't be anything that bad. Besides, | till think 1've got you cornered
here, no matter what Lou says."

Josh sighed and glanced out the kitchen window. Odd, the sun seemed to bein adifferent direction
than he remembered it being. Josh shrugged and walked back into the living room.

* % %

For Colette, Henri and Colas, the strangeness started again when they came across the road. Colette
had been logt in thought and did not redlize they were on aroad until she noticed the changein the sound
of the horse's hooves.

"Stop!"

Colas and Henri reined in their horses and watched as Colette did off her horse and squatted to stare
at the black-topped road.

"What isit, Colette? What'swrong?'

"Think, Colas. Where did thisroad come from? Look at it!"

Colas nodded. "It is very nice. Nice and wide. And very smooth.”

Colette got to her feet and looked to the south. The road disappeared around a curve haf amile
away. Colette took out her dagger and dug a bit of the black stuff out of the road. Sherolled some of it
on her fingers. Sticky. She sniffed her sample, then tasted it with her tongue. Tar. It wastar of some
kind.

Colette stared at the road. "Henri? Don't you seeit?' She paced the width and looked at the edge.
Sherolled some of the gravel and tar in her hand again.

"It's about twenty feet wide, and perhaps alittle more than ahaf foot thick." Her eyes closed for a
moment, her mind occupied with caculations. When Colette got her answer she shook her head.

No, that's impossible. Shelooked at the road again, stamped on it with her foot.

Definitely real, she thought wryly. Not impossible.

By now Henri and Colas were staring at her.

Henri cocked his head in puzzlement. " Seewhat? It isjust aroad. A very good road, true, but ill . .

"Henri, thisroad uses moretar for every mile than the annua production from Finland! How rich are
these people?’

Henri opened his mouth, then shut it. He understood now what Simon Dubois had meant when he
said hewas sometimes afraid of his daughter. Shethought . . . differently.

Colette looked again to the south and noticed that the road did not follow the exact curve of the hill
but cut through a portion of it. It was like achess problem. Colette was fully focused, gnawing at it like a
hungry dog gnaws at a soup bone.

Colette sudied the road more carefully. How was it made? Too smooth for daves or other human
labor. Too perfect.

"Machines of somekind," she muttered to hersdf, "definitely machines. Wherever thisroad goeswe
will find machines”



Henri stared at Colette again and then shook his head. " Should we stay on the road?”

Colette nodded. "Y es. But onthe side, | think. Thisroad is used for more than just carts and
wagons.”

They followed the road for another mile, passing severa houses before Colette's words came true.
They could see ariver and another road that intersected the one they were on. They were severa dozen
yards from the intersection when a square metal box on whedls came from the right and moved rapidly
through the intersection. The horses spooked dightly at the noise of its passing.

Colas eyeswere asround as saucers. "Was that a machine?”'

Colette nodded. True, she had expected something, but the redlity of it was certainly different than
she had imagined. Especidly the speed.

"Did you notice the man ingde, Henri?1 think he was guiding it, like afarmer guides hiswagon with
reins”

Henri nodded. "What do we do now? Follow it? It's at least heading in the direction of Saalfeld.”

"Yes" Colette said. "But carefully. Y ou saw how fast that machine moved.”

After another mile they found themsdlveslooking at alarge rectangular building. They watched from
the edge of the woods for amost an hour. Many of the people moving in and out seemed to be young,
under the age of twenty. But dl appeared to be well-fed and in excdllent hedth. Some left or arrived on
two-wheded vehiclesthat they steered with their hands. Others got into the metal machines which moved
off with loud noises. The machines camein avariety of stylesand colors but Colette noted certain
commondities. Every one had four black whedls with ameta looking center. And when they started and
moved every one seemed to emit smoke to agreater or lesser degree.

Occasionally words were shouted loud enough for them to hear clearly. Colette redized that dl of the
people she saw seemed to be speaking English.

"English?' Henri said, when Colette told him. "What isacolony of Englishmen doing in the middle of
Thuringia?'

Henri winced when he moved his shoulder. The bullet was il inthere. Colette knew they would
have to get to a surgeon soon. It needed to be removed. With al of these machines the Englishmen
seemed to be master mechanics. Perhaps they had good surgeons as well.

Colette smiled. "Let'sgo find out. But pretend to know no English. We may find out moreif they
think we don't understand their language.”

"That will not be difficult,” grumbled Henri. "1 don't know any English. And how isit that you do?'

"Papahired an English Jesuit, Father Line, to teach me mathematics. | asked him to teach me English
aswdl so | could talk to the merchants who sometimes cometo Liege. After learning Latin, Dutch, and
German, it wasn't too difficult.”

Colas hesitated amoment. "Are you sure, Colette? Maybe these Englishmen are Tilly's soldiers.”

"Colas, have you seen any wegpons? Any weagponséat al?'

Colas shook his head.

"Soldiers would have weapons. These people act asif they are safe” Colette said. "If Tilly'sor
Hoffman's soldiers were anywhere about, these people would be armed and barricaded or acting with
fear. Andif they do not know of Tilly's soldiers, then we can obtain their gratitude by warning them.”

Colette got to her feet and motioned to Colas and Henri. "Let's go. Henri, keep your sword
shesthed. When we get close, start waving.”

Asthey approached the building severa of the young people stopped to watch them. When Colette
waved a them, they waved back. She heard bits and pieces of their conversation as she got closer.

"...Jeezhe'shig. .. Begreat power forward with those shoulders. . . She'spretty . . . lookslike
one heck of asword . . ." What was "power forward," Colette wondered.



They seemed friendly enough. Colette considered amoment. " Excusez-moi, savez-vous Sil y a un
chirurgien par ici?"

An older boy turned and motioned for ayounger blonde-haired boy with glassesto step forward.
"Sounds like French to me. Mark, you better handleit.”

"My nameisMark." The boy's French was hesitant. He pushed his glasses up hisnose. "But | do not
speak French well. Would you like to speak with my teacher, Madame Hawkins?'

"Yes, please,” replied Colette.

Mark led them insde the building and motioned for them to wait. In less than five minutes Nicole
Hawkins arrived. Colette quickly explained their story to Nicole and asked for a surgeon, pointing to the
dried blood on Henri's shoulder.

"We have amakeshift hospitd right here. Other refugees have been injured, some serioudy. Please
comewith me. Dr. Nicholswill take alook at that for you."

The surgeon was an older man, aMoor, who acted in avery competent manner. Once Henri had his
jacket and shirt off, Nichols probed and pushed at the wound, watching Henri's face ashe did so. He
had Nicoletrandate for him and Colette tried to follow hisEnglish.

"Thebullet isinthere and it hasto come out. Y ou dready have signs of infection and we will haveto
clean out the wound channel.” Nichols cocked his head at Henri. "How old are you?'

"Forty-nine." Nicole Hawkinstrand ated.

Nichols nodded. "WEell want to keep you under observation for a couple of daysto make sure no
infection is starting after we operate.”

"Hisimmune system isn't asgood as ayounger person's,” Colette heard Nichols mutter. "Better safe
than sorry.” What was an "immune system"?

Nicholslooked at Nicole. "Where are they staying?"

Nicole shrugged. "No idea. Let me ask them what they want to do."

When Nicole addressed the question to Colette, Colette thought for amoment. "Isthere a Catholic
Church here? Perhaps the priest has room for us."

Nicole nodded. "Excellent idea. Y es, the churches are opening their doorsto refugees. And if you're
Catholic, you'll be more comfortable there. I'l drive you mysdf.”

The next few days went by like adream. Colette went on numerous walks around Grantville. She
and Colas visited Henri after his surgery. He was grumpy about staying at the hospitd. Dr. Nicholstold
her, through Nicole Hawkins, that it was necessary to be sure the wound did not become infected,
epecialy seeing astheir supply of antibioticswaslimited. What were "antibiotics'? Anti-living? It
does not make sense. But Nichols had assured her that Henri would be released by Thursday evening.

* % %

It was only after the town meeting on Wednesday that the emotional impact of the event everyone
was beginning to call the "Ring of Fire" began to hit home for JoshuaModi. Josh was driving Joe back to
the house. Both werelogt in their own thoughts.

I'll never see my family again, Josh thought. The tears started to come but he forced them back.
Got to be calm, for Gramps' sake.

The discussion he'd had with Doc Adams had made it clear that there waslittle that could be done
for Jogsdiabetes. Hisonly living rdativein thisuniverse, hisonly family ingde the Ring of Fire, was going
to die. And there was nothing—absol utely nothing—he could do about it.

Asthey pulled into the driveway of Joe's house on Turnbull Street, Josh cleared histhroat. " Gramps?
How much insulin do you have?'

"About afour month supply,” Joe said camly. "But I'm giving haf of it to David Miklos, the butcher.”

"What? Gramps, you can't do that, damn it!"



"I canand | will, Josh. David and | use the same type of insulin but he was just getting ready to order
some more when this damn Ring of Fire hit. He has less than athree week supply. And he hasafamily,

Joe patted Josh's hand. "I've lived along, happy life Josh, and I'm seventy-five yearsold. David is
under thirty. He deserves afew extramonths with hisfamily. Now comeinside. I've got somethingsto
show you."

Josh wanted to argue with his grandfather but he knew it would be useless. And Josh understood
how precious the extratime might be for David'sfamily.

Joe led Josh through the house and down into the basement. The basement was crammed with all
kinds of things. aset of barbdlls, aworkout bench, canning jars, three or four toolboxes. Josh spotted
two boxes [abeled "Josh.”

"Arethose my old college books?'

Joe grinned. "Y up. Maybe you can find something useful in them for this predicament wefind
oursdvesin.”

Josh snorted. Predicament. Typicd for Grampsto understate the Situation. Grantvillewasin the
middle of one of the worst warsin human history, surrounded by potential enemies, and for his
grandfather it wasa " predicament.”

Joe stopped to heave an old trunk out of hisway. Then heinserted akey into alock on abrown
metal container about eight feet long and three feet wide. When Joe threw back the lid Josh could do
nothing but goggle.

"Whét the heck isthat?"

Joe chuckled and took the large semi-automatic rifle out of the container. To Josh it seemed to ocoze
lethdity.

"| forgot you aren't agun nut. Thisisan Itdian verson of the Garand | used to carry in World War
Two. It'scaled aBM-59. When | saw onein Shotgun News | just had to get one for nostalgia's sake.
Bought about athousand rounds of ammo, too. But you'll probably want to give that to the army.”

Joe pulled back a blanket on the |eft side of the container and handed Josh acomic book ina
protective plastic dip cover.

Josh looked &t his grandfather and smiled. "And how long have you been keeping this a secret?|
never knew you collected comic books."

"About forty years" Joe said. "And don't tell anyone or you'l find out what this old man can ill do
with that BM-59. | get enough ribbing asit is." Joe rubbed hisjaw thoughtfully. "I have no ideaif these
will be worth anything here, but you never can tdl.

"The most important part of your inheritance, Josh, will be this house and the rentals down on
Clarksburg Street. Property has dways been agood investment. With that, and with the money in the
Grantville Bank, you should befine."

Thenit hit Josh. Hisinheritance. "Gramps, what are you saying?"

Joe smiled. "What I'm saying, Josh, isthat al of what | own, dl that | have, | am giving to you. You
have to make anew lifefor yoursdf, boy. And thisis adamn hostile world for poor people. Just promise
me you won't squander it on damn foolishness.”

Josh nodded. Tears cameto hiseyes. Thistime he did nothing to stop them. "I don't want to inherit
anything, Gramps," he said softly. "' want you."

Joe's voice was rough as he patted Josh's shoulder. "I know you do, boy. | know you do. But at

least thisway | can go to the Lord with the knowledge that you can make afresh start for yourself. Now
promise me you won't screw things up by blowing your inheritance on fast cars and loose women.”



Despite himsdlf, Josh chuckled. "'l promise, Gramps. | promise.”

"I've had my will made up for along time and you were getting most of it anyway. But I'll need to see
an atorney in the next week to reviseit. No need to have your mom and dad in the will since they don't
even exist in thisuniverse, or whatever the hell it is"" Joe hugged his grandson gently. "Let'sgo upgairs.
Got alot to talk to you about. Y ou don't know much about the people in Grantville, sinceit's been ten
years sSince you lived here. Like any town, there are some good people and some bad people. The more
you know, the better off you'l be."

Josh and his grandfather went upstairs and talked for hours before Joe got tired and fell adegpin his
easy chair. Josh carefully covered him with ablanket and went to his own bedroom. But he couldn't
deep. Over and over in hismind the facts churned through his head. Hisfamily was gone forever. Joe
was going to die. Grantville wasin the middle of aferociouswar. And he had no job. What the hell was
he going to do with hislife?

Somehow he eventuadly fell adeep. But the last thought he remembered was il . . . what the hell
was he going to do with hislife?

* % %

Josh was up before Joe. He moved quietly around the kitchen. When the phone rang he jumped to
grab it beforeit could ring twice. "Hello?"

"Hi, Josh. Father Mazzare here. Is Joe awake yet?'

"No, he's4till ... watasec. . ."

Joe yawned and walked into the kitchen, till in the clothesheld dept in.
"Gramps, it'sfor you. Father Mazzare."

Joe nodded and took the phone. "What can | do for you, Father?!

Josh listened to the conversation. He could tell it was about housing. The meseting the previous night
had made it clear that there were hundreds, perhaps thousands, of refugees out in the woods around
Grantville. Housing them was going to be ared problem.

"Nope. Sorry, Father. Those houses on Clarksburg are packed with Vince Masaniello's relatives and
guests from hisfortieth wedding anniversary party,” Joe said. "At least until they can make other
arrangements. But I've got a pare bedroom in the studio over the garage and you're only a couple of
blocks away."

Joe listened again and then nodded. "Tak to Josh, he spesks French redlly well."

Josh took the phone from Joe. "What's up, Father?"'

Father Mazzare Sghed. "Asyou know from last night's meeting, we've got one heck of arefugee
problem. In fact, the rooms on the second story of the parish hall are aready packed with people. Most
of them seem to be German, but one group of three seemsto speak French better than they speak
German. Can you come over and talk to them, get their story? From what | can gather the older manisa
closerdative or friend of the family, while the woman and boy are brother and sister. The man, Henri
Bex, had abullet in hisleft shoulder that Dr. Nicholstook out day before yesterday. The wound was
festering a bit, so they have him under observation over at that makeshift hospita they put together at the
high schoal.”

"Sure, Father. When do you want me to come over?'

"How about right after lunch?'

"Sounds good, I'll be there." Josh hung up the phone. "What do you think, Gramps?"'

Joe motioned for Josh to have aseat at the kitchen table while he got out milk and Cheerios for both
of them. He tossed two bananas to Josh. Josh peeled and diced them both into the bowls he'd aready
st up in anticipation of their usua morning breakfadt ritud.

"Did | ever tell you the story about how your great-great-grandfather, John Modi, first cameto



Grantville?' Joe asked.

Josh shook hishead. "Don't think so. Y ou told melots of stories about histinker and peddier
business, though."”

Joe nodded. "WEell, my grandfather came from atown in Lebanon cdled Beit Meri. Somehow, hed
heard about the opportunities here in Grantville a the turn of the century and came to make hisfortune.
He didn't know anybody in town, of course. But, through the kindness of people a the railroad station,
he found afamily to put him up for aweek or two while he figured out what he was going to do and
learned enough English to get by."

Joetook ahite of Cheerios and bananas, then wiped his mouth. "I think its payback time, don't you?"

Josh amiled. "No problem asfar as1'm concerned. I'm in total agreement with what Mike Stearns
sad last night. We are way too small to fight off the entire population of seventeenth-century Europe. So
you want to put up this French family?"

Joe nodded. ™Y ou speak excellent French. | think that would make them fee more comfortable.
They may stay or they may not, but if they're good people and hard workers, well, those are the kind of
folkswell need to help us. We can house them for awhile.”

"Okay. So put the woman and boy in the studio? And what about the man? | can deep on the couch,
it's pretty comfy.” The couch in Jog's living room was actudly adeeper that folded out into afamily sze
bed.

"Yeah, let's put the Sster and brother in the studio. The uncle, or whatever heis, can have your
bedroom until he's healed up.”

Around ten o'clock that morning asecond call came.

"Hey, Sparks. Nat Davis here."

Josh amiled. "Been along time since anyone called methat.”

When Josh had been kicked out of his home in Pittsburgh after aferocious argument with his father
("chesswon't make you aliving, son!") Joe had offered him aplace to stay and had gotten him ajob at
Nat Davis machine shop. Hed gotten his nickname when he was using a cutting torch and failed to
notice where the dag from his cut was going. It had set Lou Giamarino's pants on fire. From that day
forward Josh's nickname at the machine shop was " Sparks.”

"Joe talked to me last night. Got ajob for you, if you'reinterested.”

Josh sat up in hischair. "What kind of job?"

Nat explained some of the details of the previous night's Executive Committee meeting, especially the
need for steam enginesto provide power for the electrical system.

"Last night Joe told me that you were working on a paper for a symposium about pre-Bessemer
gtedl. The machine shops are going to need some direction so we don't squander our material. We dso
need to get a better handle on what kinds of resources might be locdly available. Think you can come up
with something to help us?'

Josh thought amoment. " Sure, Nat. How much timedo | have?

"I don't know," Nat said. "How about aweek? Isthat enough time?"

"No problem. I'll check with Lou and other people. Maybe Bart Kubiak. I've got a couple of books
that camein just before the Ring of Fire. So figure amesting next Thursday? And who's my audience?’

"Sounds good, Sparks. Y our audience will be mainly the machinists and the owners of the machine
shops, but Greg Ferraraand Bill Porter will probably be there, too. Listen, I'm on a coffee break and the
mesting is garting up again. Cal meif you need any help."

Over the next hours Josh worked through what he had, and needed. He called Lou and othersto
arrange a Saturday morning meeting. At noon Josh walked the two blocksto . Vincent De Paul's and
met Father Mazzare outside the parish hall.



When they walked into the parish hall awoman with honey-colored hair was sitting with a boy of
about ten. The boy had jet black hair smilar to Josh's, but hisfacial features resembled the woman's and
they were clearly related.

The woman looked up from the book she was reading and their eyes met.
She's very attractive. Josh was surprised by the thought.
The woman rose as they came near and extended her hand. "Hello. My name is Colette Dubois.”

Josh shook handswith her. " A pleasure to meet you, mademoisdle. My nameis Josh Modi. Or isit
Madame?'

"No, mongieur. It ismademoisdle.” Colette turned to the boy. "And thisismy brother, Colas. Heis
twelve"

Josh extended his hand. "Pleased to meet you, Colas."

"Thank you, monsieur.” Colas smiled shyly. "Colette has said that we will be staying at your house?'

"Actudly, my grandfather's house. But yes, you will be staying in aone bedroom studio with your
ggter and your uncle. . . Henri, isit?" Josh looked at Colette. "Hewill be staying in my bedroom while |
deep on the couch. Father Mazzare said that he would be out of the hospital this afternoon some time?”

Colette shook her head. "Y es, but understand that Henri isnot realy ablood relative. He was my
father's best friend and married my father's sster, but she died many years ago. We have dways
considered him to be an uncle.”

At that moment awoman Josh recognized as one of the Parish council members appeared at the
door of the hal and motioned at Father Mazzare. "Phone call, Father. | think it'simportant.”

"Y ou okay here, Josh?' Father Mazzare looked a bit harried.

"No problem, Father. Well befine." Josh turned to Colette as Father Mazzare strode away. Do you
havedl of your belongings?'

Both Colette and Colas were dressed in typical twentieth-century clothing except for their boots;
blue jeans and long-deeved shirts.

"Y es. Father Mazzare was kind enough to provide us with clothing while ours were washed and the
vermin removed.” Colette smiled. "Very nice. | think | aminlovewith . . . what doyou cal them. ..
washersand dryers?’

Josh laughed. "Y es, washers and dryers. Have you seen a dishwasher yet?'

Colette nodded. "Oh, yes. Those are wonderful, too. But the shower was even better. It isthefirst
timel havefdt clean in many months."

Colette and Colas had picked up the paper bags with their possessions.

"Ready?' Josh asked. "Let'sgo, then. My grandfather is expecting us."

Asthey |eft the parish hal Josh turned to the young boy. " So what do you think of Grantville,
Colas?'

Colaslaughed. "Colette cdlsit ‘fary-tdeland.” And it istruly wondrous! Areyou redly from the
future?'

Josh nodded. "Y es, about three hundred fifty years beyond the 1630's. The futureis quite different
from what you are used to. | spent asemester at the University of Paris studying European business
history, so | know ahbit about the seventeenth century.”

"Y ou've been to Paris?' Colas seemed impressed.

"Oh, yes. But it ismuch bigger than the Parisin this century. Much bigger. Perhapsthreeto five
million people.”

Colas had hismouth open. "Threeto five million? That'simpossible!”

Josh smiled. ™Y ou might think so, but that's nothing compared to Tokyo. | think there were fifteen



millionin Tokyo."
Colas shook hishead. "Y ou are joking, yes?'
"Nope. It'sthetruth. I'll show you an atlas when we get to my grandfather's house. Y ou'll see.”

"But how isthat possible? Wouldn't the people get Sick? What do they do with their ... ummm. ...
urine and manure?'

Josh noticed asmal smile creep onto Colette'slips, while she listened to their conversation. He
winked at her. To his surprise, she winked back. Asthey approached the door to Joe's house, Colette
put her arm through his. "Thank you," she murmured softly, moving closer to him. " Colas has been very
bored with talking only to me these past few days.”

God, she smells good, thought Josh. Down, boy. Down!
"Welcome, strangers!" Joe threw the front door open. "Welcome to our humble home!”

When Henri Bex showed up that evening, Josh smiled to himsdlf. Okay, thisguy ishuge. And he's
got asword. Do not piss off the chaperone.

* * *

The next morning Josh woke up on the couch and for one disorienting moment didn't know where he
was.

"Check, you scoundrel,” he heard awoman say.
"Hal Hal That won't saveyou."

Josh got out of the degper couch and put on his swesat pants before padding barefoot into the
kitchen. Colette and Joe were playing chess.

Joe looked up a him. "Good morning, boy. Sleep well?*

Colette was brushing her hair, her attention focused intently on the chesshoard. She glanced up at
him and smiled.

"Good morning, Josh."

"| thought you didn't know English,”" he said accusingly.

Colette sighed. "I'm sorry, | was. . ." She switched to French. "Dissembling? | wanted to learn more
about Grantville and thought it would be better to pretend not to know English.” Colette switched back

to English and patted Joe's hand. "But your grandfather istoo nice aman to keep secretsfrom. Helets
mewin & chess"

Joeflashed agmileat her. "Hal Not likely, young lady. Not likely! Y ou're agresat player! | won the
first game but she's beaten me three gamesin arow, Josh. Great moves. Great! Maybe better than
yourd"

"Soundslikeachdlengeisin store," Josh murmured.

Colette's smile was now more of agrin. "Ah, but Joe has warned me about you, Josh. He'stold me
al of your secretdl”

"Well, then. I'll just haveto pull afew rabbits out of the old chess hat."
Joe stood up. "Good, good. Y ou two play. I'm getting hungry. Anyone el se?

Both Colette and Josh nodded vigoroudy. Colette began to reset the chess board. Colas and Henri
appeared in the entrance to the kitchen. "We're hungry.”

"Colas and Henri are hungry, too, Gramps. Make plenty.”

"Hapjacks okay with you? Or should we make waffles? | have some strawberriesin the freezer.”
Colette looked pleased. "Waffeln?'

Josh laughed. "Oh yeah, Gramps. Definitely waffles"

An hour later, with adozen waffles demolished, Josh knew three things. Colette was indeed an



excellent chess player. She absolutely loved waffles. And if hewasn't careful hewas going tofdl inlove
with awoman he had just bardly met.

* % %

On Saturday Colette and Henri participated in the lunch time discussion aout iron, sted, mining,
metal working and the conduct of businessin the seventeenth century. Many of their insghts were
invaluable and Josh took copious notes. As the discussion wound down, Amy Kubiak, Bart's daughter,
stopped by.

Bart wasjudtifiably proud of hisdaughter. Energetic, vivacious and intelligent, Amy Kubiak had been
one of the brighter starsin the academic firmament of Grantville High School the year before. With her
high SAT scores and strong grades in math and science, she'd gotten afour year full-tuition scholarship to
West VirginiaUniversity in Morgantown.

"Hi, Dad! Hi, guysl" Amy gave Bart aquick hug. "Are you about done? Mom's got some errands for
you." The Kubiakslived just four blocks from Joe's house.

"Josh, anything else?' Bart asked.

Josh waved his hand. "Nah, | think that's enough for now. But I'd like to look at that book on the
history of metal casting you mentioned. I'll stop by on Monday."

Josh saw Colette motion her head at Amy. "Amy, I'd like you to meet Colette Dubois and Henri
Bex. They'refrom Liege. Y ou can try out your French onthem.” Amy had taken four years of French at
Grantville High School with Nicole Hawkins.

"Cool!" Amy said. She switched to French. "I'm Amy Kubiak. Pleased to meet you." She shook
hands with Colette and Henri. " So you're from Liege? How does it compare to Grantville?"

Colette smiled. "About four times the population, at least. But the people live much closer together
and the streets are narrower."

Josh suddenly snapped hisfingers. "Amy, do you have any spare dresses? Colette doesn't have any
nice clothesfor church tomorrow. Y ou two seem about the same height and build.”

Amy stood back from Colette and eyed her critically, motioning for her to turn around. " Sure. | think
I've got just the thing. Maybe two. Want to come over and try them on, Colette?"

"That would be wonderful." Colette paused amoment. "Are you sure you can spare them?”

"Oh, yes" Amy grinned. "I'm not into dresses these days and I've got a nice pants suit for church.
Comeon, let'sgo try them out."

* k% %

Over the next four hours Amy and Colette talked about many subjects. Men. Family. Grantville.
Books. Clothes. Men. Sex. It took them two hoursto get to the sex. By then, with that innate socia
sense that women tend to take for granted and that men find mysterious, they knew they could trust each
other with their secrets. In Amy'swords, "They were buds." Smpatico.

Except for Marie de Gournay, a Frenchwoman who had written "The Equality of Men and Women"
in 1624 and with whom Colette had corresponded with for years, she had never had afemaefriend she
could confide secretsto. But Marie was considerably older and |etters were an inadequate
communications medium anyway.

"l had two love affairsthis past year at college.” Amy had her legs curled undernesth her as she sat
on her bed. "Dad would have afit if he knew. | swear he glared at every single boyfriend | ever brought
home from high school." Amy sghed. "Thefirst onewasto just get over my virginity, but the second. . .
Hank wasagreet lover. | misshim. A lot.”

Colette nodded. "1 missed Etiennefor years. Histouchwasso ... s0..."
"Electric?' Amy laughed.



Colette nodded again. Both women sighed.

"S0?' Amy patted Colette'sleg. "What about you and Josh? Do you find him attractive?”

Colette blushed. "Y es. But heis still mourning the loss of hisfamily, | think." Colette absently twisted
agtrand of her hair. "l can empathize. | mourned Jacques and Etiennefor along time.”

"But hisfamily isn't redly dead,” argued Amy. "Just . . . left behind. Do you think he's attracted to
you?"
Colette blushed again. "1 . . . | think so. | sometimes catch him watching me when he doesn't think |

notice."

"Wdl then. . ."

Colette shook her head. "It istoo soon. And he should make the first move."

Amy raised her handsin exasperation. "If women waited for the men to make thefirst move al the
time the race would be extinct." She pulled at her chin. "Hmmm, we need an expert in Basc Man
Trapping 101 . . ." Her face brightened. "1 know!" She picked up the phone.

Two hours later, just as Josh was starting to get worried, Amy and Colette walked through the front
door.

"Well, Josh, what do you think?' Amy said.

At firgt Josh didn't recognize Colette. She was no longer just attractive. She was beautiful. It was not
just the dress, or the different hair style, or the subtle use of make-up. It was dso the smile and the way
her eyes seemed to glow in the late afternoon light.

"Josh? Hdllo? Earth to Josh!"

"What? What did you say?' Josh felt abit dazed.

Amy samiled. "l said, "Doesn't shelook gorgeous?' | want to hear you say that in French.”

"Y ou do look very beautiful," Josh muttered in French.

Colette dimpled and curtsied. "Thank you, monsieur.”

"Wl I've got to get home. See you two at church tomorrow.” Before Amy |eft she leaned over and
whispered in Colette's ear. "What did | tell you? Pole-axed like a steer. See you tomorrow."

Amy skipped down the stairs and began to stroll home. As she went she occasionally snapped an
imaginary whip, dl the whilewhigtling the themeto Rawhide. Rope himin girl, ropehimin!

"Our communion meditation will be number four thirty-eight. We Will Rise Again. Number four
thirty-eight.”

Asthe church began to fill with music, Colette alowed hersdlf to think about what she had seen
during the Mass. It had been profoundly different from any other Mass she had ever atended. From the
lack of Latin, to the priest facing the congregation, to the sharing of the sign of peace, it had been strange,
but in many ways, exhilarating. Especialy when she saw that women were alowed on the dtar as readers
and Eucharigic minisers.

The people around her seemed to have adeep faith in God and a sense of community that even
rivaled what she had seen in the béguinage de Hermee. All week she had prayed to God before going to
deep. Prayed for the soul of her father. Prayed for Henri while he wasin the hospital. Even prayed for
Joe when she discovered that he was suffering from afata disease. But most of al she had prayed for
guidance. What should she do with her life?

She could see that many of the congretation were sSinging. But at least adozen were weeping. Then, it
was asif the hand of God touched her soul.

Thiswas no "fairy-tale land" as she had first thought. Thiswas atiny piece of aworld ripped out by
the roots and plunged into the depths of a man-made hell of war, disease, and unspeakable crudlty.

The people of Grantville were no weaklings. But neither were they giants. They could not stand



aone, not just afew thousand of them. Not againgt the millions who would willingly devour them dive
just for the fact that they were different. They would need help.

Aganit fet asif God touched her. She shivered. She would not be hereif not for the Ring of Fire.
She knew, with certainty now, that she would have been raped and murdered, aong with her brother.
S0, just asthe coming of Grantville had helped her survive, so now would she help Grantville survive.

Shewould help them.

With every ounce of her strength and her mind, she would help them.

Thank you, God. Thank you.

The refrain began again. And Colette Dubois began to weep.

"Wewill run and not grow weary, for our God will be our strength, and we will fly like the eagle, we
will riseagain.”

* % %

Later that afternoon the parish chess club of St. Vincent de Paul inducted itsfirst female chess player
ever. Therewas no ceremony. But no one was going to deny Joe Modi.

"Look," Joe said, "She'sagreat chess player, she'sliving in my house, and | like her. She's got
sounk." Helooked at the seven menin hisliving room. "Any objections?’

Nothing but smilesand shrugs. "Great! Let's play chess!"

"Who getsto play Colette?' Lou Giamarino glared at Joe. "Y ou can't hog her dl to yoursdlf, Joe."
Jarry Cadafano raised hishand. "Mel”

"Likehdl! | get her firgt," Bart Kubiak said.

Vince Masanidlo spoke up. "Wait aminute! Age before beauty!”

"You caling meapretty boy, Vince?' Bart asked in mock anger.

Colette laughed gaily. "Please, gentlemen, please. I'll play dl of you. But how to choose. . ."
"Where we came from, Colette, we often did thingsin aphabetica order,” Josh pointed out.

Colette smiled at him and nodded. "In that case, let'sgo in aphabetica order, by first name. But
since I've already played Josh and Joe, they're out.”

Bart Kubiak waved her over. "B asin Bart, young lady. I'm first."

But parish chess club meetings were not just about chess. They were aso socid gatheringsand it was
expected that multiple topics would be discussed throughout the afternoon. What everyone did not
expect, however, wasthe direction it would take when it was Jerry Caafano's turn to play Colette. No
one noticed when it started, but after awhile it became apparent that Jerry and Colette were no longer
redlly spesking English, nor werethey playing chess.

They were spesking mathematics.

It became most obvious when they got paper from Joe's computer room and sprawled on the floor,
drawing diagrams, writing equations, and jabbing excitedly a each other'swork.

When Jerry findly left, promising to bring some of his math texts and other books the next day,
Colette was more aglow than Josh had ever seen her.

"Josh, do you realize what thismeans?' She was positively effervescent.

Josh smiled and shook his head. "No. What?'

"l will bethefirst person in Europe to understand the calculusl From what Jerry said, it was not really
formalized for another fifty or sixty years. And the merging of agebraand geometry using coordinate
geometry. Descartes has not even published yet! And non-Euclidean geometries! Oh, thisisgoing to be
S0 much fun!™

Josh laughed. "Just s0 long asyou don't try to explain it to me too much. | had atough time just



getting through a couple of semesters of business calculus for dummies.”

Josh had athought. "Wait, I've got something for you." He went into the kitchen and got his
briefcase. Hed stuck it under the kitchen table. He opened it and took out his Ti-30 solar calculator.

"Here. A gift from meto you. It's solar powered so you can use it anywhere there is enough ambient
light. Should last for at least another ten yearsif you don't drop it too much.”

Josh leaned over Colette's shoulder and placed the calculator in her hands. He started explaining the
basic keys and functions. After afew minutes she looked up a him. Her green eyes sparkled. She
caressed hisarm.

"Thank you, Josh," she said softly. "Thisisawonderful gift. | will treasureit forever.”

Inside Josh smiled. Who would have thought that the way to awoman's heart would be through a
cdculator?

* % %

"My shoulder ishedling well, Colette.” Henri and Colette were Sitting in Joe's small backyard. The
fence around the yard was six feet high, just tall enough to prevent passersby from observing them as
they sat at the wooden table with itslarge blue umbréla. "We can leave tomorrow if you wish.”

Colette was playing with her hair, afar-off ook on her face. "I am not going, Henri," she said camly.
"And neither isColas. Y ou may do what you wish. Wewill say in Grantville."

"But your father would have wanted . . ."

Colette stopped him with agesture. "My father is dead, Henri. Thereisnothing elsefor me. If | could
get to Amsterdam . . ." Colette shook her head. "No, not even Amsterdam attracts me now. The Ring of
Firewasasign from God, Henri. If it had not happened when it did, Colas and | would be dead. | am
certain of it."

She gestured around her. "Thiswill be my home for now. The peoplein Grantville will need our help,
Henri. They are master mechanics but they are very few in number."

Henri looked at her skepticaly. ™Y ou expect this JoshuaModi to marry you? Like you expected
Etienne to marry you?'

Colette sopped playing with her hair and glared at him. Then her glance softened. "I loved Etienne,
Henri. Asmuch asyou loved ether of your wives. He would have married meif he had not died at
Dessau. | am sureof it. But | have mourned him long enough. And Josh Modi is not an unattractive man.
Hisfamily has been left in another universe, except for Joe. He will betotally alone when Joe dies.”

"Eh?" Henri grunted. "What do you mean?'
"Joe told me the first morning we were here. He has a disease that requires medicine they cannot

manufacture anymore. He will live no longer than three months." Colette reached out and touched Henri's
hand. "Henri, | need your help."

Henri sighed. "What do you want of me, Colette?"

Colette gave him three packages of |etters. "1 have written severd letters. Thisfirst packageisto be
delivered to my aunt, Annette, at the béguinage de Hermee in Liege. Sheis executing my father'swill and
she must know where | am so she can forward the monies from the selling of hisbusinesses. | have
decided to sign over the house on the Rue Choddlistree to the béguinage de Hermee. That is the second
document | have in there. Once you reach a secure Thurn and Taxis post house, | want you to send the
second package of |ettersto Marie de Gournay in Paris. The third package of |ettersisto be ddlivered to
my uncle, Louis de Geer, in Amsterdam. He has a keen eye and an even keener nose for business. What
| havetold him about Grantville in these | etters should catch hisinterest. Grantville will have aneed for
wedlthy patrons| think."

Colette looked at him. "Will you do thisfor me, Henri? The letters to Annette and Louis de Geer
must be hand-ddlivered. | dare not take the chance that they might be misplaced or lost.”

Henri nodded. Simon Dubois, Colette's father, had died in Henri'sarmsin February of 1631, avictim



of the paliticd infighting in Liege. Henri had promised to look after Simon's family. Henri had taken
Colette and Colas back to his home in Magdeburg when men associated with the political machinations
began hunting them.

"l will, Colette. | promised your father | would take care of you. But do not expect to see mefor
severa months. | will send word by post when | have accomplished what you ask. Do you want meto
walt for return messages from your aunt and uncle?'

Colette shook her head again. "No. | trust my aunt and | know that what | have written to my Uncle
Louiswill be sufficient for him to come here as soon as he can. He may be in Sweden at the moment,
though. | expect him in Amsterdam within the next few months.” She smiled a Henri. ™Y ou would not
mind waiting afew weeksin Amsterdam?"

Henri laughed. "No, not at al.”

Colette reached across the table, serious now. She clasped Henri'sarm. "Thisis very important to
me, Henri. But so are you. Ride safely and may God be with you.”

Henri sighed. Oh, to be twenty years younger. You would have a fight on your hands for this
young woman then, Joshua Modi. Indeed you would.

* % %

In the second week after the Ring of Fire Josh met with the machine shop owners and their
employees. Colette and Amy Kubiak sat in the back of the audience to provide mora support. The most
critical pointsin Josh's|ecture concerned the importance of good cast iron with ahigh silicon content for
steam engine cylinders and the need to make their own cast stedl, since that process in Europe hadn't
been introduced until the mid-eighteenth century. When aloy steelswere brought up, Josh laughed.

"That will take sometime. Tungsten we can get from the tailings of tin mines, according to the
encyclopedias. Chromite would be damn useful, but the deposits are spread dl over the place, from
Kemi in Finland, to Turkey, to Baltimore. If we could get to Maryland, the deposits there would be
pretty easy to get. Vince Masaniello even has abrochure of a nature preserve where they used to mineit.
Just afew problems, of course. Like getting to the sea and then crossing three thousand miles of ocean.”

Josh nodded towards Greg Ferrara. "Here's Greg to help refresh you on metal chemistry.”
Josh moved to the back of the room. Amy moved over so he could Sit next to Colette.
"How'd | do?' he whispered to Colette.

"Excellent," she whispered back. "Having Vince and Monty speak was agood idea. They seemto be
respected masters of their guild.”

After the meeting, Bart and Josh walked back to town. Amy and Colette walked ten feet in front,
occasondly laughing and looking back at them.

"Thick asthievesthosetwo,” Bart said musingly. "Thick asthieves. | think you'rein trouble, Josh.
They're scheming about something.”
Josh sighed. "I know it. | just don't know how much resistance to put up.”

Bart chuckled. "Knowing my daughter and judging from what I've seen of Colette, | don't think
they're going to settle for anything less than unconditiona surrender.”

The two women turned to look back at him again.
Who knows, thought Josh. Unconditional surrender can't be too bad, can it?

Chapter Two

Joe Modi |apsed into acomaon August seventh. He died six hourslater. The funeral was on August
tenth. Josh Modi kept his composure throughout the ceremony, accepting condol ences and murmurs of

sympathy.



Men, after al, don't cry.

"Keep adiff upper lip."

"Beaman."

"Grin and bear it."

Society frowns on men who cry.

But men do cry. Oftenit islate a night or upon awakening from abad dream. Then the walls come
down.

For Josh Modi thewalls came down the first time he dept in his grandfather's bed the night after the
funerd. He woke from asound deep and found himsdlf staring at the celling. He began remembering the
smplethings he and his grandfather had done. The chess games. The shared medls. The laughter.

Brick by emotiond brick hiswal crumbled. Londiness seized his soul. Ah, Gramps!

Josh began to cry. Not smpletears, but the wracking sobs of a man who had kept thingsinside for
too long. Josh didn't know how long he cried that night, but he would always remember when he
stopped.

A hand with long supple fingers began stroking his hair. Colette did into the bed at his back,
spooning him.

"I'm sorry | wokeyou."

"Shhh," shesaid. "Shhh. Seep now."

Sowly hisbody relaxed. Alone no more, he dept.

The next day they began to clean out the basement using the inventory lists that Joe had developed
over the previous three months. The first place they went to was the large brown meta container Joe had
shown him back in May. When he opened the container for Colette and Colas he was surprised to see
the BM-59 il there.

Colas eyeswere round as Josh took the rifle out of the container. "What isthat?"

Josh laughed. "I had to ask Gramps, mysdlf. ThisisaBM-59. In the universe we came from there
wasawar caled World War Two. Every army had its own main bettlerifle. The American Army'srifle
was called the Garand. It was agood rifle, one of the best. But it had limitations. The Italians crested a
main battle rifle based on the Garand but with twenty round magazines and in adifferent caliber. That's
what thisis"

Josh handed the battle rifle to Colas after checking to seeit was empty. "I thought Gramps gavethis
to the army but apparently he forgot or decided not to."

After Colas had |ooked at the BM-59 for aminute Josh took it back and placed it in the container.

Colas pointed to the comic books on the left sde. "What are those?"

Josh smiled. "Those are called comic books, but these are the rare ones, so we should leave them in
the dip covers. Gramps said there were afew plastic containers of less vauable ones. Once we find them
you can take alook at them. Y ou'll haveto learn to read English, though.”

Might not be a bad way to learn English, now that I think about it Josh thought.

After relocking the container Colette, Colas and Josh began organizing the basement into three
different piles: thingsto be sold, thingsto be kept, and other. Throughout the day Colette and Josh would
sometimes touch or smile a each other. Occasionally they even embraced, when Colas wasn't [ooking.
When it cametime for bed, Colette yawned.

"Good night, Josh. I'm very tired." She smiled. "I didn't get much deep last night." Colette came over
and gave him a platonic kiss on the cheek, then went to her bedroom and closed the door.

Josh sighed. Well what did you expect, dummy? An hour later he went to bed.



* * %

Thistime, when he woke up, things were different. First off, he was hard and aching. Second,
Colette was naked and her feverish hands were definitely not stroking hishair.

"It hasbeen along time," she murmured, swinging her legs over to straddle him. ™Y ou will forgive me
if 1 am not very good at first?"
"Ahhhh, yed"

They made love until, finally satiated, they fell adeep in each others arms.

* % %

When Josh woke the next morning, Col ette was gone.

A dream? But it had been no dream. The sheets were rumpled and the bed smelled of sex. Besides,
he was dtill abit sore. HEd never thought awoman born in the seventeenth century would be so
gymnadtic in her lovemaking.

After his shower Josh found Colasin the kitchen egting bregkfast. " Seen Col ette”?”

Colas nodded. " She went over to Amy's house. Can | borrow your mountain bike again?’

"Sure." For the past month Colas had been riding Josh's bike nearly every day, exploring the streets,
dleys, and pathsin and around Grantville with newfound friends.

"Can you help us after lunch though? We're dmost done with the basement.”

"Okay, Josh." Colas|ooked over his shoulder as he walked out the door. " After lunch.”

So why wasn't Colette here? thought Josh. After last night . . .

Then heredized what she was doing. Giving him time alone to make adecison. To decidewhat he
was going to do without the pressure her presence would provide.

So what was he going to do?

* * *

Two weeks before, Gramps had brought up the same question. They had been washing dishes and
Josh had been the dryer.

"Y ou redly ought to marry the girl, Josh," Joe had said, handing his grandson adripping plate. "She's
smart, she's pretty, and she plays amean game of chess. Not to mention, she's got afine business sense.
Y ou know what she said | should do with those houses on Clarksburg?!

Josh shook his head and took another plate from Joe.

"Since Vince hasfound places for dmost dl the relatives and guests from hiswedding anniversary
party, shethinksit could make agreat inn. Grantvilleis going to grow and Clarksburg Street is centraly
located. We could turn the partial basementsinto rooms and build alarge common room in between the
two houses”

"I don't know, Gramps," Josh said. "It fedslikeit's too soon.”

"I know, Josh, | know." Joe's voice was soft. "But thisisanew world werein and Colette can help
you adapt. It'stime to move on, boy."

Josh shrugged. "I'll think about it." He smiled. "Sheis pretty darn attractivein alot of ways."

"Well, if you do marry her . . ." Joe handed him another plate. ." . . just remember Joe's Maximsfor a
happy marriage.”
Josh laughed. "' have had girlfriends before, Gramps."

Joe looked at him with amock scowl. ™Y ou're still wet behind the ears asfar aswomen are
concerned, so listen up." He handed Josh another dish. "First thing, never discuss previouslovers. Never.
No comparisons. She's the best ever, period. Second, if she's the touching type, touch her alot. Shell
appreciate it. Third, respect her privacy. If she doesn't want to talk about something, don't keep



pressuring her."
Josh nodded. Held learned that one with hislast girl friend.

"And lagtly, put alittle romance into the relationship. Women love that kind of thing, especialy on
anniversaries and birthdays. And whatever you do, don't forget those." Joe shuddered. "Fate worse than
desath, boy, if you forget abirthday or anniversary.”

Joe became thoughtful. "'If you do decide to marry her, you can use grandmasring. It'sin the knick
knack box on my dresser.”

It was that last admonition that Josh remembered now. He looked around the living room and smiled.
Joe had been right, time to move on. Now let's seg, if he put the couch

there. ..

* * *

When Colette walked into Amy's house that morning, Amy knew something was different. "Okay,
Colette, fess up. What happened? Y ou're positively glowing. Did Josh give you a present or something?”'

Colette laughed. "'l would say it wasthe 'or something." She got afar awvay look in her eyes. "Oh,
yes. Severd 'or somethings.”

Amy's eyebrows started climbing up her forehead. "Y ou jumped his bones, didn't you? All right, girl!
It'sbeen along timefor you, hasn't it?"

Colette nodded. "Y es, we made love. And it was the first time since Etienne.”

Colette flopped on the bed. "And it was very, very good.”

Amy laughed. "So how many timesdid you . . . what was it Shakespeare calledit . . . thelittle
Jesth?'

Colette smiled dreamily. "I don't remember. At least, if | amwith child it will beaboy.”

Amy cocked her head. "What?'

Colette waved her hand. "It is often said that for a child to be aboy, the woman must have an
orgasm during the lovemaking.”

"Wl . .." Amy laughed. "Did he propose thismorning?'

Colette grinned. "That would be difficult snce |eft before he woke up.”

Amy looked at her through her eydashes. "Damn, girl. Men are most vulnerable when they're just
waking up after sex. Now you have to start over from scratch. He did tell you he loved you, though.
Right?"

Colette smiled. "We didn't exchange alot of wordslast night. We made love and then fell adeep.”

Amy looked at her criticaly. "I'm surprised you're able to walk. So what now?"

"Now, | think. . ." Colette grinned abit. "It redly is Josh's move."

They didn't have long to wait. The phone rang. Amy answered it. She handed the phone to Colette
and mouthed It's him.

"Hdlo?"

"Colette, can you come home?* Josh asked. "We need to talk." His voice seemed coal.
"Certainly, Josh. I'll beright there.”

"And Colette?'

"y e

Hisvoice turned soft. "I love you."

Her heart sang. "'l love you, too, Josh."

"Oh," added Josh, "and bring little Miss Matchmaker with you. I'm sure shelll want to see the fruits of
her [abor."



Both Colette and Amy saw that the curtains were closed when they reached the house. They walked
into the living room. Severd lit candles were spaced around, giving the room a soft glow.

"Josh?' Colette's voice sounded nervous.

"Beright there. Have a seat on the couch, please.”

Amy and Colette sat down. When Josh walked in he was holding something behind his back.

Josh switched to French. It is the better language for this.

"Colette Dubois, | have loved you from thefirst day | saw you in the parish hal. | tried to tell myself

that it couldn't happen, that love at first Sght isimpossible, anillusion. But it isn't. | want to share my life
with you, and be a part of yours.”

Josh brought his hand out from behind his back and got down on one knee. In hishand was a
wide-mouthed brandy snifter with aflower floating in water. On the flower was adiamond ring.

"Will you marry me?'

By then both Amy and Colette were crying. In the back of hismind he could hear his grandfather's
voice. "Good job, boy. Good job."

Through her tears Colette smiled. "Y es, Josh, | will marry you."

* * %

Five minutes later they had thelr firgt fight.
"Lawyerd" Josh somped around the room. "We don't need any stinking lawyers"

"It'scustomary,” Colette said siffly. "1 made amistake with Etienne, | was young and immeature. But
we each must hire an atorney to negotiate our marriage contracts." Colette's voice softened. "Please
Josh, thisisimportant to me."

Josh sighed. "Tell you what, we can play agame of chess. Whoever wins getstheir way."

Colette laughed. "1 have abetter idea" Her eyesturned smoky. "A wrestling match. Whoever dies
the little desth the mogt, wins.”

Colette turned to Amy. "Would you mind waiting on the porch for Colas? Josh and | need some
privacy to discussthis." She grabbed Josh's hand and began leading him into the bedroom.

Colette won. Josh found he didn't mind losing at dl.

What he did mind, however, wasthat Colette inssted on real negotiations for their agreement. And
that, while negotiations were going on, Colette fdlt it would be unfair to degp with him snceit might affect
hisjudgment.

Wonderful, hegrumbled to himsdlf. | rediscover how great sex can be with a woman I'min love
with, and she cuts me off.

Fortunately, the negotiations only took five days. Father Mazzare, rather ruefully adapting to the
timesin which Grantville found itself now, abbreviated the sx months of premarita counsding that had
become standard up-time to what he could fit into calling the banns on three successive Sundays. On

September 10, 1631, they were thefirst personsto be married in St. Mary's church since it was
renamed.

* % %

"No, no!" shouted Henri. "Thrugt, not dice! And watch your balance! Y ou look like a headless duck
flapping itswingd"

Colette smiled. A brief scuffle with ruffiansin Erfurt on their honeymoon had prompted Josh to seek
Henri's assstance in learning the proper modes of seventeenth- century combat. Henri had arrived back
in Grantvillein early September. He had dso brought the first disbursement of Simon Dubois estate,
some two thousand guilders.



Colette turned back to her conversation with Amy. "So you don't like thisWdter Miller?

In July Greg Ferrarahad convinced Amy to become an apprentice chemistry teacher at Grantville
High School. What he had not told her, however, was who the teacher she was apprenticing with would
be.

Amy rolled her eyes. "God, the man belongsin ageriatric ward! He actudly fell adeep in Sxth period
yesterday!"

"What about Alexandra?' Colette smiled. Alexandra Sdlluci was the other new chemisiry teacher at
the high schoal.

"She's not too bad,” Amy said. "I think | could actudly learn something from her. | told Tonyatoday
that we have got to switch at the end of the quarter. No way I'm putting up with Miller for an entire
semedter.”

Colette looked over at the stove. " So how does the chicken look? I'm getting hungry.” Colette had
never learned to cook. Even when her mother had been alive Simon Dubois had hired servantsto do
both the cleaning and cooking.

Amy opened the oven door for aquick peek and then closed it. "Looking good. | just wish we had
more spices.”

Mogt of the spices available in Grantville when the Ring of Fire struck had been elther used up or
were being hoarded by cooks unwilling to part with them. Thiswas particularly true given the fact that
many spicestaken for granted in the twentieth century were very expensive,

Colette moved to set the kitchen table and glanced back at Amy. "Where's Bart? Still working at the
foundry?'

Amy nodded. "Y up, since he helped Josh get the two beehive ovens and the shell of the crucible sted
building up, he's spent dl of histime on getting the cupolafurnace and the foundry started. HE's got some
partnersfor that, but they don't know much about casting. The smelting season is about to start and he
wants to be ready in case they can get some cast iron from the local blast furnaces.”

At that moment they heard Bart's voicein the living room. "Hello, anyone here?'

"Back in thekitchen, Dad. IsMom coming?'

Bart walked into the kitchen and shook his head. "Nope. Colette Moragot sick at the café and
Sebastian begged her to comein and help. Businessis picking up for them.”

Amy opened the oven door again and smiled at what she saw. "Chicken isready. Better call the
boys, Colette."

* % %

After dinner, conversation turned to the mgjor topics of the month . . . Breitenfeld and business.

"I redly don't see how our arrival could have changed the outcome at Breitenfeld,” Josh pointed ouit.
"Gugtavus Adolphuswill win and Tilly will be driven from thefield. But the farther away in timewe move
from the Ring of Firethe morelikdly thingswill change, especidly aswe begin interacting with people
outdde Thuringia"

Colette nodded thoughtfully. "So my lettersto Annette, my uncle, and Marie de Gournay will change
higory?'

"How could they not?' Amy asked. "In our history you were probably killed, from what you told me.
Things are going to be way different now that we're here. And that probably meansthat alot of the
people who were born in our history, even the famous people, won't even exist in thisuniverse. No
Newton, no Eingtein . . . nobody we're familiar with who was born after the 1630's."

Colette sat up in dismay. "But that means no Euler!”

Bart laughed at the expression on Colette'sface. "Right, no Euler. Who's Euler?”

Colette glanced around the table. Every single person had ablank look on their face. She sighed.



Jerry Caafano had loaned her numerous books on mathematics including biographies, textbooks and
problem books. She had spent hours each day reading, problem solving and pondering the mathematics
of thefuture. Of al the mathemeaticians she had read about, she most identified with Euler. Not because
she thought she had the same genius, but because Euler had seemed to love dl of mathematics as she did,
for the mere ability to chalenge the mind.

"Euler," Colette sad, "was the most famous mathematician since Archimedes. He averaged more
than eight hundred pages of manuscript ayear. Even when helost hiseyesight in 1771 he ill kept
publishing, dictating histhoughtsto asecretary.” Colette shook her head sadly. "No Euler. | will miss
him"

Josh laughed. "Colette! He hasn't even been born yet!”

"True, but fill . . ." Colette got athoughtful ook on her face.

Oh oh, thought Josh, I'm beginning to understand that look. "Colette, what are you scheming?'

Colette's face turned innocent. " Scheming? Nothing. Just thinking that | must do something to make
sure people do not forget Euler in thisuniverse.” She patted Josh's hand. " Do not worry my husband, it
will not affect us"

Colette was seldom wrong in her judgment. But Josh would remember the conversation later in life
and point to it asaclear 9gn that there were timeswhen shewas not infalible.

Theremainder of the dinner conversation centered around their various businesses.

"Well, I've got an ideafor anamefor the crucible sted business," Josh said. "'l found areferenceto a
Pittsburgh firm that was one of the biggies. What do you think of Black Diamond Steel Corporation?"

Colette frowned. "I like diamond, and steel makes sense, but black is not good. People will think of
death."

"What about blue?* Amy asked. "My favorite color.”

Colette shook her head. "Too French. Y ou will turn off the Germans.”

Bart grinned. "How about ydlow?1 like yelow.”

Colette shook her head again. "Too Swedish. All the Catholicswill refuseto buy from you.”

Amy laughed. "God, Colette. Isthere any safe color?!

Colette thought for amoment. "White. Whiteisagood color. Pure. Bright. The color of |eadership.”
Josh smiled. "White Diamond Sted Corporationitis, then."

"What about thisinn you're planning on Clarksburg? Got anamefor that yet?' Amy asked.

Intheir pre-nuptia agreement Colette and Josh had agreed to establish an inn using the two houses
on Clarksburg. Money from Colette's inheritance would be used to renovate and maintain the properties
and profitswould go into ajoint account.

For severa minutes names were bandied about, but no one seemed satisfied. Colette had a thought.
"We were planning to have chess club meetings at the inn when it opens, correct?"

Many members of the parish chess club were too busy with work to have timeto play chess. So,
Colette and Josh had started the Grantville Chess Club back in July.

"Yeah," Josh said. "We should have enough space since we're building the addition with two stories
likeyou suggested. Why?!

"Echecs de la dame enragée," murmured Colette.

Josh laughed. " Perfect!"

Amy looked puzzled. " Chess of the madwoman?

Colette shook her head. "No, no, it trand ates better as 'Chess of the Maddened Queen.' It wasthe
name for the modern chessthat we play. It wasintroduced in 1580 in Italy, some say, and everyonein
Europe loved it, except for the Russians. So wewill call our establishment . . ."



"Inn of the Maddened Queen!" blurted Amy. "I likeit! And we dl know who the Queen of theinnis
going to be, don't we?' She grinned.

Josh amiled. "Are you sure we shouldn't cdl it Inn of the Maddening Queen instead?"

Colette hit him.

* * %

That night Colette dreamed. In her dream the souls of dead mathematicians and dead scientists
flashed by her, vanishing into a stygian abyss. There were thousands, but afew she recogni zed because
their names appeared in bright red above their heads.

Newton. Leibniz. Bernoulli. Bohr. Eingtein. Euler. With nothing but her will shetried to keep them
from vanishing, but it was usdless. In her dream she cried tears that turned to diamonds that flowed into
the abyss. Suddenly alight appeared in the abyss. Asit drew closer she saw that it wasthe figure of a
man dressed in brilliant white holding asted crucible. In the crucible were her diamond tears.

"Can you save their souls?' Colette asked.

Theman in white smiled. "No, but you can. No soul isever lost to me so long astheir name echoes
through the corridors of time. That will be your mission, my daughter. L et their names echo through the
corridors of time. Do you accept thismisson?”

Colette nodded. "l do."

The man in white placed his hand on her head. "When you are ready, | will send you amessenger.
Y our namefor thismisson shdl be. .. Crucibdlus”

When Colette woke the next morning she remembered the dream. Crucibellus, she thought. It could
mean so many different things. Perfect crucifixion. Tormented warrior. Torture of war. Crucible. Still, it
was euphonious. She decided sheliked it.

* % %

It was late November. Colette wasin her office on the second floor above the common room of the
Inn of the Maddened Queen when someone knocked on her door. She was going over the accounts of
the inn and was happy to see that the inn was dready making a profit. Not alarge profit, it wastrue, but
dill aprofit.

"Yes?Whoisit?'

"John Dury," said avoice. "May | comein?'

"Sure, comein." When Dury entered Colette motioned to achair next to her desk. "How can | help
you, John?"

John Dury was an idedlist. He had attended the Leipzig Colloquy in the hope of uniting dl Protestants
in acommon front behind Gustavus Adol phus, but his hopes had been dashed. In July he had begun to
travel around Germany trying once again to convince Protestant princes that the unity of al Protestants
was the only means through which the Habsburgs could be defested. In early November he had heard
about astrange colony of Englishmen in Thuringiawho had supposedly arrived from the future and
decided to investigate.

When he stopped astranger on the streets of Grantville and asked him where he might find lodging,
the stranger looked him up and down and asked, "Y ou interested in a good time or some peace and
quiet?’

Dury had smiled. "Peace and quiet sounds nice.”

"Then try the Inn of the Maddened Queen. It'son Clarksburg Street.”

Dury had been very pleased with the accommodations at the inn. The rooms were spacious and the
linenswere clean and fresh. There was afireplace, aswell asanumber of cozy chairs and couchesin the
common room. Several chess gameswere ongoing at al hours of the day and there were always guests
around to engage in pleasant conversation. Bread, cheese, and wine were provided for guestsin the



evening.

It was there that he met Colette Modi, co-owner and manager of theinn. They struck up a
conversation over agame of chess and he listened in fascination as shetold her story of how she cameto
bein Grantville. Later that day he met her husband and it was clear that the love they fdlt for each other
was deep and lasting. Over the next two days Colette and Josh Modi explained much about Grantville.
He had been most impressed by Grantville High School since he had long been an advocate for
education reform.

The day he wasto depart he felt moved to return the kindness that had been extended to him.
"Perhaps | can help you, Colette. Do you remember yesterday when you told me that you had prepared
amanuscript on the mathematics of the future?!

Colette nodded, her eyes suddenly bright.

"Well, one of my friendsis Samue Hartlib. I think he would beinterested in publishing such a
manuscript. Samue is endeavoring to be what is called an Intelligencer, someone who communicates new
science and new idess to others around Europe.”

"That would befine," Colette said. "' want anyone to be free to copy my manuscript. And thiswould
bethefirg of deven. Do you think he would still be interested?”

"l think s0," Dury said, "dthough that might limit the number of copiesthat he decidesto make. Don't
you want any money for this?"

Colette shook her head. "No, my purposeisto disseminate the knowledge aswidely as possible, not
toredrict it. And | am just the synthesizer. Most of thisknowledge is easy to come by herein Grantville,
if you know whereto look."

Dury smiled. "Wel then, since | am headed to England tomorrow, perhaps | can place some copies
intheright hands. How many do you have?'

"Three plusthe original." Colette reached into her desk and pulled out three large envelopes and
handed them to Dury. "Oneisfor Samuel Hartlib, oneisto be mailed to Nicolas Peiresc, and the third to
Marin Mersenne." Colette smiled. "1 believe you know those gentlemen?”

Dury gave adtart of surprise. "How didyou . . ."

Colette grinned. "1 wastold that a messenger would come, John." Shelooked up &t the ceiling and
then back at Dury.

Dury understood immediately. "Mysterious are the ways of God, Colette. Mysterious, indeed.”

Before heleft, Colette Modi made him promise onething. "Initialy | want no oneto know that |
wrote these, John. So please promise methat only the name Crucibellus will be connected with these
manuscripts. The address | have left in the manuscript is Inn of The Maddened Queen. That way many
will assumeitissmply aposa drop.”

Dury smiled. "Il promise”

Two months later John Dury wasin London. It was there that he mailed a copy of Colette's

manuscript to Marin Mersenne in Paris and Nicolas Peiresc in Aix-en-Provence. Thethird he took to
Samue Hartlib.

* % %

To say that the Crucibelus Manuscripts took the European mathematica community by storm would
be avast understatement. In early 1632 many Europeans were still unaware that something unusual had
happened to their universe. Even those who had heard the tales of acommunity of Englishmenin
Thuringiatended to discredit the ideaunless they had actudly traveled to Grantville themsdlves. But when
the Crucibellus Manuscripts began circulating in 1632, people's minds began to change. It was not that all
of the concepts were totally new and different. But it was the style and the breadth and the mystery which
et intellectud circles abuzz. For Crucibelus had outlined the topics of future manuscripts and promised



that each would appear at gpproximately three month intervals. Mathematical Symbology of the Future.
Andyticd Geometry. Differentid Cdculus. Integrd Cdculus. Differentid Equations. Matrix Algebra.
Probability. Statistics. Fractas. Special and General Relativity. Quantum Mechanics.

The style was often brutaly terse. While only the most essentia concepts were given, the example
problemsin the manuscripts were explained in clear and exquisite detail and were often taken from
problemsthe reader could imagine from everyday life.

And then there were the chalenge problems. Theorems unheard of . Problems never dreamt of.
Problems no mathematician in the saventeenth century could solve, especidly in the ninety days before
the answer would appear in the next manuscript. Thefirst challenge problem set the stage for the rest:
Prove the existence of the Euler Line. That is, that the orthocenter, centroid, and circumcenter of any
trianglemust liein astraight line, with the centroid exactly twice asfar from the orthocenter asfrom the
circumeenter.

Soon, of course, anumber of mathematicians had discovered the real name of the author and were
gudying in Grantville themsdves.

But without the Crucibellus Manuscriptsit might have taken yearsto stir their curiogity.

Ask amathematician three hundred years later who Mike Stearns was and many would give you a
blank look. But ask them about the Crucibellus Manuscripts and watch their eyeslight up with
recognition or listen to them discourse for hours on their impact.

The Crucibellus Manuscripts.
Long will they echo acrossthe corridors of time.

NON-FICTION

The Mechanical Reproduction Of Sound:
Developing A Recorded Music Distribution
|ndustry

By Chris Penycate and Rick Boatright

Part 1. Preparing pre-recorded material for distribution

Sound, no matter how complex, isjust waves like the ripplesin apond. It can be considered asthe
displacement of moleculesfrom their place of rest. A moretechnica definition would be: Soundisa
series of compression and rarefaction wavesin asubstance, solid, liquid or generdly in our experience,
gas. Our am in recording isto precisaly reproduce these wavesin another place and/or a adifferent



time. As exact, absolutely precise reproduction can't be done even today, we must be satisfied with
successive gpproximations and keep aming to improve. A cheap, bad telephone will make something
that sounds"sort of" like you. A mechanica phonograph will sound "better” but still not exactly the same
asyou. We can successively improve our gpproximations until, with modern speskers, decent amps and
CD quality recording it would be very difficult to tel which was"red" you or the recording. But you
might still be ableto tell that there was a difference.

First exercisefor students—take an inflated balloon, hold it in front of your face, and Sng at it. You
can fed the vibrationsthrough your fingertips (and in good lighting, by singing loudly, watch them travel
over the surface). Asthe sound hit's the balloon it wiggles, which is about how the ear drum works. If we
were able to attach aneedle to our balloon with glue or tape, we could have madeit inscribe awiggly line
on a soot-covered piece of paper, which shows that we can make arecord of the sound. Thiswould
demonstrate that enough energy is being transferred to do mechanica work.

How to turn Wiggles on a Disk into Sound
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Air seems very easy to move, but trying to move it fast requires energy—as any manufacturer of
sports cars could tell you. They cal it air resistance, we cal it acoustic impedance, but it comes down to
the same thing. Despite what residents of Floridamight believe, ar prefers staying in the same placeto
chasing around. In the above drawing, our needlewiggling along the groove will move atiny bit of air in
contact with it, but that moving air doesn't have enough energy, enough "oomph,” to make sound that can
be heard throughout the room. If we hook the needle up to alever, and use the lever to wiggleathin
digphragm (like adrum head) back and forth, then the diagphragm moving back and forth moves more
air, which then has more energy, (more comph) and can be heard more clearly. This uses more energy.
We need to push the needle back and forth harder against the grooves. Pressing harder means that there
ismore friction. That causes more wear on the record, but we get alouder sound. Thisisagood thing.
But we can't keep making the lever longer and longer, making the digphragm bigger and bigger, because
eventudly, we would just snap the needle off. Needles aren't infinitely strong. There hasto be another
way to turn the small weak wiggles of the needleinto aloud sound that can fill aroom. To do this, we
can use abit of physicsin the form of ahorn.

Those big flower shaped horns on old crank up record players weren't just decorative. They were
very important to hearing the music. Without the horn, you have to put your ear right up against the
digphragm as though you were listening to atelephone. The horniscritica. A horn works as an acoustic
impedance converter. It converts high velocity, low-pressure waves at the wide end into low velocity
high-pressure waves at the smal end. Or vice-versa, it convertslow velocity, high-pressure waves at the
smal end into high velocity, low pressure waves a the wide end. Look at the diagram. We havealittle
needle wiggling back and forth, getting some energy from the turning of the record player; (wereliterdly
moving the needle back and forth with the energy from the turning of the record. That iswhat powersthe
wiggling.) So, our needle wiggles back and forth, and movesthe lever, and the lever wigglesthe



digphragm. So far, so good. But the digphragm moves back and forth fast, literaly hundredsto
thousands of timesasecond. (The"A" above middle"C" on the piano requires the needle to wiggle 440
timesasecond.) So, the air right beside the digphragm is nearly being torn apart. The pressure spikes up
fast, and then, asthe digphragm moves back the other way spikes back down fast. So, you have very
high pressures right next to the digphragm. Now. If we put a properly shaped horn next to it, the horn
can takethissignd and "spread it out.”

If you're a physics geek, the horn acts as an impedance transformer. If you're a poet, the horn takes
the thin, reedy sound at the digphragm and makesit "bigger.” Thisisexactly the same sort of thing that
happensin atrumpet or a saxophone. The trumpeter'slips going bzzzzzz make a thin, reedy sound that
has no carrying power. The "trumpet shaped” trumpet takes those sound waves and transforms them into
Louis Armgtrong's powerful music. The sound horn on arecord player does the exact samething. The
horn on the record player modifies the output of the digphragm, making it more listenable.

It haslong been known that atrumpet could annoy people alot further away than aflute. The first
record players, (phonographs) used hornsthat were like cheerleaders megaphones. They were small
smple cones. They were adequate for speech, but didn't reproduce highs or lows well. The people
building phonographs pretty quickly changed the horn shape. They settled on what turns out to be the
theoretically perfect shape - that big-belled flower you've seenin pictures. It's caled an "exponentia
horn." The Grantville developers don't need to know why this shape is best, they can merely copy an
existing design, which had been polished by previoustrial and error.

We can use the same horn, digphragm and needleto CUT recordsif we want to. Attaching a
digphragm across the narrow end of a horn concentrates the sound energy and allows the needle to cut
thewiggly lineinto apiece of wax—or, asin the origind, apiece of tin foil wound round adrum (Please
look up Edison, Phonograph on the web). So, at this point in our development of arecorder, were up to
where Edison wasin his patent. We have aline on a soft surface which exactly follows the movement of
the digphragm (and dightly less exactly the variations of air pressure at the digphragm, and even less
exactly the variationsin the room, but it'sastart. We can do intelligible speech aready).

If we reposition the system and drag the needle back across this groove well get a sound at the
mouth of the horn which sounds at least alittle bit like the origind. The problem is, aswe do that, it
destroys the recording we made. That's not exactly what we're looking for.

If we use alighter needle/digphragm assembly, we get a sound much more like the origind, and we
will be ableto play our recording severd times before our master wears out. Still, wewould like to be
ableto play arecording many times. We would aso like to make many copies of arecording. Even o,
the principle of the recording system is Ssmple. We take something soft moving at a constant speed past a
needlewhich isvibrated by the energy from theair. If this something soft hardens with time (like cheese
or play-doh) or with varying temperature, or can be treated to harden chemically, or can take a hard,
regular surface coating, we have the basis for a permanent medium. Smply dragging along candle past
the digphragm won't work, however. For two minutes of sound, linear motion requires about fifty meters
of candle. Storing and carrying them would be inconvenient. The solution wasto coil the recording up
some way. Two techniques weretried.

First: Edison's solution: Spin acylinder and wrap your groove around it like thread on aspool. If you
build adrum that you can dide thin cylinders onto, you can "change the records.” This hasthe distinct
advantage that the speed of the groove past the needleis constant. It has the disadvantage that making
the recording play longer takes more and more "tube." An Edison tube "LP" would be six or more feet
long.

Second: The Victrolasolution. Use aflat disc (a'record’). The groove coilsfrom the outsdein
towards the center. Unfortunately, snce the disk turns at a constant angular velocity, when the needleis
in the groove near the outside edge, the speed of the groove past the needle is much higher than the
speed near the center of the disk. More about that | ater.

In both cases the play head was moved by the groove itsdlf. Disks became the de facto standard, in



the OTL for two smple reasons. They stack better. Tubes have al that annoying space in the middle of
them. And they are more copyable. (More on that |ater.)

Problems remained. The signa had to befairly loud at the cutting head for anything to record at all
(Bessie Smith powering away at the bluesin front of abig band gave acoustic levelswhich are hard to
believein thisage of universa amplification) and asto subtle, delicate performances, you can forget about
them. Before amplifiers cameto be, recording engineers had to constantly balance opposing desires.

On the one hand, they wanted the recording media to have good mechanical stability. A iff materid
could accurately record subtle details of the sound. On the other hand, they wanted the recording media
to be soft and malleable. Softer material could record weaker, softer sounds.

Smilarly, the engineers were torn between higher rotational speeds, which alowed more accurate
recording, especialy of high pitched sounds, and lower rotationa speedsto extend playing time. Placing
the grooves closer together also extended playing time, however, wider groove spacing alowed bigger
wigglesto be recorded, and thus, louder sounds. Larger discs extended playing time, but increased
storage and transport difficulties. It wasin everyone's interests to have a standard. The standard that was
Settled on wasten to twelveinch disks spinning a 78 RPM. A lot of interesting (loud) music was
recorded likethis.

Let'sreturn to the advantages of disks. If you record on tubes, they are very hard to copy. Each tube
has to be recorded individually. Bessie Smith had to belt out another one for every record sold. Good for
Bessie, regular employment. Actualy, not that good for Bessie. It was a boring, hard, low-paying job.
(Of course, in the New Time Line, we won't be recording Bessie directly, well be recording arecording
of Besse. Still, it'snot the best dternative.)

On the other hand, disks can be "pressed." When the recording process was finished, the master was
cleaned of any smdll bitsleft over from the cutting process, coated with graphite, and plated with metal.
This gave anegative of the origina which could be used to produce multiple copies. In the case of
popular artists, the process could be duplicated again and again. That way you could have sub-masters
and archive magters. Thiswas necessary since the masters could only be used a certain number of times.

Record playersin houses had stedl needles or blackthorn thorns attached to adiaphragm. The
digphragm was located in a cavity leading to ahorn. The narrow part of the horn was hinged so that the
playback needle could track the groove, or be lifted off and folded back to change the disc. The horn
was made aslarge as practical. It was often built into alarge cabinet like asideboard or hutch, coiled
back on itself and filled the furniture. The larger the horn, and the dower itsflare rate, the better the bass
response. Just like up time, speakers with big booming bass have to be large. The sameistrue of hornsin
mechanicd players.

Itisimportant that the speed be constant or the music goes Wow-wow-wow. Thisis considered
bad. Constant speed was controlled by a centrifugd rotating watsit. The watsit reduced power when the
arms swung out to a predetermined point. 1t's probably easier to copy the speed governor in an existing
mechanica phonograph than to reinvent it. It isfar less complicated than awatch. Many of these
mechanica record playerswere fill in usein the 1950s, half a century after theinvention of the vacuum
tube. Victrola's may not produce the great sound of modern CDs, but people were happy with the results
and could listen to their favorite artists at home without paying amonths salary to go to aconcert
(assuming there was a concert on) Still, one couldn't say that theillusion of "being there" was excessive.

At the beginning of the twentieth century came the next mgor devel opment—the thermionic valve, or
vacuum tube. 1907 saw the triode, and gave us electronics. Electronics was important, even if the players
were gill mechanical. Recording engineers could now start building decent microphones and amplifying
them up to reasonable levels. They were now able to amplify quieter music and cut records eectricaly.
Early dectrica cutting heads ook alot like the old mechanica ones (with the horn removed, of course)
but the digphragm is made of iron, moved by an € ectromagnet which isdriven by an amplifier.

Asthe engineers Sarted to use e ectronic recording heads, they noticed athat the e ectricity flowing
through the head caused it (and the needle) to get warm. The engineers kept increasing the electric power



to the head o that they could increase the amount of back-and-forth wiggle. Thislet them causethe
cutting needle to more and more accurately follow the real sound wavesin the ar. The more power they
hed, the less the stiffness of the medium mattered. They could force thet little needle to wiggle the way
they wanted.

The more power they put in, the hotter the needle got. Hot cutting heads became common. This
turned out to be agood thing. The hot needle softened the recording substrate, and made it easier to cut
the record exactly the way they wanted. After the hot needle passes the disk cools and hardens again. Of
coursg, if the cutting head getstoo hat, it melts the solder and the disk under it, so high power cutting
heads have to be cooled with pipes of water or oil.

There are two advantages to the hot cutting head. One: the records sound better because they more
accurately track the sound from the microphone. Two: we can use harder cutting blanks. With harder
cutting blanks it becomes possible to play our cuttings (not too many times) and check that what we
recorded iswhat we wanted.

Evenif the mgority of people were ill listening to them on acoustic gramophones, the range of what
could be recorded had gone up enormoudly. Glenn Miller could play some mezzo piancs, rather than
being stuck in forte and above. We, by using the modern e ectronics we have available, can use two
microphones, one for the band and one for the vocal. Politicians speeches can be retained for posterity
(no advance can be all positive). Radio broadcasts can be recorded during the transmission, and
rebroadcast ad nauseam without having to pay the performers again, a golden age!

What will Grantville build?

What follows is one man's attempt to design arecord magtering facility for Grantville. It presumes
that the mechanical gramophones described above are being produced, and that a market for the classic
10" and 12" 78 rpm disc recordings exists. This design concentrates on the cutting room, since the
earliest recordswill mainly be reissuing pre-existing recordings from up-time recordings. Our recordings
of up-time CD's are going to be the best recordings we produce. They will be better in al ways than
down-time reproductions of those same songs, Smply because of the quality of the sound. Eventudly,
though, down-time composerswill arrive in Grantville, eager to have their music be digtributed by the
new network of record stores and dedlers. Even when producing records of down-time compositions,
they will be recorded to tape or hard disk and then cut rather than cut live aslong as our tape recorders
and computers continue to function. The cutting studio will be equipped with the most reliable amps and
Speakers we can get. Thereisno reason that the up-time components of our cutting studio shouldn't
function for thirty years or more.



The Record Cutting Lathe
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fig 2 still no scale

The record cutting lathe is going to be expensive, and will take some machining, but it'saone off job
(maybetwo or threeif thisredly takes off, but minor, anyway).

Start with the turntable. Thisiswhat will hold the record blank wewill be cutting. It needsto be
heavy, perfectly balanced and dead flat. It can be specialy machined if necessary, but we should be able
to find something. Perhaps a brake drum from something large? In any event, thereisa 14 inch flat
circular plate that will hold our record blank. It needsto be heavy so that it actsasaflywhed. Asthe
cutting head cuts, the heavy turntable keegps the speed constant while the pressures change. Also,
heaviness helps control any changes caused by variationsin power reaching the turning motor.

Directly below the turntable is the bearing that supportsit. We need one redly good bearing, as
rumble free as can be managed. We're recording in mono, so rumble problems are reduced, but the
cutting head is pressing down forcefully on one side of the rig, with nothing balancing it on the other. If the
bearing isn't perfectly smooth, asit grinds and rumbles, those sounds would be cut into the record. It's
very important to avoid this.

Totheright of the turntable and its bearing is the motor. The motor isgoing to be very oversized.
Thiswill ensurethat it will run at aconstant speed because the strain of cutting is small compared to the
mass of the motor. Up-time, the motors for cutting lathes are hysteresis synchronous or feedback
controlled. Although those are better, abig, powerful, smple three phase motor ismore likely to be
findable than anything sophigticated, and it saves ustrying to design the fancy controlsto go with the
fancy motor we don't have.

The geeks are going to ask: How do we measure the speed of the turntable? The tuned reed
techniqueis good for checking the frequency of the motor drive current, but short of sticking a series of
fridge magnets round the rim (not, | suppose, impossible) it doesn't work for the turntable. Thereis
another smple answer. Strobe markings round the edge combined with alight source driven by aknown
frequency (perhaps atuning fork) should work aslong asthe latheisnot in sunlight.

The cutting head hasto be held just over the blank record, and moved to the side as the record spins
sothat it cutsaspira groove. The mechanism holding the cutting head must be very rigid and accurate.
What we do is suspend the cutting head from an arm, and run a threaded rod through the carrier. The



carrier is machined to engage with the threaded rod, and an overhead bar improvesrigidity and carries
theflexible cabling and cooling fluid to the cutter head. A vertica shaft and gears carriesthe rotation of
the motor up to the rod so that everything movestogether. All this Stuff is heavy, carefully machined and
fussy, but aswe said, we only have to make one.

Everything is open for ease of cleaning and maintenance, rather than enclosed for protection, which
meansthat if the operator haslong hair, he or she wears ahair net. There will be no baggy clothes,
nothing that can get caught in the mechanics. Thisthing will fail any hedlth and safety ingpection, so
operators have to be careful. We don't want any scalps clogging up this mechanism.

Thefanciest bit isgoing to be the cutting head and drive eectronics. The easiest thing to modify into a
cutting head we haveisthe speaker assembly from an old telephone handset. It hasamoving iron driver
that is ssimple to attach a needle to. The telephone handset has some problems; it's somewhat low power
for the purpose, has higher impedance than would have been optimal, and it doesn't heat the cutter as
much as | would like, while overhegting itsdlf too easlly, findly because weve (oh, dl right—I've)
selected amoving iron design, very little of the heet is conducted to the cutting point where it would do
some good.

Cutting heads on late generation stereo L P lathes were frequently cooled with liquid nitrogen, which
givesan ideaof how much hest is generated. So I'm going to damp out the cavity with some high
temperature lubricating ail. I'll instal athermostat and a pump to move the oil around when the
temperature goes above reasonable. Also mounted on the cutting 