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Foreword
Most of what this volume contains is stories we had already written, and most of those already published. If you're familiar with the Sewing Circle and the Barbie Consortium from earlier reading, you're going to find a lot that you've already read. However there are things that we didn't know about when the first stories were written, and some things that have changed, or we just got wrong. Like the fact that the Barbies graduated middle school in the spring of 1631 and were high school freshmen in the 1631-1632 school year. We'll leave it to you to guess whether that got changed or was just a mistake.
Another thing we ran into were timing issues. Put people in places that they really couldn't be in. This happens when you have forgetful people writing stories. For instance, "Trommler Records" actually happened while the Barbies were still in school. That's because it turns out they went to Vienna only a few weeks, at most, after graduation. Somehow, the reports of Judy Wendell moving to Magdeburg turned out to be in error. The same with Susan Logsden. In fact, "Trommler Records" isn't located in Magdeburg, but outside Grantville, about half way to Jena where the rents are cheaper.
To make sure you can't just skip the stories you've already read—or just because we're a little OCD—we've stuck the new stuff in in chronological order, so "Poor Little Rich Girls" and "Susan's Story" are inside "Other People's Money." And there are new bits—from a couple of lines to a couple of pages—scattered all through it, along with never-before-seen stories.
In general, this is how a couple of groups of kids got rich and grew up in the 1632 universe.



Chapter 1: What do we do now?
Delia Ruggles Higgins was five foot nine, whipcord thin, and a self-described packrat. As of the Ring of Fire, she was fifty-nine and had been a widow for seven years. She had graying hair and black eyes. She figured she had "gracefully surrendered the things of youth." Not without regret, but with what she hoped was grace.
These days she ran the storage lot that had been her living with her late husband Ray, and still was now that he was gone. For the last four years she had also managed her daughter Ramona, who had a true knack for picking Mr. Wrong. Ramona and her boys David and Donny had moved back in with her a few months after Donny’s dad had dumped her and gone back to his wife. David was small for his age, skinny with brown hair. Delia was expecting a growth spurt anytime now. Donny was thin too, but his growth spurt was still probably some years away.
Ramona did most of the routine work at the storage lot, and since the house was next door, Delia was available if something came up that Ramona couldn’t handle. Which happened all too often. She took after her father physically. She was plump and short with light brown hair and pale blue eyes.
Delia had a big doll collection. It was not, she would cheerfully acknowledge, a great doll collection. It was almost entirely cheap plastic dolls bought at the Goodwill in Fairmont, the local thrift shops, and Valuemart, whenever they had something cheap. She had, for example, five Michael Jordan dolls: three ten-inch ones, and two eighteen-inch ones she had found still in the box at a clearance sale. She had lots of fashion dolls, Barbies, Sandies and others. Some she had posed with members of the Enterprise crew. She liked Star Trek. There were also baby dolls, and Santas, which you could get really cheap right after Christmas.
It wasn’t, with the exception of a few gifts, an expensive collection, but it was a big one, collected over the last twenty years or so. Ray had not commented when she started collecting dolls. He just shook his head and from then on bought her dolls for Christmas, birthdays, and whenever the mood struck. She used her grandmother’s old Singer sewing machine to make doll clothing and to repair and fit people clothing she got at Goodwill and other thrift stores in the area.
She gardened quite a bit, growing both vegetables and flowers. She grew vegetables in the back yard, which was larger than the front by a considerable margin. Not enough for a truck garden, but enough to add fresh fruit and vegetables to the larder in spring and summer. The front yard was devoted to flowers. They were just for fun. She had roses and daffodils, and a variety of others. She had even planted flowerbeds outside the mobile home that served as an office for the storage lot.
Then came the Ring of Fire. Delia came home from the town meeting three days after the Ring of Fire in a state of shock, which was replacing her previous state of denial. She had not believed the rumors. In spite of everything, she had not wanted to believe the stories. Now they were confirmed.
She still had the storage lot, but it wasn’t the steady income it had been. The circumstances had changed. She had no idea how the change would affect the storage rental business. Hell, with Mike Stearns running things, we might get nationalized, she thought half seriously. Delia had never been fond of unions, or union bosses. There was some money in the bank—though what, if anything, it was worth now, she had no idea. Things had been tight before the disaster. Now?
She looked over at her daughter. Ramona was not taking things well. Then again, Ramona never had taken changes well, not even as a child. Right now she was going though the pantry, picking things up and putting them down, with little rhyme or reason. David, Ramona’s elder son, was doing better. He had taken his younger brother Donny to their room as soon as they got home, but David had been better than his mother in emergencies, even when he was ten. Delia sighed.
June 8, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
The house had clearly needed cleaning, and it helped keep Ramona busy. Delia made an inventory of everything they found. About the only exceptional things in the house were her dolls and the sheer amount of unfinished sewing. She had obviously gotten behind in her sewing.
Then there was The Storage Lot. About three acres of their five acre lot were devoted to the collection of used metal shipping containers that made up the storage lot. Before the Ring of Fire it had provided the family with a living. Three quarters of the containers had been rented, about half of them to people outside the Ring of Fire. Since the Ring of Fire, though, she was left with only a third of the containers rented—and things were only getting worse as people emptied their containers for items to sell to the merchants in Rudolstadt, Saalfield and Badenburg.
There were two ways of looking at the property in the storage containers rented by people outside the Ring of Fire. One theory was that it now belonged to her, since it was on her land and in her containers. The other was that it belonged to Grantville, like the land that was owned by people outside the Ring of Fire.
Delia was not sure which way the powers-that-be would come down on the issue. She understood that they might feel that the needs of the many outweighed the needs of the few. She even agreed, in theory, but she had Ramona and the boys to consider. So, for now, she was keeping a fairly low profile, trying to figure out which way things were going to go. She had not opened any of the containers that were rented by people left behind because if she waited till their rent was overdue she would have up-time legal precedent on her side. Meanwhile, her income had gone down by over fifty percent, and any gain represented by the stuff in the containers was both iffy and short term.
They needed another source of income. There was all the old clothing, quite a bit in the sewing room, and still more in a storage container. One good thing about owning a storage lot: you generally had a place to put your stuff. It was the perfect job for a pack rat, Delia thought, grinning reminiscently. She would look into repairing and selling some of the old clothing.
June 12, 1631: The Wendell House
Dinner that night was venison steaks, well done, with salad, both bought at the grocery store for about what beef steaks and salad would have cost before the Ring of Fire. The venison was cheaper than the beef would have been, but the salad was more expensive. Bread for the moment was priced through the roof. The table was set with a silver plate candelabra and light for dinner was provided by candles rather than light bulbs, not to make dinner more romantic, but because the Wendells had figured out that light bulbs were going to be expensive and hard to replace. Still it lent an elegance to the family dinner. At the head of the table sat Fletcher Wendell, a tall gangly man with dark brown hair and horn-rimmed glasses. He was not a particularly handsome man but his face was rendered charming by animation. Across from him sat his wife Judy, statuesque rather than gangly, with mahogany hair and blue eyes. Recessive genes had played in making their daughters. Sarah was a carrot-top with rather too many freckles distracting from the evenness of her features. Which left Judy the Younger, twelve and so pretty as to border on the beautiful. Rich auburn hair and a pale complexion with only the lightest sprinkling of freckles.
Judy the Younger asked: "Mom, Hayley says that money is worth more now than it was before the Ring of Fire, but Vicky says it’s not worth anything cuz there ain’t no United States no more. So who’s right?"
Judy the Elder stalled while she thought about her daughter’s question. "Because, not ‘cuz,’ dear. And ‘isn’t,’ not ain’t."
Fletcher Wendell came to his wife’s rescue, sort of. "Back before the Ring of Fire, there was a bank in Washington that had a bunch of fairies with magic wands. They made new money when they were happy, and made it disappear when they were sad. Apparently, when the Ring of Fire happened, one of those fairies was in town, and it now resides in the Grantville bank.”
"Daaad!" Judy the Younger complained, while her older sister Sarah smirked.
"I take it," said Daaad, “that you don’t believe in Federal Reserve Fairies? That’s just the problem, don’t you see? Neither do the down-timers, at least not yet. Part of my new job with the finance subcommittee is to keep the Federal Reserve Fairies happy. Another part is to convince the Germans and all the other down-timers that they are real, because they perform a very important function and it only works really well if most people believe in them.”
Judy the Younger looked disgusted. Sarah didn’t even try to hide her smirk. Judy the Elder was moderately successful at disguising her laugh with a cough, then she gave Fletcher the “look.” At which point Fletcher held up his hands in mock surrender.
“All right, I surrender,” he said, which no one believed for a moment.
Judy the Elder gave her husband one more severe look then spoke again. “Your father’s subcommittee recommended to the cabinet that they declare that money on deposit in the bank and the credit union is still there, that debts owed to people or institutions inside the Ring of Fire are still valid, but debts or accounts in places left up-time are gone. Just common sense, but some people argued about it. Some wanted accounts in other banks honored. Sort of transferred to the local bank. Others wanted all debts to the bank erased.”
Fletcher grimaced. “Well . . . pretty much—except there’s still a big argument about mortgages. People who owe their mortgage to the local bank are raising a fuss because they think they’re being discriminated against. They think the out-of-area mortgages should be assumed by the new government. Truth to tell, they’ve got a point—and Lord knows the government could use the money.”
Judy the Elder plowed on. “Leave that aside, for the moment. Right now, wages paid by the city government or the emergency committee are being kept the same as they were before the Ring of Fire. Dan Frost is still paid the same. The coal miners are getting paid according to their pre-Ring of Fire contract, as are the people at the power plant. The difference is that now the emergency committee, which is receiving the income from coal sales and electric bills, is paying them. As will whatever government follows it. Unless it divests itself of the businesses. What that does is provide a stable point in the money supply which, hopefully, will help keep the money from increasing or decreasing in value too quickly, but no one wants wage and price freezes to last any longer or be any more widespread than absolutely necessary. So the owner of the grocery store sets the prices at the grocery store, with suggestions by the emergency committee. Now back to your question, how much is a dollar worth? If you’re talking about paying the electric bill, or the house payment, it’s worth exactly what it was worth before the Ring of Fire. If you’re talking about buying groceries, it’s fairly close to what it was before. For a Barbie doll, it’s worth a lot less, because no one is making Barbie dolls anymore, and the down-timers are buying them up. So take care of your Barbies, they are going to be worth a lot one day.”
“Ah, but the down-timers don’t have any money,” Fletcher put in with a grin. “At least, not American money. So right now, everyone is trying to figure out how much of our money their money is worth, and vici verci. Which is where the Federal Reserve Fair—” Fletcher paused, casting an overdone look of meek submission at his wife. “Ah, the bank comes in.”
“Oh, go ahead Fletcher,” Judy the Elder put in, with an equally overdone, long-suffering sigh. “You won’t be satisfied till you’ve run those poor fairies into the ground.”
“Not at all. I’m very fond of the Federal Reserve Fairies. They do the kind of magic we need done.” He smiled cheerfully at his daughters. “The thing about the Fed Fairies is they hate it when prices go up too fast. It makes them very sad, and they wave their magic wands, and make the bank have less money. Then the bank charges more interest when it loans out what money it does have. What makes the Fed Fairies really happy, is when prices stay the same, or go down. When that happens, they can’t help themselves, they just have to wave their magic wands to make more money. As a matter of fact, they look into their crystal balls to see what the prices will be like months or even years in the future, and wave their magic wands in response to what they see. At least they did before the Ring of Fire. I think the crystal ball must have gotten bumped or something cuz the predictions we’re hearing at the subcommittee meetings are bouncing all over the place. So one of the things we’re working on is trying to determine the ‘real’ value of all the goods and services within the Ring of Fire, measured in up-time money, so we can help the Fed Fairies figure out which way to wave their wands.”
His face grew comically lugubrious. “Now, when people don’t believe in the Fed Fairies, they have to come up with some other explanation for where the money comes from. Like, 'The Government.' The problem is, governments always need money, and if they can make it themselves, well, people are afraid they will. And that they will keep on making more of it until it takes thousands of dollars to buy a ham sandwich. So, an important part of my new job is to convince the down-timers that Mike Stearns can’t just make more money whenever he wants to. That, instead of the government making the decisions, the Fed Fairies will decide how much American money there is, so they can trust American money to hold its value.”
Sarah was always happy to play along with her father’s teasing of her little sister. “How are you going to make the fairies happy so they will make more money and we can all be rich?”
“The more stuff there is to buy, the more money you can have without the prices going up too much. We brought quite a bit of stuff with us through the Ring of Fire, but to make the Fed Fairies really happy, we need to find stuff that we can make here.”
The rest of the evening was spent in discussion of production and levels of usage. In spite of the dry subject matter, or perhaps because it isn’t quite so dry as most people think when presented right, it was an enjoyable conversation, and even Judy the Younger had fun.
* * *
"Susan, you need to hide your Barbie dolls," Judy whispered over the phone.
"What are you talking about?" Susan, at thirteen, had mostly given up on her Barbies though she hadn't sold them or given them to Goodwill. She was in the living room of her family's mobile home and talking quietly because she didn't want her mom to overhear.
"My mom said that our Barbies are worth a fortune and they are going to be worth even more because no one is going to be making new ones. The ones we have are going to get sold to kids all over the world."
"That makes sense, I guess."
"Good. You call Gaby and Vicky. I'll call Milly, Hayley and Heather."
"Not a good idea," Susan said. If they wanted to keep this secret, she didn't need to be saying anything about it with her mom in earshot.
"Is your mom there?" Judy asked.
"Uh huh."
"Okay. We'll talk at school tomorrow. See ya."
Susan hung up, thinking about her Barbies and about all the other things she might have that couldn't be replaced now that the Ring of Fire had happened.
June 13, 1631: A Creek Inside the Ring of Fire
David Bartley had a crush on Sarah Wendell; which he of course, would never admit to. This was bad enough. What made it worse, was that Sarah had a crush on Brent Partow; which, of course, she would never admit to. Brent and his twin brother Trent were David’s best friends, and had been since his family moved to Grantville in ninety-six.
Brent didn’t have a crush on Sarah. He was the second largest boy in the ninth grade. He was interested in football, all things mechanical, and recently all things military. Girls, as Girls, had been creeping into his awareness, but only creeping, and the Ring of Fire had pushed them back several steps. He was good looking, and enthusiastic in his interests, willing to share them with others and listen to their views, so far without regard to their gender. Which may explain Sarah’s crush.
His brother Trent, the largest boy in the ninth grade by about a millimeter and maybe a half a pound, acted as a governor for his exuberant fascinations. Brent would come up with a plan to make or do something, and Trent would come up with all the reasons it wouldn’t work. Then they would argue it out, using David, and lately Sarah, to act as referee and deciding vote.
The upshot of all these social interconnections was that the four hung out together, and talked about football, all things mechanical, and recently, all things military. All things military focused on the Ring of Fire, and the changes it had and would bring about.
Where the kids sat, near a small creek, the buildings of Grantville were hidden by steep tree-topped hills, as well as quite a bit of the sky. “Flat,” around here, meant any angle less than thirty degrees. If there wasn’t a building right next to you, it seemed as though you were in virgin forest never touched by men.
Sarah was talking about her dad’s new job at the finance subcommittee, and its importance to all things military. “Dad says that we’re going to be in trouble if we don’t come up with stuff to trade with the Germans.”
Trent argued almost by reflex. “We have plenty to trade, TV and radio, cars and microwaves. All sorts of stuff.” It was, after all, obvious that people from the end of the twentieth century must be rich in comparison to people of the first half of the seventeenth.
Sarah was not impressed. “Can you build a TV? What about a TV station? My Dad says ‘We have to buy food, and we are gonna keep right on needing food.’ We’re not gonna keep having TVs and so on to sell. Once they’re sold, they’re gone.”
Sarah, an astute observer might note, was a bit pedantic on the subject of My Dad Said. She might have a crush on Brent, but she loved and respected her father. That last part, had he known it, would have come as quite a shock to Fletcher Wendell. He was convinced that his daughter’s youthful admiration had gone the way of the dodo a year and a half hence.
Before the Ring of Fire, that youthful admiration had indeed been on the decline. When his job disappeared with the Ring of Fire, Sarah was naturally concerned with how that would affect her. This entailed a certain amount of resentment; youthful admiration had gone almost comatose. What use after all, is an insurance salesman in the Dark Ages? Then, with his new job with the finance subcommittee, Fletcher Wendell suddenly had an important role in the survival of Grantville. His older daughter’s admiration for Dad had popped right out of its sickbed as if it had never even been asleep. Which fact she had gone to some length to hide—admiration for one’s dad being damaging to fourteen-year-old dignity.
“There’re things we can build,” David said, “We have the machine shops.” This comment had less to do with defending Trent, than the fact that David, for all intents and purposes, didn’t have a dad and sort of resented Sarah’s harping on hers.
“What?” Sarah asked.
Alas, David had no ready answer, so he had to make do with a disgruntled shrug and a vague “Lots of stuff.” Not nearly impressive enough. Shortly after that the gathering broke up and the kids went home.
David was bothered by that shrug, and the lack of knowledge it represented, much more than anyone else in the group. Partly that was because it’s always less pleasant to taste your foot than to see someone put theirs in their mouth. But mostly it was because the grim reality of Sarah’s comments hit a bit closer to home for him than for the others. He remembered some bad times from before they moved back to Grantville after “Uncle” Donovan left. David’s world had come apart before, and it showed all the signs of doing so again. There was a sort of directionless tension in the air. As if the grownups around him knew something had to be done, but didn’t really know what. And there were major money concerns, always a bad sign. Worse, unlike last time, it seemed to cover the whole town, not just his family.
David started actively looking for something to make. Something for people to spend their energy on. Something that would bring in money. Something, anything, to make the uncertainty go away.
Brent Partow spent the night thinking about what Sarah had said as well. He wasn’t worried, he was interested. Brent spent his life in search of the next interesting thing to do. To Brent, Sarah’s concerns about saleable products simply meant a fun game of what can we build?
By the next day he had a plan. He talked it over with Trent, who only had minor objections. Trent was afraid that if the grownups found out they might like the idea. Which, of course, meant they would take the thing over, put it in a class, suck all the fun out of it, and turn it into work. Trent was also afraid that if the grownups found out they might be displeased. Which, of course, meant they would forbid the kids the game, and just to make sure, assign them something boring to do. So his sole restriction was: no grownups.
Fluharty Middle School, Grantville
"So, why should we hold onto our dolls?" Vicky Emerson asked. "I want a new dress and makeup is going to be just as hard to come by as Barbie dolls. We should sell them now and buy other stuff before it gets scarce."
Judy wasn't pleased by this. Vicky Emerson was the second captain of the middle school cheerleaders and Judy's competition for leadership. Judy was only the leader because Vicky was, as Mom put it, "a bit abrasive." Judy just thought of her as pushy. In the meantime, Judy needed a good comeback. "Because we don't have a good investment yet." At this point in her life, Judy only had the vaguest idea what an investment was, but her dad had said something about Grantville needing opportunities to invest their capital last night at dinner, in between the Fed fairies and harvesting of crops in the surrounding villages.
"You don't know anything about investments," Vicky insisted.
Which was true, but not something that Judy could admit to, at least not exactly. "Well, I'll find out."
"Why you?"
"Because my dad is on the finance subcommittee!"
Vicky didn't have an answer for that. At the same time, Judy was now stuck with having to find out what they should do with the money from the Barbies when they sold them. And she didn't have a clue. "Look, it's going to take a while to figure this all out. But in the meantime, we need to keep anything that we can't replace hidden till we find a good market because anything they can't make in the . . ." Judy paused, unsure how to say it. "Anything we can't make in this now is going just keep getting more pricy."
* * *
Susan got Judy aside a few minutes later. "Judy, can I store my Barbies at your house?"
Judy started to ask why but she remembered Susan lived with her mom and her older sister in a moble home, so there wasn't all that much room. But that wasn't the problem. People talked about Susan's mom and they weren't nice about it. And Susan was always embarrassed to have anyone over to the mobile home. It wasn't in good repair and it wasn't clean. Judy understood that Susan was afraid that if her mom found out how much her Barbies were worth, she would take them. "Sure," Judy hesitated a moment then asked, "But what happens if your mom can't find them? She'll ask you where they are."
"I'll lie," Susan said coldly.
"Okay. But I want a list of your barbies so they don't get mixed in with mine. Hey, that's an idea. We need an inventory of our dolls and stuff, a real official inventory. Hey, everyone. Go home and get your dolls and stuff and bring them to my house. We're gonna inventory them."
Two hours later at the Wendell house
"What are you girls up to?" asked the adult Judy Wendell.
"Last night you said I should take care of my dolls because they are going to be expensive, so we're going to inventory our dolls and stuff and see what we have."
"That's a good idea," Judy the Elder told the girls. "But don't limit yourselves to just Barbie dolls. There are a lot of things that we won't be able to replace. Just about anything synthetic is probably going to be hard to come by."
"What's synthetic, Mrs. Wendell?" asked Millicent Anne Barnes.
"Anything polyester or plastic," Judy the Elder explained, then stopped. "Actually, I'm not completely sure," she added after a moment's thought. "Nylon. Probably any plastic toy. We probably need to do an inventory too, and it's not just stuff they don't have at all. There are going to be things that they have, but are different. There is a six pack of Bud in the fridge that is not going to get drunk. The down-time beer is better, but the Bud is a very limited supply." Judy the Elder knew about the truck full of beer that had gotten stranded with the town. She was involved with the finance subcommittee, but even with the truckload up-time beer was soon going to be a rarity. "Bottles and cans of soda, wine, beer, liquors. They have all that but soda. And they may even be able to make soda, at least some kinds. Just the fact that it was made up-time will give it value. But we won't be able to hold onto it all. We'll have to use some and sell more just to get by."
She had seven tweenager's full attention, but she wasn't at all sure how much of it was getting through. She spent several minutes trying to explain why the Ring of Fire had made up-time made stuff so valuable, and in so doing, helped to clarify it for herself.



Chapter 2: What do we Make?
June 14, 1631: A Creek Inside the Ring of Fire
David was the first to arrive. Then Brent and Trent arrived together. By the time Sarah got there, the issue was decided.
Sarah, feeling somewhat left out, initially scoffed at the plan. But then David pointed out that, if what her father said was true, it was their duty to Grantville to do something. That ended that. David was a dedicated and marginally astute observer of Sarah Wendell.
So the four began their search for the right thing to make. First they compiled lists of things. Guns, airplanes, hovercraft, cars, electric engines, nails, pliers . . .
The lists got very long because Brent had declared that the first winner would be the person who came up with the most possibilities, whether they turned out to be possible or not. So the first list included such practical and easy to make things as phasers, space shuttles, nuclear submarines, and cruise missiles. Each of which was greeted with raspberries and giggles, but each of which gained the originator a point marked down by Trent. A number of the suggestions that were to eventually be made by one or another group of up-timers were greeted with the above accolade. After about an hour the kids were starting to get a little bored. Trent’s suggestion that they adjourn, and each make a separate list over the next couple of days, met with general approval.
June 16, 1631: The Grantville High School Library
Sarah won by fifteen entries. There was some debate as to whether all her entries were indeed separate items. In a number of cases she had included the final item along with several component parts. Among the four lists there were close to a thousand separate items. If you eliminated duplicates, there were still over five hundred. When you eliminated the utterly impossible, matter transmitters and the like, there were still over three hundred.
Then they tried to eliminate the impractical. But what makes the difference between practical and impractical? That is not so easy a thing to determine, and each kid came at the question from a different angle. To Brent and Trent it was still very much a game, so their version of practical had more to do with interesting than anything else. Sarah imagined presenting her parents with a list of things that could be sold and gaining their respect, so her version paid much attention to what would be saleable. David was the only one who was actually looking for something that would make a good investment for his family. His problem was, he really wasn’t sure what that meant.
All in all, the whole thing was a lot of fun. Some things—nails, for example—were eliminated when Sarah informed them someone else was already working on them. The finance subcommittee was apparently keeping track of that sort of thing. Other things, such as airplanes, were marked as practical but not for them. A number of things were marked as practical for them; but they didn’t stop at the first of these, since they had agreed to go through the whole list.
Then they reached the sewing machine. Brent, who had little interest in sewing, proclaimed that it was impractical because it needed an electric motor—and they had already determined that for them, the electric motor was impractical.
David remembered his grandmother’s old Singer and that it had been converted from treadle power. This was not actually true, merely a family rumor, but David didn’t know that. So he pointed out that a sewing machine did not need an electric motor, which was true.
Sarah, who recognized the root motive of Brent’s rejection of the sewing machine—sexism, pure and simple—naturally took a firm position in favor of the sewing machine.
Poor Trent didn’t know which way to turn. Arguing with Brent was dear to his heart, as was tearing down impossible schemes, but sewing machines were for girls.
“They’re too complicated,” he claimed, “we could never make one from an encyclopedia entry. We would need a design or a model or something.”
“We have one!” David was well pleased to be on Sarah’s side against Brent. “At least my grandma has one, and it’s old. It was converted from treadle or pedal power to electric sometime, but all they did was put on an electric motor to replace the pedals.”
What are you going to do when faced with such intransigence? You just have to show them. Trent and Brent were going to show that it could not be done. David and Sarah, that it could.
June 16, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
Delia was sewing when the kids arrived. She had been sewing quite a bit lately. She had worked out a deal with the Valuemart, and she had been patching, hemming, and seaming ever since. It was now providing a fair chunk of the family income. Still, she was pleased enough to hear the pounding hooves of a herd of teens to take a break. Such herds had been in short supply since the Ring of Fire.
She was a bit surprised when the kids wanted to look at her old Singer. Kids took an interest in the oddest things. She showed it off readily enough. She was rather proud of it; almost a hundred years old, and still worked well.
* * *
Brent was converted. There were all sorts of gadgets and doohickeys, and neat ways of doing things. Figuring out what did what and why, and what they could make, and what they could replace with something else would be loads of fun.
Trent resisted for a while, but not long. A sewing machine really is a neat piece of equipment.
June 16, 1631: Evening, Delia Higgins’ House
As Delia watched David at the dining room table, his dark eyes studying some papers with an intensity rarely lavished on schoolwork, she thought about the incursion of the small herd of teens. David was up to something, she could tell.
She remembered a phone call she had gotten four years ago, from a ten-year-old David, explaining the hitherto unknown facts that Ramona had lost her job two months before, that they were about to be thrown out of their apartment, and there was no food in it anyway.
“Could we come live with you Grandma? Mom can help you out with the storage lot.”
“Where is your mother?” Delia had asked.
“She’s out looking for work. ‘Cept she ain’t. She goes to the park and sits.” David hastened to add: “She looked at first, she really did. But Mom don’t like it when things don’t work. After a while she just quits.”
They had worked it out between them. It was mostly David’s plan. She had called that night and asked if Ramona could come home and work at the storage lot, to give her a bit more time with her garden.
It had been a while after they got back to Grantville before David had gone back to being just a kid. There had been a certain watchfulness about him. A waiting for the other shoe to drop, so he could catch it before things got even more busted. The watchfulness had slowly faded. Ramona had never been aware of it. Any more than she had ever known about the plot to bring them home. But Delia remembered that watchfulness, and it was back. Subtler than before, more calculating, but there. David had decided that he needed to save his world again, and was trying to figure out how.
This time Delia would not wait for a phone call.
She finished dressing the Barbie in her version of a 1630s peasant outfit. “David, come give me a hand in the garden. I just remembered some lifting I need you to do for me.”
Delia kept a compost heap for her garden. This occasionally involved David, Donny or Ramona with a wheelbarrow. In this instance, it made a good excuse to get David alone for a quiet talk.
David, deep in the process of determining which parts of a sewing machine might best be made by a 1630s blacksmith, grumbled a bit; but did as he was told.
It took all of five minutes, and more importantly a promise not to interfere without good reason, to get David talking. This didn’t reflect a lack of honor on David’s part, but trust in his grandmother. Once he started talking it took a couple of hours for him to run down. During those two hours, Delia was again reminded that kids understand more and listen more than people generally gave them credit for. Or than they want credit for, mostly.
The economics of the Ring of Fire were made clear. Well, a little clearer. She learned about Brent and Trent’s talent for making things, how they worked off one another. She learned about Sarah’s understanding of money, and the financial situation of Grantville as a whole, and how Delia’s family’s situation was a smaller version of the same thing. That they had lots of capital in the form of goods, but nothing to invest it in. That what were needed were products that they could make the machines to make. David had to explain that part twice to make it clear. He used the sewing machine as an example.
“It works like this, Grandma. We have a sewing machine. If we sell it, it’s gone. Mr. Marcantonio’s machine shop could make sewing machines if we didn’t need it to make other stuff, but eventually it’s going to have breakdowns, and it won’t be able to make sewing machines any more. Especially if all it’s making is sewing machine parts and not machine shop parts to keep the machine shop running. But if Mr. Marcantonio’s shop makes some machines that make sewing machine parts, then when those machines break down we have some place to go to get more of them. Every step away from just taking what we have and selling it costs more, but means it takes longer for us to run out of stuff to sell. The machines that make the sewing machine parts don’t have to be as complicated as those in Mr. Marcantonio’s shop, because they don’t need to be as flexible. ‘Almost tools,’ Brent says.”
Sarah Wendell and the Partow twins made a new friend that evening; their parents, even more so. Delia was impressed by the kids and the parents who had given them the knowledge they had.
She was also impressed with David. She promised not to interfere unless asked, but made him promise to ask for her help if needed. She added her vote to the sewing machine because it was a machine itself, so in a way it added yet another level to the levels he had talked about. She gave permission to disassemble her Singer if it was needed. She also promised backing if the kids came up with a plan that they convinced her could work.
“We’ll find the money to do it, David. You and your friends come up with a plan that has a good shot of working and I’ll find the money.”
David Bartley went to bed that night at peace with the world. For the first time since the town meeting after the Ring of Fire, his stomach didn’t bother him at all.
That is, until he remembered that grownups weren’t to be involved. How was he going to tell the others? He had to tell them. Grandma could help a lot.
Emerson House
Vicky Emerson played with her dolls. She hadn't taken them all over to Judy's house to be be inventoried and stored. She had her Barbie Malibu Dreamhouse and her half-dozen Barbies, including Malibu Barbie and Ken. The other girls had known that she was holding out, but no one had said anything. She felt a little guilty about it, but she hadn't wanted to give up her Barbies. Not all of them. Mom and Dad weren't paying any attention to her since the brat had been born and the Ring of Fire had just made things worse. She needed her dolls. So for an hour or so she dreamed about living in up-time California with her dream house and surfing with Ken . . . and not having a baby brother at all.
June 19, 1631: Grantville High School
David had admitted his breach of confidence three days before. After being shunned for a day and a half, he had been invited conditionally to rejoin the group. They wanted to know what his grandmother had said, and they wanted assurances that she would not call in their parents or try to take over the project. He had provided the assurances, and added that she thought the sewing machine was a good idea.
After much enjoyable debate, they had narrowed the list of things down. The sewing machine was now top of the list because they had permission to take apart the Singer. Before that it had been fairly low on the list because of its complexity.
Besides, Sarah had noticed a trend. Sewing machines were renting as fast as people could find them, and the price was going up. After some obscure conversation with her parents she had realized that meant there was a ready market for a fairly large number of sewing machines. Brent had thought of several places where a single machine could make up to three or four parts. You would make a bunch of one part, then change an attached tool and make another kind of part. If they could get a good start, they would be ahead of local competitors.
Trent felt it would be better in the long run to make separate machines for each part. “You’re making them too complicated, Brent. You always do.” Lots of really fun arguments in the offing.
The sewing machine was starting to look like a really good product, if they could build it—and just maybe they could. They had an incomplete list of the parts involved, most of which could be produced manually, and now they were in a position to get a complete parts list.
June 20, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
The Great Sewing Machine Disassembly took most of the morning and reassembly was scheduled for the afternoon. Since Delia was now in on the secret and Ramona and Donny were at the storage lot, the kids could talk freely about what they were actually doing.
The sewing machine was carefully disassembled. As each part was removed it was placed on an old sheet spread on the floor. Its outline was traced on the sheet and it was numbered. Trent made a list describing each part and where it came from. Sarah had brought a digital camera from home.
Each step in the process was explained to Delia, which added to the fun. There is something very gratifying in explaining something to a grownup when you’re fourteen and in charge of it. It remains gratifying, of course, only so long as the grownup listens and does not try to take over. Delia listened. Delia offered no more than words of encouragement and the occasional leading question. In this way Delia managed to get her suggestions listened to. Not many were needed. Brent and Trent were knowledgeable, and Trent was meticulous. A born bean counter, Delia thought, but carefully did not say.
A part would come off the sewing machine and be placed on the sheet. While Trent recorded its function, Brent would suggest ways it might be made, with only a little regard for how practical those ways might be.
When Sarah got bored with the mechanics Delia engaged her in discussions of salability versus cost. This involved several repetitions of “My Dad said” and some of “My Mom said” as well. All of which Delia listened to with unfeigned interest. She was noting the differences between David’s version and Sarah’s. Sarah’s version had more detail and quite a bit more references to what the finance subcommittee was doing. They were working to establish American money as an accepted local currency with surprisingly good success.
Surprising because American dollars, being paper, did not at first appear to be worth anything. But the down-timers were familiar with several forms of monetary notes. Sarah wasn’t familiar with all of the mechanisms the down-timers used to transfer value through paper notes, but she had been told that they did, especially for large sums. The tricky part was, what was backing the American dollar? It was not gold or silver in a vault somewhere, but a calculation of goods and services. The Germans, at least some of them, saw the potential value of such a system. But they also saw how the system could be abused, and their experience had not taught them to have faith in governments. On the up side, Grantville had a lot of stuff the down-timers wanted to buy, and there was nowhere else for them to get it. Unfortunately, too much of that stuff was irreplaceable. It wasn’t stuff made in Grantville, but stuff bought from elsewhere up-time.
David took his own notes on the various subjects, trying to follow both conversations. His notes were a bit chaotic, but then again, so was the situation. David was beginning to develop something approaching a management style. It consisted of finding out as much as he could about everything he could, and then keeping his trap shut till there was a deadlock, or bottleneck of some sort, and giving credit for the idea to someone else. “Brent suggested,” “Sarah said” or “Trent said”—sometimes even “Grandma said.” David did his best to properly attribute credit, but sometimes he got it wrong. Sometimes there was no one to attribute the idea to. In those cases David fibbed. He went ahead and attributed it to the person he figured most likely to have said it if he hadn’t.
It was getting close to noon and David, as the least essential person, was assigned to make lunch. No hardship. David liked to cook. They had some jars of homemade spaghetti sauce in the icebox and plenty for a salad in the garden. Delia called the parents and arranged for the gang to have lunch with Delia and family.
Lunch was a quiet meal. The kids didn’t want to add to the list of who was in the know, and for now, neither did Delia. Ramona was unwilling or unable to admit that David could think for himself. To the extent it was possible, Ramona handled the fact of her children growing up by ignoring it. As soon as the sewing machine project came out into the open, Ramona was going to have to face some things.
After lunch they went back to it. The sewing machine was going back together with only a little trouble, but it meant a lot to Delia and each sticking screw bothered her. So she concentrated on continuing her conversation with Sarah.
About three that afternoon, Delia brought the whole question of whether this was a game or for real to a head.
“How do you form a company, Sarah?” she asked. “When Ray set up the storage lot all it amounted to was registering at the county courthouse and getting a tax number. But the county courthouse is three hundred years away in another universe. So how do we do it in the here and now?”
Somewhat to the surprise of the group, each member had decided that they really wanted to do this. Most of the hesitation had been the belief that they would not be allowed to—that the project would be declared frivolous, and they would be told not to waste time. Or that it would be declared too important to be left in the hands of children, and taken away from them.
Brent and Trent wanted to do it because really making sewing machines offered a more concrete outlet for their creative urges. Sarah, because this was the sort of thing that Grantville needed. David and Delia, because the family needed a source of steady income and neither had that much confidence in the longterm outlook of the storage lot. It was running at a loss at the moment and might well go broke within the next year or so. A storage container is, in its way, a luxury—and one that people apparently could not afford, at least for now.
“To form a company,” Sarah said, after they got back to the question, “is pretty standard. I think. I’d have to check with Mom, but I think it’s just a contract between someone and the government, or several people and the government. That is what the registering Mr. Higgins did at the county courthouse was. A corporation is more complex. I don’t know which we need but I can find out. What we need to do, is work out how much everyone is putting in, in labor and money. Then figure out who owns how much of the company and register it that way. The thing is, this is going to take a lot of money.”
At that point everyone got quiet. The kids because they didn’t have any money to speak of; Delia, because she wanted the kids to realize that they really weren’t in a position to just build the sewing machines in their back yard, that the game was starting to get real. Delia wanted to give them a chance to back away without losing face. So she waited a bit, to let it sink in, watching.
Then, liking what she saw: “How much money?”
“I don’t know. Mom says that it’s a law of nature that everything costs more and takes longer than you expect.”
“We have around a hundred parts,” Trent interjected. “Some can be hand-made, some will take special tools, and some will take machines. Some must be finely tooled. I have the numbers right here.”
“But that doesn’t tell us what we need to know,” Sarah pointed out. “At least, not all of it. How long will it take a blacksmith to make a part, how much will it cost? The only real way to find out is to go find a blacksmith and ask him, and you know some are gonna lie, and others are gonna get it wrong, because they think it needs fancy work, or because they don’t understand how precise it needs to be. So the only real way to find out for sure how much it will cost to make a sewing machine part, is to make one. Actually, to make several. Until then we’re guessing.”
“Well, a guess is better than nothing,” said Delia. “What if we go through Trent’s list one item at a time and make our best guess at the cost of each item?”
The rest of the afternoon, as Brent put the sewing machine back together, the others went through the list of parts and guessed.
When they were getting ready to go home Delia asked: “Have you kids looked at the museum on Elm Street?”
This was met with blank looks. Then Trent hit his head. “Oh. I remember, they have lots of old sewing machines.”
The light came on. They had all been there on school trips. On your mark. Get set . . .
Delia held up a hand. “Not tonight. You’re expected at home. We’ll work something out tomorrow.”
That’s the trouble with grownups—they don’t understand urgency.
Wendell House
Judy watched her sister with concern. Sarah was up to something and Judy didn't know what it was. That was simply unacceptable. Judy was good at keeping secrets. She was even quite good at determining who was and was not trustworthy in a specific case. She was also a snoop. Especially where her older sister was concerned. She found the whole notion of Sarah having a life that didn't include her to be grossly unfair. After all, how was she supposed to learn from her big sister's social blunders if she didn't get to watch them happening? "So, how is Brent?"
"Brent?" Sarah said, going slightly pink.
But, surprisingly, not as pink as Judy was expecting. "Yes. What have you been doing over at Brent's house?"
"I wasn't at Brent's house."
"Where were you then?"
"None of your business."
Judy went off in a huff, but as soon as Sarah was gone she got into Sarah's notes and found the sewing machine project. Then she got worried. She wondered if Sarah was going to get in trouble, because the idea of making sewing machines seemed pretty silly. She didn't want that, not real trouble. Sarah in a little trouble was fun. Sarah in real trouble would make things hard for Judy.
Judy questioned Sarah and got nowhere. She even subtly questioned her parents. Subtly, because teenage solidarity meant that she couldn't rat Sarah out even if she was keeping secrets about something as silly as making sewing machines.
Silly ideas like a sewing machine company would have been bad enough before the Ring of Fire, but now—with armies running around—it could be dangerous, and Judy didn't have much faith in Sarah's ability to speak without putting her foot in her mouth.
June 21, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
Ramona was at the lot, but Donny was home, wanting to get in on whatever the older kids were doing. So when the twins and Sarah arrived there was a certain amount of awkwardness. Which brought up the problem of keeping this a secret. Delia suggested that David take Donny into the kitchen and make everyone a snack. In other, unsaid words, keep him occupied for a little while. Donny understood the words left unsaid, but a look from Grandma was enough; he went, grumbling.
Once Donny was out of the room, Delia got right to the point. “Keeping this a secret won’t work much longer. Donny already knows something is up. If we want to create a company to make sewing machines. Is that what we want?”
Delia waited, looking at each of the three in turn and received their nods of confirmation. “Well, that isn’t something that can be kept from your parents, and even if I could, I wouldn’t.” Not without a really good reason, anyway, she thought. “Up to now, it’s been a game. The first step to making it real is to bring your parents into it. I can talk to your parents, if you like. Or you can talk to them and I’ll give what support I can. How do you want to handle this?”
Sarah had never been all that concerned about her parents’ reaction anyway, so she was in favor of full disclosure. Though she offered the warning that “Mom and Dad will probably make us include Judy.”
“Oh no! Rachel!” moaned Trent, referring to their ten-year-old sister.
“Naw,” countered his twin brother. “She’s been following Heidi around since the Ring of Fire. Heidi might be a problem though. She’s pretty pissed.”
Brent paused with a nervous glance at Mrs. Higgins. Delia looked back with a raised eyebrow.
“Uh, upset with guys right now,” Brent continued. “Might try to get back by horning in.”
Brent was referring to their older sister, who was sixteen—but, in the twins’ opinion, not at all sweet. Heidi had just gotten her driver’s license, and suddenly there was no gas for the car. A pretty blond girl with a good figure, she had expected the boys in school to be mooning over her this year, but the Ring of Fire had focused almost the entire male teen population of Grantville on matters martial. It had all come as an unwelcome shock to Heidi. She was a bit self-centered.
“Maybe. Mom’s got her number, but might stick us with her just to get her out of her hair. Which,” Trent continued, “is why I’m worried about Rachel. Mom has a lot to do right now, and she is worried about Caleb.” The twins’ older brother had gone into the newly formed Grantville Army the day after graduating high school. “So we are liable to get Rachel and Heidi, whether they want in or not.”
There was a glum silence for a moment, as the kids worried about the prospective interlopers. On the other hand, with the adult backing that Mrs. Higgins had offered to provide, it seemed less likely that the project would be either taken over or cancelled by adults.
Sarah nodded and with dignity made the formal request. “Both my parents are at work right now. Let me talk to them this evening, but if they could call you tonight, Mrs. Higgins, it would probably help.”
“Dad’s at work, but Mom’s home. Maybe we should call her now?” suggested Brent. At Delia’s nod, he headed for the phone. There was some discussion, then Delia was called to the phone. More discussion followed while the kids looked on, ending with: “Thanks, we’ll see you tomorrow night.”
“Boys,” Delia said as she hung up the phone, “your mother, and probably your father if he can get away, will be here for dinner tomorrow. I imagine you’ll be grilled tonight. If you would care for a little wisdom from the ancient, I suggest you don’t try to promote the project but simply answer questions as calmly as possible.” The boys nodded respectfully. This confirmation of her status as ancient, while not unexpected, wasn’t particularly comforting.
“Sarah, I hope your parents will be able to come too. I think it would be a good idea if we all got together and talked things through before going much further.” David and Donny returned with a snack tray.
“Meanwhile why don’t you four take Donny and go to the museum. Spend the day, take notes, and explain what is going on to Donny. Take the snacks with you.”
Telling Ramona about the sewing machine project was much less difficult than Delia had imagined. Ramona was, after all, the one who had been presiding over the emptying of supply containers. She knew things weren’t going well for the lot, and she understood that the Ring of Fire had changed things. What she didn’t understand was how things had changed, or what she was expected to do about it. Her biggest concern—terror really—was that as an adult she would be put in charge of something. That Mom was still in charge came as quite a relief.
June 22, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
The Partows had, over some strong objections, left Rachel at home with Heidi. The Wendells had brought Judy the Younger. While there was some discussion of the sewing machine project over dinner, it wasn’t till after dinner that the pitch got made.
“You four,” said Delia, grinning, “take Donny and Judy into the sewing room, so your parents and I can talk about you behind your backs.”
The kids retreated at speed. Which impressed their parents.
It can be uncomfortable, but still gratifying, to have a casual acquaintance spend a couple of hours telling you how great your kids are, and how much they respect you, complete with quotes of things you have said to them while convinced they weren’t listening.
Uncomfortable, because it’s really easy to remember changing diapers—they make an impression, after all—and forget some of the changes the intervening years have made. They sneak up on you. Are my kids really that bright, hard working, and mature, and why didn’t I know about it? Gratifying, because you want to believe they really are what you raised them to be, and it’s nice when someone else tells you that you did a good job. With teenagers, it’s especially nice when you find out that they actually listen to you.
At least Fletcher and Judy Wendell and Kent and Sylvia Partow found it so, probably because of those concrete examples from Delia:
“I never understood how the federal reserve worked till I heard Sarah’s discussion of the Fed Fairies.”
And:
“My family has owned that Singer since before I was born. I have repaired it countless times, and I have learned more about the how and the why of its inner workings in the last few days than I had learned in the preceding fifty-nine years, mostly from Brent and Trent. I’ve watched Brent sketch out a machine to build a part of the Singer—one that I am sure will work—and then seen Trent tear apart the design and add or change details that make it work better. It’s been a privilege to watch the kids work.”
* * *
For the next four days, as the parents had time to look them over, the kids showed their parts of the proposal to their parents.
Kent Partow, a tallish heavyset man with sandy brown hair and brown eyes, was impressed by the work and the skill his twin sons had put into the designs. He told them so, briefly: “Basically a good job, boys.”
He then spent the rest of the four days when not busy at work or sleeping telling them in detail each and every place where their designs fell short. The focus of his criticisms didn’t have much to do with things that would actually keep the designs from working. He readily admitted there weren’t many of those. No, he dealt with ways that their designs made extra work for the person making the machine, or the person who would be using it.
Mr. and Mrs. Wendell lavished their praise rather more generously, almost uncomfortably so. Certainly enough to produce resentment in Judy the Younger. Well, more resentment. The real focus of Judy’s resentment was that she wasn’t getting to play.
They did suggest several small changes, and one monster.
The monster was this: Normally, in a project like this, you would make your estimate and add say, twenty percent for the unforeseen. In this case, because of the fluidity of the situation, and the large number of unknowns, they suggested a fudge factor of one hundred to two hundred percent of the original estimate.
In the sewing room
"So what's this about?" Judy asked. "Do you really think you can make sewing machines?"
"They can," Donny said with a level of certainty that Judy didn't buy for a moment. So while Judy's parents were learning about Sarah, Judy learned about Mrs. Higgins and the sewing machine factory. She had already gotten chapter and verse about the need for salable products at home. It was the mechanical practicality she didn't trust. It wasn't that she didn't wish her sister well, but there was no way she was going to put her friends into something this risky. At the same time, she really wanted in because if Sarah was in business, then Judy should be in business too. Just more successfully. Judy couldn't remember a time that she hadn't been in competition with her older sister. It was a friendly, even supportive, competition with rules. It rarely, if ever, devolved into sabotaging each other. It was more about getting to play too.



Chapter 3: So it's Sewing Machines
June 26, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
They met again for a formal presentation of the whole package. David was the primary presenter.
“The first and most important point, I guess, is that we’re not trying to just build sewing machines, not anymore. That’s sort of what we started out with. But Sarah pretty much put paid to that notion even before we were firmly settled on sewing machines. What we want to build is a company that will build sewing machines. The company will have two major branches. Outsourcing for parts that can be made by the down-time craftsmen, and a factory that will have an internal technological level somewhere between 1850 and 1920. With a few gadgets from later.
“We decided on outsourcing rather than hiring down-time workers . . .”
And they were off. Over the next three hours David went through the organizational chart, cost analysis, machines and tools needed, potential market, the works. He called upon Sarah, Brent and Trent as needed, to explain details and answer questions.
Their parents were genuinely impressed. The Wendells had seen the money end, but not really the technical end. The Partows had seen the technical end, but not the money end. And neither had seen how it all fit together. There was room in the plan for mistakes, and ways to handle it if things went wrong.
While the Wendells and the Partows had jobs, they didn’t have much in the way of available capital. Both their houses were primarily owned by the bank, and regardless of the kids’ good work, it had to be acknowledged that this was a risky venture.
They would allow their kids to participate, but could offer little more than that. Delia had been prepared for that response and was willing to support the project. She would attempt to get a loan. Fletcher Wendell would support the loan to the extent he could, but he could not offer too much hope.
June 30, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
David was sitting at the dinner table. “They’re going to fight a battle, Grandma,” he said, “Not ten miles from here. At that nearby town called Badenburg.”
“Well, are you upset or pleased?” Delia wasn’t criticizing, she was just helping him figure it out. It was one of the things about Grandma that David liked. She let him feel about things the way he felt about them, not the way he was “supposed” to feel about them.
“I don’t really know.” He gave the matter some thought. “I figure, the battle itself will be a cakewalk, and it’s kind of exciting. What it means, though, that bugs me some. We’re in the middle of a war! I worry about Mom. She’s not good at tough situations.”
Delia suddenly realized that he was right. War! With refugees, armies and bandits, and generally desperate people. “These are the times that try men’s morals,” when the rules get forgotten. They had a house full of things of value and a storage rental lot with lots of steel containers. People would want what was in the containers—for that matter, they would want the containers for the steel. How could she have gone a month without realizing it?
Before the Ring of Fire, Grantville had been a low crime area. They had been able to get by with a chain link fence and a padlock. But now the value of much that was in those storage buildings had gone up immeasurably, and as for crime, they might as well be in the Wild West, or next door to a crack house. It had been pure dumb luck that they had not already been looted and Ramona killed in the bargain.
Or so it seemed to Delia. In fact, the luck had a large modicum of fear in it. To the people outside the Ring of Fire, it was a matter of dangerous and unknown powers. Who knew what might be protecting the storage lot, or any other property inside the Ring of Fire for that matter.
Almost, Delia rushed out to find guards right then, but not quite. Today wasn’t the day to go out hunting new employees, not on the day of the battle. Not when she had no way to pay them. Delia worried the problem the rest of the day.
Up to now the storage lot had been a reliable source of income. A small source, true, but it had very little in the way of expenses attached to it. The lot was paid off when Ray died, and the only bills were electric, telephone, and taxes once a year, but with a guard or guards, that would change. With most of the containers not rented, it would cost more every month than she got in rent. Still, there was really no choice.
June 30, 1631: Partow House
For once even Heidi was quiet. Everyone was quiet. Caleb would be in a battle today. Brent tried to work on the gearing for the sewing machine, but he couldn’t keep his mind focused. It kept veering off to the battle. Logic said that it would be an easy victory. The good guys even had a machine gun, but people would be shooting at his brother, and Brent’s traitorous mind seemed insistent on pulling up every nasty thing he had ever said to, or thought about Caleb, and wishing he could take them back. Brent looked at his twin. Trent was probably doing the same thing, only more so. Trent worried more.
July 1, 1631: Police Station
Dan Frost was not expecting Delia Higgins to appear in his office the day after a battle; when he spotted her, his first thought was to wonder how she had heard about Jeff proposing to the German girl. She hadn’t, and Dan did not enlighten her. It really wasn’t her business and he wasn’t sure how she would take the news.
Delia wanted to know about hiring a security guard. It turned out that the battle had finally brought home to her just how dangerous the situation was. Dan had reached the same conclusion over a month ago, while he recovered from a gunshot wound. Experience is a hell of a teacher.
What Dan desperately needed was more officers, but every business that had someone to take care of the small stuff, and to call his people for the big stuff, would take a little of the pressure off his over-stretched police force. Providing they could tell the difference, something he was not at all confident about. Still, even a presence could sometimes stop trouble before it started. After a little consideration, he found he was in favor of the idea.
Delia was concerned about the cost and figured that a down-timer might work cheaper. But she didn’t want to hire someone to rob her storage lot, and since she didn’t speak German, she would like someone that had at least a little English. She wondered if he had any suggestions?
Dan asked for a few days to look around and see what he could find.
July 3, 1631: Grantville P.O.W. Holding Area
Johan Kipper had been scared before each and every battle he had ever fought, and there had been many, but this was different. For one thing, this was after the battle, and he wasn’t waiting to fight, he was waiting to be judged. He was to be judged by a camp follower. He didn’t know the Gretchen girl well. Hardly at all, but she was the one to judge him, and that was scary. Johan was not a very good man and he knew it. He was a mean drunk and he knew that too.
There weren’t many people who were held in more contempt than soldiers, but camp followers were. They had been the only safe outlet for the anger he felt at the way his life had turned out. At least they had seemed to be. Johan was scared now, in a way that he had never been scared before.
What made Johan a little different than some of his fellow soldiers was that he realized what scared him. Not that he would be treated unfairly, but that he would be treated as he deserved.
He had started out as a soldier forty years ago at the age of fifteen. Absolutely sure he would become a captain. Ten years later, he had hoped to become a sergeant. Now, he didn’t even want to be a soldier any more, but he didn’t know anything else. His family had been in service. Servants to a wealthy merchant in Amsterdam. He had run off to be a soldier.
Johan was fifty-four years old, and spoke a smattering of half a dozen languages. He was five feet six inches tall, had graying brown hair and six teeth, four uppers and two lowers. He had the typical pockmarks that denoted a survivor of smallpox, a scar running down the left side of his face, and he was tired. Tired of fighting, tired of killing, and scared of dying.
He was surprised that he wasn’t one of the ones that got his picture on a piece of paper and told to get out of the USA. He was less surprised, almost comforted, by the lecture he got about getting drunk and hitting people. The lecture amounted to “Don’t Do It. We can always take another picture if we need to.”
When offered a place in the army he respectfully declined. When asked what he was qualified to do he said he had been in service once. He had to explain what he meant. “My family were servants in Amsterdam.” He was assigned to a labor gang.
July 3, 1631: Wendell House
Sarah knew it was bad news as soon as her parents came through the door. Her father had talked to the bank. No loan would be forthcoming. He wanted her to know that he was very proud of the work she and the others had done. That it was a good proposal, and probably would have been granted if they were older. Even with Delia as the primary applicant, just the fact that the kids were involved had killed it. He apologized for not being able to really push it. He was in a tough situation. Her being his daughter made it harder for him to argue for something she was involved in.
It all just sort of rolled over her. She understood the words. Her parents had tried to prepare her for the probability that the loan application would be rejected, and she had thought they had succeeded. In a way, it wasn’t the loan being rejected that shocked her so much. It was that it mattered. That was what she hadn’t been prepared for. How very, very, much it mattered, and not just to her.
The hardest thing was knowing how it would affect the others. In the last month she had gotten to know them better than in years of friendship, and she had been able to read a bit between the lines. The four of them had all been more worried about the Ring of Fire and what it meant than they had let on. Doing this, something that would help make Grantville self-sustaining, had helped. That was the hardest thing about being a kid, especially in a situation like this, not being able to really help. No! It was being able to help but not being allowed to.
July 3, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
She had been expecting the call. Nothing ever goes the easy way. She had hoped, but not really expected, that the loan would come through. She still wasn’t sure about the storage containers. She wasn’t sure how the emergency committee would come down. At this point, she wasn’t even sure how she would come down. She might just decide to give whatever was in them to Grantville, but they weren’t her only resource.
Most people didn’t really understand about her doll collection. They assumed it was much more important to her than it really was. She collected dolls because she liked to, no more or less than that. There were a few, gifts and memories, that were important to her. But mostly they were just nice to have and fiddle with, now and then.
Important? Important was David working on something rather than casting about like a rat in a maze with no exit. Seeing excitement rather than desperation in his eyes, and the eyes of the other kids as well. Important was keeping the promise that she had made when she told him that, if they came up with a workable plan, she would find the money.
Important was the kids not feeling helpless. Delia knew helpless. She remembered when she had realized that Ramona would never be quite so bright as the other kids. Not retarded, no, but not as bright as she should have been.
Dolls weren’t important.
Of course Delia was lying to herself. She really did care about her dolls, and it really would hurt to give them up. Just not as much as she cared about other things. So maybe it wasn’t a lie. Or if it was, it was a good lie.
Still she had no notion of how to go about selling them.
July 4, 1631: Grantville
The parade was great fun. It let them all forget, for a little while, that the loan had been rejected. The wedding was less fun, but not bad. David, Donny, Ramona and Delia were on the Higgins’ side of the wedding, along with Delia’s parents. They were probably Jeff Higgins’ closest relatives down-time, second cousins twice removed, or something like that. David never could get it quite straight. One thing he never would have expected was cousin Jeff turning out to be a hero. Or getting the girl. And boy, what a girl he had gotten.
July 6, 1631: Police Station
Dan Frost had taken Delia Higgins’ request to heart, and not just for her. He now had a list of twenty or so potential security guards. None were what he really wanted, but the best candidates were either going into the armed forces or police training. These would be the equivalent of night watchmen. His primary consideration was that they not be thieves. None of these had that reputation. And three of them had at least a little bit of English.
Well, Delia had asked first, and she wanted someone with at least some English. He’d suggest Johan Kipper, since he had the most English. From the report he was honest enough, and decent enough, unless drunk.
July 6, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
Johan Kipper was literally cap in hand when he was introduced to Delia Higgins. A gray woolen cap, with a short baseball cap style bill. The “Police Chief”—a title that seem to mean a commander of constabulary—had told him of the job. It was a dream job for an old soldier. Not much labor, just walking a post. The police chief had also told him a little of his prospective employer.
“I don’t want to hear you’ve caused Mrs. Higgins any trouble. She’s a nice lady, and will treat you right. I expect you to show her respect.”
To Dan Frost “lady” was just a polite way of referring to a female. To Johan, “Lady” referred to a person of rank. Johan wanted this job.
* * *
Delia Higgins had expected a local, not a soldier in the invading army. The interview was uncomfortable for her.
Delia was looking for more than a night watchman. She needed a link to this time and place. She needed someone who could help her find a buyer for the dolls. Johan’s appearance bothered her. First, because by any modern standard he was a remarkably ugly man. Mostly that was because of his bad teeth and the pockmarks. By the standards of his time, he was the low end of average. Second, because part of what she needed was someone who could speak to the down-timers for her. She hired him, but she wasn’t happy about it.
The agreement was maintenance and one hundred dollars a month. Really poor pay, but all Delia felt she could afford. As for the job, Johan would live in the “office,” and he would be expected to make at least four walking inspections of the lot each night. There would be occasional errands for him to run. Long hours but light work.
* * *
For Johan, the interview was much worse. She asked her questions. He answered them in his somewhat broken English. She asked more questions, seeking clarification. This woman looked at him, really looked. She didn’t examine him like he was a horse or a dog she was thinking of buying. She really saw him. She acknowledged him like he was a real person. Complex, capable of thought. Like he had value. She was, as the English might say: “Neither fish nor fowl nor good red meat.” He could not find a place in his world where she belonged. What made it worse, almost intolerably worse, was that he fully realized that it was her world that mattered now, not his. And if he couldn’t even find where she fit, how was he to find where he fit?
She had, as far as he could see, the wealth and power of a prosperous townswoman, but she did not act right. She didn’t scorn. Johan was not a stupid man. He had understood better than most what the arrival of a town from the future meant. He realized that the rules had changed. That these people could do things that no one else could do.
For instance, despite the fact that she seemed apologetic about it, the “maintenance” turned out to be much more than Johan expected. To Delia Higgins, “maintenance” included her paying for his health and dental care. It also included uniforms for work and at least some clothing for off work. It included eating as well as any member of her family did, and his own room, and a bathroom, because they had never removed the bathroom fittings from the home—“mobile home,” they called it, whatever that meant—that acted as an office.
Johan was not an evil man, though he often thought he was. For fifty-four years, with one exception, he had kept his place. Knowing full well that stepping out of it could mean his death. That is a lot of habit. The thing about chains is they’re secure. They’re safe. You get used to them. Then you get to depend on them. Johan had worn the chains of lower-class existence his whole life. He didn’t know how to walk without their weight.
July 7, 1631: Storage Lot
David wasn’t favorably impressed by the new night watchman Grandma had hired, and he wasn’t sure he trusted the man around his mother. So he watched him for half the morning. Why not? The bank had refused the loan. What else was there to do?
David had seen toughs before. When they had lived in Richmond, it had not been in a good part of town. He knew that they were just people. Some had even been friendly in a strange way. Sort of the way a lion will lie down with a lamb, as long as he’s not hungry. This guy was a bit on the scary side, but there was something about him. A deference David had never seen before. At least not directed at him. David realized that the night watchman, Johan, was afraid of him. Not physically afraid, but concerned about the problems David might cause him.
It made David wonder how to act. He didn’t consider, not seriously anyway, picking on the guy, but it made talking to him seem a less dangerous undertaking. They talked most of the afternoon.
They talked about battles and captains, about work and honor. When it slipped out David almost missed its importance. “Ye don’t act right, ye up-timers,” Johan said. Then seemed embarrassed by the lapse.
“How should we act?” asked David.
“Ye don’t act yer proper place!” Johan said, then apparently tried to take it back. “Sorry, Master David, I spoke out of turn.”
But David had an inkling, just an inkling, of what was wrong. With authority he replied, “No. You’ve said too much, or not enough, and this may be something we need to know.”
He watched as Johan fumbled with the words. “Like I said, sir. Ye don’t act yer place. One minute ye’re one thing and the next another. Ye talk like a banker, or a merchant, or a lord or craftsman, or, oh, I don’t know. Ye talk to me the same way ye’d talk to yer president.”
David almost popped out with: “Sure, you both work for us.” But he didn’t, because it wouldn’t help. Instead he asked: “How should we act? If you were hired by a lord or a merchant, how would they act?”
David listened as Johan talked about how the nobility, and nobility wannabes, acted toward servants and hired hands in general. There were a lot of things, and when you put them all together they amounted to the most calculated, demeaning, rudeness David had ever heard of in his life. He knew damn well he could never act that way, nor could anyone in Grantville. Well almost no one.
All of which left David in a real quandary, because he had picked up something else in that lecture on proper behavior for the upper classes. Johan didn’t just expect him to act that way. Johan wanted him to act that way. Any other behavior on his part felt like a trap. David wondered why anyone would treat someone else that way. And when the answer came to him it was such a surprise that it popped right out of his mouth. “God. They must be terrified of you.”
Johan looked at him like he was a dangerous lunatic. Like he might pull a shotgun out of his pants pocket and start shooting. David cracked up. He laughed till he had tears running down his face. Then he laughed some more. All the while Johan was looking more and more upset. Finally David got himself more or less under control. And he apologized. “I’m sorry, Johan, but your face. Looking at me like I was crazy.”
David was laughing because, for the first time since he had met Johan he was not afraid of him. He had the key, the approach that would let Johan live among them, and not be a bomb waiting to go off. He didn’t know why, but he was sure. Six words spoken clearly and honestly. “I am not afraid of you.” David said it clearly, honestly and without the least trace of fear. “I don’t have to trap you into doing something that would be an excuse to punish you. I don’t need to make you weak, to feel strong, or safe. That’s why we act the way we do, Johan! The way that seems so wrong to you. Because we are not afraid. Not the way these German lords are, and because we are not afraid of you, you don’t have to be afraid of us.
“Here is how you should act around us. Do your job as well as you can. State your views freely. If you think I am doing something wrong, say so. I may, or may not, follow your advice, but I won’t punish you for giving it. I promise you that. Can you do that, Johan? If you can, you will have a place here. For as long as we can make one for you.”
David Bartley bought himself a man with those words. An old dog that wanted to learn a new trick. Or if he couldn’t learn it, at least to be around it. He wanted to be unafraid like Master David; so very unafraid that he could be kind.
* * *
After Master David left Johan thought about the afternoon. Of course he had known he was being watched from the beginning, he had approved of the fact. At least they weren’t stupid. After a while the young master had seemed to calm a bit. Johan wasn’t sure why. They talked for a while and Johan actually started to like the boy. That was when he’d put his foot in it. You don’t tell a lord that he’s not acting right. Not if you don’t want to lose your place. The lad had not been offended, though, just curious, and he had acted the proper young lord. Insisting that Johan tell it all. His blue eyes firm yet kind.
“I am not afraid of you,” the young master had said, and Johan had had to believe. And the lords are. As he thought about it, Johan believed that too.
July 10, 1631: Storage Lot
Business was picking up at the storage lot since the Battle of the Crapper. Perhaps the hiring of Johan had been lucky.
Johan had had four years of schooling, but nothing beyond that. His family was not wealthy enough for more. From school he had been placed in service to be taught the role of a footman. He had found the position stifling. At fifteen, after a beating he felt he didn’t deserve, he had run off to be a soldier. The soldier’s life had not turned out to be the path to advancement he had expected. For forty years, Johan had marched and fought in battles all over Europe. Then he had run into Grantville, and the Higgins clan. He had been adopted, unofficially, unconsciously, but adopted all the same. Once David had broken the ice, he brought Donny into the process.
Donny had found himself a part-time teacher, and part-time student of Johan. In the subjects of reading and writing English, and speaking German respectively. Comic books were used, as were other books. It was fun, but had limited results.
July 13, 1631: Thuringen Gardens
That afternoon Johan was talking with some of the other survivors from the ill-fated attempt to take Badenburg. Unlike Johan, most of them had joined the American Army. They had spent the last fifteen minutes telling him how good life was in the American Army with its shotguns.
Johan was having none of it. “Not me, boys, I’m too old for the army life. Besides, I have it better than you lot. Mrs. Higgins made me two new sets of clothes, and bought me underwear with elastic.” If he was in a place even a little less public he would have taken down his pants and shown them. He almost did anyway. He was proud of his new clothing. Instead he focused on the clothing he could decently display. “And see my new shoes. I have another pair at home, and three pairs of pants and four shirts. I’ve money for a pint when I want one, good food, and Mrs. Higgins has engaged to get me new teeth, at her expense, mind.” Which she had.
Delia Higgins had found Johan’s appearance to wander between frightening, disgusting and pitiful, depending on the light. So she had set out to rectify it as best she could. First, she put together some uniforms, so at least he would look like a security guard, rather than a bum. The state of Johan’s mouth was one of the more objectionable things about his appearance. So the teeth were next on her list. There was nothing she could do about the pockmarks.
July 15, 1631
For some time the mood among those that had an interest in the Higgins Sewing Machine Company had been subdued. Some work had gotten done, but not much; for a little while the game had become real, and now it lacked appeal as a game.
The news was not all bad. The Battle of the Crapper had been something of a turning point. People were pouring into Grantville and now every nook that had held someone’s gear but could house people was needed for housing. People still needed to store their stuff, though. So the luxury of the storage containers had become a necessity again, and every container available was rented.
Which in turn brought to a head the question of the containers whose renters were in another universe. Delia was feeling just a bit guilty about having sat on the contents of the storage containers. In the days just following the Ring of Fire, she, like everyone, had been frightened. Her response had been effectively to hide and hope no one noticed what she had. In doing so, she could have left something in the storage containers that Grantville desperately needed; something that might have made the difference between life and death for the up-timers.
The storage containers were opened, and their contents sorted. It turned out that there was little or nothing in them that wasn’t duplicated elsewhere. Those contents that were seriously needed by the emergency committee were turned over freely, to ease Delia’s guilty conscience. Most of the rest went to the Valuemart on consignment. A few things were kept, but mostly it brought in some cash, quite a bit of cash, and freed up a third of the containers for renting. It was in the middle of this process that Johan brought them the merchant, Federico Vespucci.
David had discussed what was going on with Johan. What sewing machines were, and why they were so important, both to Grantville, and to his family—and how the lack of a bank loan had probably killed their plan to make sewing machines.
Delia had talked to him too, about the need to find a way to sell her dolls. Johan had put two and two together. He had figured out the reason for selling the dolls. He wasn’t sure he approved, not that it was his place to approve or disapprove. Still, that much wealth put into the hands of children . . .
It seemed unwise. On the other hand, there were just the children and two women in the household. Perhaps David and his friends were the best chance they had.
Delia explained that she was looking for a merchant. One that would give her a good price on some of her dolls, but wasn’t sure how to find one. Johan knew how to find merchants, and how to deal with them. He had, on several occasions, been dog robber for this or that officer. He could bargain fairly well, especially when he was doing it for someone else.
It took him a week to find the right merchant. Federico Vespucci was getting ready to return to Venice. He had risked the war to come to Badenburg for reasons he preferred not to discuss. He had arrived weeks after the Ring of Fire, and he was desperate to be the first merchant to sell products from Grantville in Venice, so he wanted to buy quickly, and be on his way. Best of all, Vespucci did not speak English. The up-timers were wizards at any number of things, but bargaining, in Johan’s view, was not among them.
Well, not his up-timers anyway. Johan was starting to take a somewhat proprietary view of Mistress Delia, Mistress Ramona, and young Masters David and Donny. They knew a tremendous amount to be sure, but they weren’t really, well, worldly. Which, he thought, made quite a bit of sense, since they weren’t from his world. Having come from a magical future.
Thus, they lacked the simple understanding that all merchants are thieves. It was purely certain that any merchant that had an opportunity to talk directly to them would rob them blind, talking them into selling their valuables for a pittance.
While it might not have been true of all up-timers, Johan was right about his up-timers. They rented their storage containers for a set monthly fee. Bought their groceries at the store where you either bought, or didn’t, but didn’t haggle over the price. They hadn’t even haggled much when buying their car. All in all, they had virtually no experience in the art of the haggle, and haggling is not one of those things you can learn from a book.
Federico had come to dinner to discuss the possibility of buying some of the items that might be had from the storage lot. Then he had seen the dolls. Dolls everywhere. In the living room there was a set of shelves covering an entire wall full of dolls, and they weren’t the only ones.
The dolls were unique, with their poseable limbs and inset hair, and made of something called “plastic” which Federico was sure could not be duplicated, even in far off China. Even to approximate them would be the work of a skilled artist working for months using ivory or the finest porcelain.
“And unfortunately, not for sale. Now about the furniture in the storage containers.” So Johan said.
Federico was no fool. He knew full well that the storage containers with their furniture, even the fancy comfortable mattresses, were little more than a come-on, a way to get him here to see the dolls. He knew that the scoundrel who had attached himself to these up-timers was a cad and a thief. That he was going to be robbed blind. Federico knew all that, and it didn’t matter a bit.
Federico fought the good fight. He was a merchant after all, and a good one.
How did he know that plastic was so hard to make?
They brought out the encyclopedia and read him the passages about the industrial processes involved in making plastic. Which didn’t matter, since the dolls were not for sale.
He would need proof that they were authentic up-time dolls.
They could provide certificates of authentication, proof that they not only came from Grantville, but from the personal collection of Delia Ruggles Higgins. Of course, the dolls weren’t for sale.
All in all, with Johan’s deliberate mistranslations and Delia’s enthusiastic discussion of her dolls, it had the making of a remarkably shrewd sales technique.
All of which wouldn’t have worked at all, except Federico knew perfectly well what would happen when he reached Venice with the dolls. There would be a bidding war, and the dolls would be shipped to royal courts, wealthy merchants, and everything in between, from one end of the world to the other. All at exorbitant prices. Some, a very few, would actually end up as the prized toy of a very wealthy child. Most would end up in various collectors’ collections of rare and valuable knickknacks.
It wasn’t quite enough. Federico left that night with no commitments made.



Chapter 4: Such a Doll
July 16-18, 1631
That might have been the end of it. Not hardly. Johan would have found something. If nothing else, they would have offered a few more dolls. That was what Federico was expecting. Or failing that, Federico would have gone back and made the deal anyway. In spite of the urgent letters he had for delivery in Venice, he was not leaving Grantville without those dolls. But a deal under the current conditions would have meant bad blood. Real resentment, the kind of anger that means the person you’re dealing with never wants to deal with you again, and warns their friends away. Says words like “thief” and “miser,” not with a half-joking half-respectful tone, but with real intent.
In any event it wasn’t necessary. Two weeks earlier, David had given Johan an old Playboy. It had happened at the end of a discussion of the fairer sex, in which young lad and old man had agreed that girls were complex and confusing, but sure nice to look at. He figured that the old guy would use it for the same thing he did; to read the articles, of course.
This was still the age when the quality of art was determined primarily by how closely it reflected reality. The photographs in a Playboy magazine looked quite real indeed, just somewhat, ah, more, than nature usually provides. This gave the pictures a certain amount of added artistic value. Johan had noted this, and on the morning of the sixteenth, had shown the Playboy to Master Vespucci, with the explanation that there were some forms of art that proper Christian ladies didn’t appreciate. It was a deal closer. It saved everyone’s pride. Several additional images were agreed on and things were settled. Master Vespucci would get his dolls and get to keep his pride. Lady Higgins would be spoken of with respect, and even her scoundrel of a servant, as someone who knew how things worked.
Little did they know, but with Delia’s full knowledge, Ray Higgins had been a long time subscriber to Playboy. She had been no more upset about Ray’s Playboys than he had been about her dolls. Well, she didn’t buy him Playboys, but she did no more than shake her head. In one of the storage containers that was reserved for family use, there was a collection of Playboys going back almost to the first issue. Alas, the blockages of communication between the generations and the genders hid this knowledge from those most able to use it. The Playboys continued to gather dust.
The final deal was made. A consignment of selected dolls, all sizes and types, each with a signed and sealed certificate of authenticity, and undisclosed sundries, were exchanged for a rather large sum of money. In fact, most of the money that Master Vespucci had available to him in Thuringia. The things he’d been planning to buy in Badenburg would just have to find another buyer. The sundries were David’s Playboys, all twenty-four of them. And fifty really raunchy color photos downloaded from the internet up-time, that he had used the last of his color ink to print.
Delia got to keep most of her dolls, at least for now. They had asked the bank to loan them rather more money than the sales realized. Almost twice as much in fact. They had asked the bank for the total amount they had estimated plus the hundred percent fudge factor that Mrs. Wendell had suggested. Now, that fudge factor was gone. Federico Vespucci had paid them little more than the minimum they thought they would need. They would have sold more dolls, but Federico Vespucci hadn’t had any more money to spend. It was enough to start.
David didn’t know whether to laugh or cry over the sale of the dolls. There was a tremendous sense of relief that they would, probably, be able to build the sewing machine factory. On the other hand, Grandma’s dolls! Even if it wasn’t the whole collection, or even the largest part of the collection, still, Grandma’s dolls! And she was effectively committing the rest of the collection, on an as-needed basis. How do you respond when the queen gives you the crown jewels for your wild ass gamble? You can’t say: “No thanks, ma’am, it’s not worth it.”
The others, especially Sarah, felt somewhat the same. Sarah, being a girl, had gotten the tour of the dolls in a bit more detail than the guys. She knew that Mrs. Higgins could tell you precisely where and when she had gotten most of the dolls in her collection. Even if it was just “We were in the Goodwill, and there was the cutest little three-year-old there that day. With her mother’s permission, I bought her a baby doll, and these I got for me.” They weren’t just dolls, they were memories. How do you repay someone who sells their memories to invest in your dream?
July 20, 1631
The sale of the dolls had been finalized. Now the company was legally formed. Since all the start-up capital had come from Delia’s dolls, the kids insisted that a majority share go to Delia. Brent, Trent, Sarah, and David each got ten percent, Delia got the rest. Delia turned around and gave Ramona and Dalton five percent each, and her grandchildren David, Donny, Milton, Mark, and Mindy, two percent each. Which meant that David ended up with twelve percent. She also gave Jeff and Gretchen five percent as a belated wedding present. Finally, for his help in finding the buyer for her dolls and negotiating the deal, she gave Johan five percent.
The gifts of shares were not entirely acts of generosity. They were also acts of politics. Dalton and Ramona had never gotten along. Dalton had felt, with some justification, that Ramona got more support from his parents than he did, and resented it. So Delia tried consciously to be somewhat even handed. She also wanted more people to have at least some interest in the success of the sewing machine company. Especially in the case of Jeff and Gretchen. She had figured out that Jeff and Gretchen were playing a much more active part in the political structure of Grantville than she was. Delia almost gave some to her parents, who were retired and living in Grantville, but after the ragging they gave her over the whole project, she didn’t. Instead, she gave it to Johan. She had realized he was a valuable resource for them all, and wanted to tie his loyalty to the family in a material way.
There was one other reason for the gifts that Delia thought long and hard about. She figured the thing most likely to kill the company was if the kids gave up on it, and the thing most likely to make them give up, was if they felt they had lost control. That their decisions, their actions, didn’t matter. She explained it to the kids as soon as she got them alone. “You know and I know that it’s unlikely any of the others will ever vote their shares,” she said. “Maybe Johan, but he’ll probably vote the way David tells him to.
“I remember the concern you all had, that the grownups would take it away. Well, we won’t. As of now, the four of you can outvote me, and nobody can outvote you, without me on their side. This was your project in the beginning and it still is. I want that clear in your minds. You kids thought it up, you did the work, and more importantly, you will still be doing the work. If it is going to work, you’re the ones that will make it work. If it’s going to fail, well, that’s you too.” Delia grinned a very nasty grin. “Scary ain’t it?” She softened a bit. “I’ll be here if you need advice. So will your parents. But this is yours.
Trust can be a heavy load, but it can strengthen even as it weighs you down.
July 23, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
Delia, on balance, liked Sarah’s lectures; they had passion. Sarah had just delivered one on the whooshing noise the down-timer money made as it disappeared into Grantville’s economy. After the kids left, Delia called the Wendells and asked. She got confirmation, complete with bells and whistles. Judy Wendell said, “If the up-timers don’t start spending money pretty soon we’re going to end up doing to this economy what the iceberg did to the Titanic.”
“But we are spending money! Lots of it. Everyone is worried that we won’t have enough to buy food.”
“That’s food,” was Judy Wendell’s response. “And while food is more of the local economy than it was up-time, it’s still less than half of the total. We’re not sure yet how much less, but so far, all our revisions have been down. Most people here aren’t full-time farmers, and a lot of the farmers aren’t growing food crops. It’s the other things where we’re hurting the economy. Hardware, clothing, luxuries, and services. We have more and better of most of them, especially the luxuries. Which really suck up the money.”
“The dolls you just sold are an excellent example. You cleaned out that Federico Vespucci fellow. Every bit of the money that he was going to spend in the surrounding towns went into the sewing machine company’s bank account and most of it is still there. Don’t get me wrong, Delia, I am thankful for the faith you have shown in the kids. More thankful than I can say. I agree that the sewing machine project has a fair chance of success, and will be valuable to Grantville and, well, the whole world, whether it works or not. Still, that money, and most of the money that has come from selling off the contents of the up-time renters’ storage containers, is sitting in your bank account. Then there is everyone else. The local down-time townspeople are coming to see and buying. Merchants are doing the same, but from farther afield. Money is flowing into Grantville, and for the most part it’s staying right here. If it’s here, it’s not paying craftsmen in Badenburg for their labor and skill.
“We need the down-timers to accept up-time money, because we need to be cash rich enough to spend our money on luxuries and investments. That’s not going to happen till we are sure there is enough to spend on necessities. A big part of that is getting the down-timers—and more than a few up-timers—to treat up-time money as real money. There must be enough extra money in the system to make up for the time between when we sell something and when we buy something.”
Delia had gone out and hired another guard. Then a few days later she added Dieter, who was accompanied by his wife or perhaps girlfriend. Delia wasn’t sure and didn’t ask. Her name was Liesel. She had been with him as a camp follower when he was a soldier in Tilly’s army and the relationship had held firm. The other new guard was a refugee. Johan had been moved up to guard captain, and was available to the Higgins Sewing Machine Company as German speaking chief bargainer.
Fitting everyone in was a hassle. The mobile home used for an office was a one bedroom. Its living room was used as the office, and until the Ring of Fire the bedroom had been used to store padlocks and dollies and other equipment. The bedroom had been cleared out when Johan was hired. The equipment had been moved into a storage shed. But the living room was still needed as an office during the day. It was also where the guards slept. Three men and one woman in one bedroom was less than comfortable. So Johan had moved into the sewing room in the main house. They had strung up a blanket to give a semblance of privacy, and Ramona had tried to keep the noise down in the office while the guards were sleeping.
The discussions had not been the only reason for the hires. One guard was not enough. People need time off. With the increased crime, Delia figured she needed at least two guards, preferably three. Then there was the fact that setting up the HSMC would, unavoidably, require doing business with people outside the Ring of Fire, and she wanted someone reliable with the kids when they were out there. So Johan, and occasionally one of the other guards, would be needed to accompany the kids. This way, she could provide the kids with Johan’s help without charging them for it. The kids were getting to be something of a pain about not taking any more of Delia’s money than they absolutely had to.
As for Liesel, she had put herself to work in the house, after checking with Johan to find the location of mops and other cleaning tools. Delia had, after some resistance, given up and put her on the payroll. It wasn’t as if she would miss doing the housework; and, truth be told, the house had never been so clean.
It still wasn’t all that much of a payroll. All four Higgins employees worked for room, board and clothing, plus a very low salary, more of an allowance really. Oddly enough, they seemed to think her quite generous.
Delia had decided to raise the rates on the storage containers. She called up her renters with the bad news. Explaining that, with the change in circumstances, she had needed to hire added security. She lost a few customers, but by now she had a waiting list.
July 25, 1631: A Smithy in Badenburg
Johan watched quietly as young Master Brent went on, again, telling the blacksmith what the part did and why. “It’s really just a lever,” Brent said, “but it’s clever how it works. This end rests against a rotating cam that makes one complete rotation every two stitches. The cam has a varying radius. As the cam rotates, the short end of the level is moved in and out. That moves the long end of the lever up and down, pulling the thread or loosening it as needed to make the stitch. So it’s very important that each end of the lever is the right length and while the major stresses are vertical it needs enough depth to avoid bending. The model and the forms provide you with a system of measuring tools to tell how well the part is within specifications.” Then Brent looked at Johan to translate.
Johan did, sort of, his way. “See the pattern drawn on the board with the nails in it?” The board was a piece of one-by-eight about a foot long that Brent and Trent had made. He waited for the nod. Then took the wooden model and placed in on the nails where it fell easily to cover the internal line and leave the external line exposed. He wiggled it. The inside line remained hidden. The outside line remained in view, as there wasn’t much wiggle room.
“See the way it covers the inside line and doesn’t cover the outside line? This model would pass the first test if it was iron.”
He removed the model from the nails and slid it through a slot in the wood. “It’s thin enough it would pass the second test.” He then tried to slip it through another slot but it wouldn’t go. “It’s thick enough it would pass the third test. The fourth test is a weight test. But if it’s good iron and it passes these it should pass the last as well. So that’s the deal. Each one of these that passes the tests, we’ll pay you. If it doesn’t pass, we don’t buy it.”
Then the bargaining began in earnest. It took a while, but Johan got a good price. Not quite so good as he wanted, but better than he really expected. With the craftsman’s warning, “Mind, all my other work will come first.”
And so it went. Over the following days they visited craft shops of several sorts. They ordered finished parts where they could, and blanks where the techniques of the early seventeenth century weren’t up to the task. The blanks would be finished by the machines they had designed.
July 26, 1631: Dave Marcantonio’s Machine Shop
Dave would soon see the truth for himself. Kent had been bragging on his boys for weeks now. To hear him tell it, he’d fathered Orville and Wilbur Wright as twins. Dave returned the favor by teasing him about being a doting dad. Still, it was a fairly new situation. Before the Ring of Fire, Kent had been alternately pleased and worried about how his kids would turn out. Then, when Caleb had gone into the army, Kent’s pride had quadrupled, and most of the worry about how he would turn out had been replaced with worry about him getting hurt.
The real change had happened with Brent and Trent. About a month ago, he had started going on about his twin mechanical geniuses. Practical pragmatic mechanical geniuses, with a plan to build a sewing machine factory, and even somewhat about their friends Sarah and David. Mostly Sarah. In Kent’s estimation, David Bartley’s major claim to fame was having the right friends. Though he liked the boy’s grandmother, Delia Higgins.
Dave had gotten chapter and verse on the idiocy of bankers when the bank loan fell through. Then a week ago, when Delia Higgins had sold the dolls, Kent had conceded that David also had the right grandmother, and offered an almost grudging acknowledgement that Trent and Brent’s loyalty to their less competent friend was returned.
The thing that impressed Dave Marcantonio, though, was that the kids got together and insisted that Delia receive the lion’s share of the company. Good kids, even if he doubted that they were the mechanical geniuses their father claimed.
The designs were pretty good; not real good, but not bad. At one point, when he pointed out a place where their designs would need two parts where one slightly more complex part would do for both they gave Kent a look and Kent blushed. Dave had known Kent Partow for years. They were best friends. He knew and even shared Kent’s preference for simpler machining jobs. Too darn many people added bells and whistles where they weren’t needed, but sometimes Kent took it too far. It wasn’t hard for Dave to figure out that Kent had made them change it. He didn’t laugh in front of the kids, but Kent was in for some teasing later.
The designs were really quite good, Dave realized, as he continued to examine them. There were a number of places where they managed to have several of the production machines use common parts. And some places where the machines were basically modular. The power transfer for three of the seven machines were effectively the same structure, so with some adjustment, if one machine broke then another could be refitted to take its place. That was a fine bit of work. They hadn’t been too ambitious either. The machines were simple, designed to do one or two things and that was it. The thing that had fooled him was that, good or not, they were somewhat amateurish. Not that they were sloppy, but the kids didn’t know the tricks of the trade. They didn’t know how to make their designs immediately clear. These took more study before you got a real feel for what they were doing.
Okay. Maybe they were mechanical geniuses. At the least, they were clever kids that thought things through. Which was a hell of a lot more than he would expect from a couple of high school freshmen. He figured someone had had an influence on them. Partly Kent, but someone else too. These designs had been gone over before. By someone practical.
Good designs or not, it was still going to cost. He looked at the kids and remembered why he hadn’t had any. Let someone else tell the charming little monsters “no.” He gave them his best guess as to cost. Told them it was a guess. Made sure that they understood that since the Ring of Fire, defense and power came first. That they were at the back of a fairly long line and it was a safe bet that other projects would come along and cut in front of them.
He told them that they would have to come up with the iron and steel for the parts. Finally: “I’ll have to charge you as we go. Let me look at the designs, for a week or so, and see if there is anything I can do to make them cheaper to make.”
They took it well. They thanked him and said the week was fine. They had been expecting it to be worse, but Dave, not being as well known as the other two professional shops in town, hadn’t been getting quite so flooded with work. Besides, he was discounting his price. Kent was his best friend, after all.
August 3, 1631: Dave Marcantonio’s Machine Shop
Dave had spent the evening a week ago looking at the kids’ plans. Then, with a strong feeling he was missing something, he had gone to bed. He had slept poorly that night, but the next morning he had it. The reason he hadn’t gotten it at first was that it was not an improvement in the machine, not from the kids’ point of view. What it was, was an adaptation of one of the kids’ machines to do one of the common jobs he used the computer lathe for. It would only do that job, and it wouldn’t do it as fast or as well. But if he built the late-nineteenth century style cam and lever lathe the kids had designed, and used it where he could, it would probably add more than a year to the life of the fancy rig.
He spent the next several days trying to figure out what to do about it. In one sense, it was the kid’s design, but in another sense it wasn’t. None of these designs were really original to the kids. They were adaptations of designs found in books, or even adapted from sections of the sewing machines themselves, just as his was an adaptation of theirs. There weren’t any patent laws, so there wasn’t any legal reason why he shouldn’t just go ahead and build his machine. What if he did the right thing and the kids got greedy? They had reason enough. They had to be desperate for money to get their sewing machine company going. Then he thought about the fact that the kids had gotten together and insisted that Delia Higgins get the lion’s share of the sewing machine company. The kids weren’t thieves and Dave Marcantonio was no thief either. Never mind facing their dad. If he ripped off a bunch of kids, he wouldn’t be able to face himself.
When the kids came in he told them about several minor changes that he had made that would make their production machines a bit easier to build. Then he told them about the adaptation of their machine he was thinking of building. He offered to build the first two machines basically for free, in exchange for the right to use their designs as the basis for production machines to add to his shop. They would still have to provide the metal blanks, but he would machine them for free. They agreed. It would save them a bundle.
Actually they did more than agree. Brent and Trent asked to see the designs for the new machine and offered to help in any way they could. They loved that he liked their designs well enough to use them.



Chapter 5: Costs and Probabilities
August 6, Ugolini household
Gabrielle Ugolini shouted, "Don't open that!"
Angela almost dropped the bottle at her daughter's shout. Angela had just pulled the bottle of red table wine named Frog's Seat out of the icebox to go with tonight's dinner. "What on earth has gotten into you? And why shouldn't I open a bottle of wine to celebrate. Your dad just got a contract to cut markers for the cemetery in Rudolstadt." It was the first down-time contract that the family business had gotten and a good reason to celebrate.
"Because it's valuable and it's going to get even more valuable," Gabrielle insisted pointing at the bottle with the kitchen knife she had just been using to cut vegetables. "That's up-time wine, Mama."
"They can make wine down-time," Angela explained, quite reasonably she thought.
"But it won't be up-time wine! Judy's mom says that Cokes and Kool Aid will be valuable and . . ." Gabrielle ran down out of arguments but still insistent.
"All right." Angela agreed mostly to keep peace in the family. "We'll save it for now."
* * *
Angela Ugolini dialed the Wendell house and waited for an answer. When Judy Wendell answered she said, "This is Angela Ugolini, Gabrielle's mother. I'm sorry to bother you, but Gabrielle had a fit when I started to open a bottle of wine. She said that you had said something about them becoming valuable."
"Well, it sounds like something I'd say." There was a short pause then Judy the Elder Wendell added, "Oh, now I remember. And I think that Gabrielle may be right. The girls were inventorying their Barbie dolls."
"Inventorying their Barbies? What on earth for?"
"I don't know if you have been to the nicer houses in Badenburg or the count's residence in Rudolstadt, but they have what I would call knickknack cabinets. Or in the case of the count, a knickknack room. Full of the most ridiculous stuff. There is a major collectibles market in this time."
"You're saying I should pull out my Elvis plate collection?" Angela asked with a laugh.
"If you've got one, yes. Did you hear about Delia Higgins selling some of her dolls to a Viennese merchant?"
"I heard she sold some, but I didn't get any of the details." Delia Higgins was a character. Not as much as Buster, who owned the other storage lot, but a character nonetheless. The rumor Angela heard was that Delia had sold the dolls to finance her forteen-year-old grandson—or maybe the ten-year-old—in some sort of a business. Making coat hangers or something. On the other hand, from Angela's experience, the woman was pretty sharp. So maybe it would turn out to be okay, if she kept the kids reined in.
"She got something like a hundred dollars a doll," Judy Wendell told Angela, "and they weren't her best dolls. Anyway, I had told little Judy that she should take care of her dolls before that. Then she and your daughter and the rest of the middle school cheerleaders put together the Barbie Club, or something. I figured it was better that they concentrate on that, rather than the fact that we're four hundred years in the past with armies rampaging all around us."
"Sure, but that's dolls. What about the wine? What possible interest would a down-timer have in a bottle of Frog's Seat."
"Frog's Seat?"
"It's a red table wine from a small winery in Texas. A family friend brought us some on her last visit. It was our last bottle of that label and I was going to open it rather than rather than one of our better wines."
"In that case, it's entirely possible that what you have is the only bottle of that brand of wine on Earth. That would make it very valuable. I'm not saying you could trade it for the Hope Diamond or anything, but it might pay to store it in a dark cool place for a few months or a few years. You might want to do the same thing with any other up-time wines you have."
"Okay. But about the dolls? If they are that valuable, don't you think it would be wiser if we were to collect them?"
"It's your daughter, but if you want my opinion, I'd say let them handle it. The dolls belong to the girls, after all. And from what I saw they are being responsible enough. Putting them away safely, inventorying them and keeping good records of who owns what."
"But if the dolls are that valuable . . ."
"They still belong to the girls. If we want them to grow up with a respect for private property, we have to show respect for their private property. Besides, I'll keep track of what they're doing."
Grantville was a small town in West Virginia where everyone knew everyone else and, perhaps more importantly, where everyone knew everyone else's business. If Angela took Gabrielle's dolls, everyone in town would know that Angela didn't trust her daughter. That would be embarrassing for both Gabrielle and for Angela. The same was true of the parents of the other members of last year's middle school cheerleaders. For example, everyone in Grantville knew about Velma Hardesty, so no one told Velma about Susan's Barbies.
In this at least, Judy the Elder Wendell was an acknowledged expert to be listened to. After all, her husband had been chosen for the Finance Subcommittee. And once Angela Ugolini—who was raising a bunch of kids, "Catholics, you know,"—and who seemed to be doing a good job of it, signed on, the social pressure to let the girls play was moderately strong.
* * *
"I wish you hadn't said that," Fletcher Wendell told his wife while they were chatting in bed.
"Why not?" Judy said surprised. "You think we should take the girls' dolls?"
"No, not that part. I'm concerned about a conflict of interest."
"Conflict of interest? Fletch, the power is going to your head. We're talking a few dolls. And you're not Alan Greenspan."
"No. That would be Coleman Walker," Fletcher said, snuggling a little.
"Do not snuggle up to me with the words 'Coleman Walker' on your lips. Not if you expect a happy outcome." She elbowed him in the ribs and he uffed.
"Now get back on your side of the bed and tell me why you think Judy's Barbies represent a conflict of interest."
Fletcher scooted back a little, but not very far, then said, "I'm not that sure, love. It was more a social reflex. So you tell me why will it be a problem."
Judy stopped. Fletcher was much better at the social side of things than she was and she knew it. If his reflexes were pinging there was a reason for it. And suddenly she knew the reason. "It's what they do with the money after they sell the dolls."
"That's it! You know Judy always tries to horn in on Sarah. And Sarah's in this deal with Delia Higgins and the gang of budding entrepreneurs. So Judy is going to want to be an entrepreneur. By preference, get in on the sewing machine deal. But if not that, she'll try to top her big sister. They'll lose their shirts. Well, they'll lose their Barbie money."
"No, they won't!"
"They won't?"
"They won't. We've been over this, Fletch. What causes businesses to fail?" If Fletcher was better at the social, she was better at the theory. And everyday since the Ring of Fire, she had been studying this situation, trying to come up with an effective analysis of their impact on the down-time economy. A part of that, a big part of it, was an analysis of the causes and probabilities of new business failures in this circumstance. To do that, she had had to look in detail at the reasons businesses failed. The most common cause of business failure was poor management, but that was a misleading statistic—a bit like the most common cause of auto accidents was driver error. Also quite true, but it ignored the fact that driver error was a lot easier if you were in the middle of the pack racing at Le Mans than if you were on a moped all alone on the salt flats.
About eighty percent of business failures were because of failure to properly read the market. Starting your restaurant where people couldn't afford to eat out much, or where there were too many established restaurants, or something analogous to one of those. For new products, a good third of the reason for failure was the product not working or not working well ,and another third or more the product not finding a market, with the rest caused by legal problems or poor cost estimation. All those problems were made worse by a saturated market, in much the same way that driver error was made worse by being in the middle of the pack traveling at 210 mph around a hairpin turn at Le Mans. Down-time was a lot more like the moped on the salt flats. There were a host of new products that there was a good potential market for, and enough cost savings in the industrialization they had to make them competitive even if they weren't well managed. Unless someone was just stupid, the failure rate was going to be low. Very low.
"Right. So the odds are good that whatever they invest in, assuming it isn't fancy clothes and candy, will be a success. If we are advising them, it's going to look like it was from tips we gave them that made them successful. When some idiot invests in a semiconductor factory and gets people to lose a fortune, well, it will look bad."
"Maybe. But they're twelve years old. They need adult guidance. Sarah and her friends have Delia. Judy and the middle school cheerleaders need someone."
August 10, 1631: Badenburg
Karl Schmidt was a substantial fellow, like his father before him. He was fifty-two and had been recently widowed. He owned a foundry in Badenburg. It was a smallish foundry, with a smithy attached, where they made door hinges, wagon parts, and other things of iron, mostly for local use. He had four surviving children: his son Adolph, a twenty-two year old journeyman blacksmith, and three teenage daughters, Gertrude, Hilda and Marie.
He had known of the Ring of Fire almost from the beginning. At first, it had been a strange and frightening thing, surrounded by dark stories of magic and witchcraft; then miracles, as the stories of who they actually were got around. A whole town full of people from the future, surely God’s handiwork. Yet they didn’t claim to be angels or saints. Why would God go to the trouble of sending a town from the future if it was filled with normal people? There had been several sermons around then, about the angels that visited Lot in Sodom without announcing their angelic status. Some of the priests had pointed out, that if an angel didn’t have to tell you that he was an angel, then certainly a demon or devil didn’t have to tell you he was a devil.
It was an enigma. Karl did not like enigmas. They troubled his sleep. His solution at first, was to keep his distance. Then stories about what Tilly’s men were doing at a farm outside of Rudolstadt, and more significantly, what happened to them, got around. The ease with which the out-of-timers killed was terrifying. Rumor had it that it had only taken a few of them, half a dozen at most, to kill dozens of soldiers. Yet the same rumor said that they had done it to save the farmer and that they had, in spite of the fact that he had been nailed to a barn door and was the next best thing to dead when they got there. Some stories said he was dead. Karl didn’t believe that, but how much could be believed? Some people visited Grantville, but Karl was not one of them. A few people from Grantville visited Badenburg. Karl didn’t meet them, though he could have.
Karl was a slow fellow. Not in the sense of slow witted, he was really quite bright, but he liked to take his time and think things through. Meanwhile he had business to see to.
Adolph, Karl’s son, was not quite so substantial a fellow as his father. From what Adolph could tell, his father thought him quite flighty. In fact Adolph was fairly substantial and becoming more so every year. He was a journeyman smith, and ran the smithy part of the business.
Adolph’s latest worry had to do with Grantville, and it wasn’t the least bit spiritual. Several merchants and more farmers who had been expected to spend their money in Badenburg had instead spent it in Grantville. A number of potential customers from Grantville had taken the attitude that “Grantville dollars are as good as anyone else’s money and probably better.” In short, business was bad.
Upon receiving his son’s complaints, Karl had sought out what contacts might be made with people either from Grantville or people that knew Grantville. He was directed to Uriel Abrabanel, a wealthy Jew he had done business with before. Uriel was, it turned out, surprisingly, no, shockingly well connected with the Grantville elite. His niece was engaged to be married to the leader of Grantville. Karl considered himself a worldly man, and not a bit prejudiced. He, like everyone, knew that Jews cared for money above all else. That most of them were usurers. Karl was an educated man. He knew that those stories about them eating babies, poisoning towns, or bringing on plague were probably nonsense. The Abrabanels were known to be of a good family as Jews counted such things. But still, the leader of what was now perhaps the most powerful town in the area was engaged to a Jew.
* * *
Uriel Abrabanel greeted Karl on the ground floor of his two-story home. It was a fairly pleasant room, with a large casement window for light. There were several bookcases along the walls, and comfortable seats for guests.
His guest was apparently not comfortable, but Uriel doubted that it was because of the chair. In Uriel’s estimation, Karl Schmidt was a fairly standard local man of business. His prejudice against Jews was about the standard: enough to keep him from socializing, but not enough to keep him from doing business. Nor did he significantly overcharge, which had to be taken in his favor. Still, it cannot be said that Uriel was overly concerned over any shock to the fellow’s system that might occur upon learning of Rebecca’s upcoming marriage, and all that it implied.
On the other hand, there was no reason to end a generally good working relationship by rubbing Karl’s nose in it. Perhaps a more general explanation was needed.
“From what I understand, the future nation from which Grantville comes has some markedly different customs. Religious tolerance is expected. Their attitudes on that and a number of other issues have come as something of a shock to any number of people. For instance, their women dress in what we would consider an immodest manner. This should not be taken as license to show them any lack of respect. That mistake could be very dangerous. They are somewhat casual in their mode of address. They apparently mean no offense by this, it is just their way. I suspect that it is an outgrowth of their attitude toward rank. They are the most aggressively democratic people I have ever encountered.”
* * *
Master Schmidt was not stupid, and if he liked to think things through, it did not mean that he could not see the writing on the wall if it were writ large enough. To Karl Schmidt this was writing in letters ten feet tall. Uriel Abrabanel’s social and political situation was now significantly above his. For all intents and purposes, the man’s niece was about to marry into royalty. This United States looked to be something that might grow.
Yet here he was talking to Karl Schmidt just as he had when, as a good Christian, Karl’s social position had been the higher. Karl quietly congratulated himself on his temperate and unbiased attitude toward Jews. He really did.
The discussion of the Americans continued. Their technology, and their money. Master Abrabanel expressed solid confidence in both. Occasionally in the course of the conversation, Karl noticed that his attitude toward Master Abrabanel bordered on the deferential. Well that was only proper, considering the change in circumstances.
They talked of business within the Ring of Fire. Karl mentioned that a child, apprentice age, accompanied by a man who was apparently a family retainer, had approached his son with a proposal to make certain parts for something called sewing machines. The deal had fallen through because they preferred to deal in American dollars. They hadn’t actually insisted, but had explained that using local coinage meant they had to go to the bank and get it. They expected a reduction in cost to cover the trouble.
Master Abrabanel could not be of much help in terms of the specific business. He had seen sewing machines in Grantville, but he was unaware of any company making them. On the matter of the money, he had had several conversations with members of the Grantville finance committee on the subject of how they intended to maintain consistency in the value of American dollars. Their arguments were clear and persuasive.
Master Abrabanel then expressed a willingness to accept American dollars, just as he would several other currencies, in payment of debts or for goods. Even to exchange them for other currencies. For a reasonable fee.
Karl left Master Abrabanel in a thoughtful mood. His prejudice said that a Jew would not risk money on the basis of an emotional connection. Which, given Master Abrabanel’s expressed confidence, made the American dollars seem more sound.
August 12, 1631: Delia Higgins’ Place
It had been an unpleasant roundabout trip to the Higgins estate. It was an unusually hot day, and Karl Schmidt was not a good rider. He didn’t like to ride. He also didn’t like going around in circles, and the Ring of Fire had produced a ring of cliffs facing in or facing out all around itself, with only a few places where it was easy to pass. All this was bad enough, but the things he had seen en route were worse. It was one thing to talk about people from the future, even to consider what powers they might have gained. But to see a road that wide and that flat, and put it together with what they called the “APCs” . . .
These people were rich almost beyond measure. The civilian APCs parked along the way really brought it home. The civilian APCs weren’t a special case, they were the norm for these people. Their money worked, that was easy enough to see. The question this left Karl Schmidt with was whether his money was good anymore. Karl was not the first to ask that question.
The Higgins estate itself was divided into two parts. One was fenced with a kind of heavy gauge wire fence held up with what appeared to be metal bars. Along the top were strands of a different wire with spikes on it. There was a gate made in a similar manner that was open, and a smallish boxlike building next to the gate that looked like it might be made of painted metal, or perhaps the plastic he had heard about. Farther back, he could see rows of really small buildings: flat topped boxes set side by side, each no larger than a largish outhouse. They too might be made of metal, or perhaps plastic.
The other section had a more familiar, but still somewhat strange house on it. They appeared to have built out, rather than up. It was a single story, with an attic that he wouldn’t put a servant in. The roof was flatter than it should have been. From the extension of road that led to the large door, and the APC parked in front of it, one section of the house was for storing APCs. Why wasn’t the APC in the room that was clearly designed for it? Was there another APC in it, or was it being used for something else?
There were too many windows and those windows were too large. The more he looked, the stranger it got. The place was short, no more than ten feet from the ground to the eaves. On a day like today, with no airspace, it must be stifling in there. They seemed no more concerned with winter than summer. He could see no chimney, just a little pipe sticking out of the roof.
He sat his horse for a little while, mopped his brow, and thought it out. He finally decided that, since this was a matter of business, he should go to what appeared to be the business part of the estate.
* * *
Ramona Higgins had, after her initial start, let the whole Ring of Fire mess sort of slide by. She was fairly good at that, having had quite a bit of practice. Her way of dealing with a world full of complexities that she couldn’t quite manage had always been to let them slide by while concentrating on those matters she could handle. Her self-image had never been all that strong, and it was primarily based on what others wanted from her. She wasn’t lazy, just easily confused. If what people wanted from her was something Ramona could readily supply, she felt good about herself and liked the person. If not, she felt bad about herself and didn’t. The exceptions to that unconscious rule were few and far between: her mother and her sons were about all. But Mom and the boys went to some trouble not to ask things of her she could not readily provide.
From her mid-teens, in addition to a willingness to work hard at anything that didn’t confuse her, the other thing that Ramona could provide was sex. She had a tendency to like guys better than girls. She was a moderately attractive woman in her late thirties. There were some lines, but not all that many, nor all that deep. Her figure, by modern standards, floated between lush and overweight. She fully filled her bra, her hair was sandy brown or dirty blond depending on who you asked, and the lighting at the moment. She had good teeth, no pockmarks, and clear light blue eyes.
In short, by the standards of the sixteen-thirties, she was stunningly attractive.
Karl was stunned, not just by her, but also by the environment. When he entered the mobile home that served as an office, it was cool. Karl had never experienced air-conditioning. What was actually Ramona’s nervousness at dealing with a down-timer, seemed to him the very epitome of feminine modesty and deferential courtesy. Everything seemed almost magical in nature. He had wandered into a fairy tale, complete with fairy princess. With some difficulty, because he spoke only limited English and she spoke virtually no German, it was determined that the Higgins Sewing Machine Company was handled by her mother; assisted, so Ramona chose to see it, by her son. The place he needed was the main house.
Karl did something then that the solid staid man hadn’t done since he was in his twenties. He kissed a lady’s hand. She blushed quite prettily.
Karl was not a particularly handsome man, but he was big and strong, and had a certain presence. At least it seemed that way to Ramona. Perhaps it was the unlikely combination of the big, almost ugly man, the polite formality, and the kissing of her hand, but he seemed quite charming.
August 12, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
Karl didn’t seem all that charming to Delia. Since the Ring of Fire, strange large men on horseback were not calculated to make her comfortable. Still, when it was made clear that this had to do with the sewing machines, she called Johan. David and Donny were with Brent and Trent, at Dave Marcantonio’s shop, while Sarah was watching her little sister at home. So it was left to Delia, with the help of Johan, to deal with Karl.
Her attitude remained reserved. Partly it was because Karl Schmidt seemed wrong to her: shifty and hard at the same time. She didn’t realize it, but in a number of important ways he seemed, and was, much like Quentin Underwood, and more than a little like Delia Higgins. They talked about the sewing machine factory. Karl picked up on the whats and the whys of it all more readily than she had. Not the mechanics, since he got to see the sewing machine working but not disassembled; still, he got the part about machines to make machines quite readily.
* * *
What he didn’t get, was why they had to wait for the kids. It seemed to Karl that it was an excuse, a tool to manipulate him, probably to lower his prices.
It was some days later before a deal was made. The deal was made because the Schmidt family had the best shop for what the kids wanted. Not the only one, but the best. By the time the deal was made Karl was less sure that the kids were a ruse. They actually seemed to know what they were talking about.



Chapter 6: The Birth of Industry
August 12, 1631: Dave Marcantonio’s Shop
David Bartley, the proud uncle, watched Brent, Trent, their father, and Mr. Marcantonio—new daddies all—gathered around at the birth of their machines. Triplets, but not quite identical. David, as was appropriate for an uncle, was pleased, but not totally enraptured by the appropriate number of fingers and toes, or in this case gears, levers and cutting blades. Donny, on the other hand, was thrilled to be included.
The machines worked, but like many babies were just a bit cranky. There were places where the gears stuck, just a bit. It was hoped that with use they would smooth out. It would take some skill to use them. Not so much as Mr. Marcantonio had, nor so much as the down-time smiths had. These were finishing machines that took a blank provided by a down-time smith or foundry, and fined them up. Trent and Brent would be using them first, and for the moment they would stay in a corner of Mr. Marcantonio’s shop.
August 25, 1631
After the initial burst of activity, things slowed to a snail’s pace as more urgent jobs claimed more and more of Dave Marcantonio’s time. He was fitting in parts of their machines wherever he could, but he didn’t have a lot of slack time. They were doing a lot better with the down-time contractors, in spite of the fact that they had to watch every cent, and bargain prices generally don’t go with fast delivery.
Still, money-wise they were doing better than expected. Mr. Marcantonio had the blanks he needed to make the next four of the production machines, and at about two-thirds of what they had expected to pay. They also had a small but respectable stock of down-timer made sewing machine parts, at better prices than expected. Partly this was due to Johan’s bargaining skills, but mostly it was because the down-time shops had been losing a lot of their normal business to the up-time shops, and they badly needed the work.
Sarah, and especially her parents, were worried about the situation. One of the dangers of introducing a lot of new products into an economy is that it can cause deflation that leads to a depression. Some of the merchants and many of the farming villages around the Ring of Fire were accepting American money, but not all of them. Without the American money, the sudden influx of goods and services could end up ruining everyone within fifty miles of the Ring of Fire.
Which was why they were getting their parts for such low prices. The craft shops in the area were desperate for business, any business. The HSMC’s money was buying more than it should have been.
August 27, 1631: Delia Higgins’ Garage
“It’s still good,” said Brent, as they fiddled with one of the five partially completed sewing machines, “it’s only about an eighth of an inch shallow.”
“I don’t know,” said Trent. “If the catcher is an eighth of an inch off the other way it’ll jam.” The catcher was the twins’ term for a device that hooked the thread and pulled it around the bobbin every other stitch. Unfortunately, several of the parts to the bobbin assembly were still waiting on finishing machines to come out of Mr. Marcantonio’s shop. So, while the needles went up and down, and the “thread puller” pulled the thread at the right time as far as the boys could tell, they were still some distance from actually sewing a single stitch.
September 1, 1631: Grantville High School
“Hey, Brent. Do you really own a company?”
“What are you taking this year?”
“What’s this shit about you owning a company?”
“Yeah, they make sewing machines so they can have clothes for their dollies.”
“Except, they ain’t actually made no sewing machines yet, and I hear they never will.”
“I don’t know. I heard that Mr. Marcantonio said that they designed good machines, and that some of them are going to be used in shop class.” Which was the first Brent had heard about that.
The first day as a sophomore in high school is supposed to be different from the first day as a freshman. Well, this was certainly different. People who would not talk to lowly freshmen when they were sophomores and juniors, now as juniors and seniors, seemed quite willing to talk to lowly sophomores, at least if those sophomores owned a company. Others seemed to resent them for not staying in their place.
Then there were their classmates.
A significant percentage thought the whole thing was ridiculous. That Delia and the kids were wasting valuable resources that Grantville needed for other things. That they would never build a working sewing machine, and even if they did, why weren’t they using the money for something that mattered? Like weapons or reapers?
“I’ll tell you why,” said one would-be wit. “Because no one would let the Bill Gates wannabes mess with something that mattered.”
Sarah almost got in a fight over that one. “Baby Gates” was the first, but not the most popular of the nicknames the four got. The “Sewing Circle” was the favorite. Then there was the rather convoluted “Barbershop quartet,” based on the notion that they were four would-be “singers.”
They found a similar range of attitudes, mostly without the name calling, among the teachers. Some were enthusiastic, some concerned, and some sarcastic.
All in all, the change in status made it a difficult and confusing first day, to be followed by a difficult and confusing first week. All of the “Sewing Circle” had some heavy-duty adjustments to make. Over the summer they had been less involved in high school stuff than most of the kids in Grantville. They had after all, been rather busy.
“This too shall pass,” and it did. There was altogether too much going on for any but the most obsessive to keep up the teasing for long. It rapidly became just one more thing among many that the sophomores in Grantville High concerned themselves with. There were discussions about the army, about the future of Grantville, and about the German immigrants. Then there were the German students. Who had their own attitudes and beliefs.
The German students were, for the first few weeks, reluctant to put themselves forward. Partly this was because of the language barrier, but not entirely. They also felt a status difference. The up-timers were rich, with rich parents, and the down-timers were refugees. Don’t give offense, study hard, and make friends. These instructions, often contradictory in practice, were impressed on the down-timer kids by their parents, all too often using a belt or a rod to reinforce the point.
Their attitude toward the “Sewing Circle” was somewhat different. To them, the important point was not whether the sewing machine company would actually succeed. That wasn’t unimportant, but the really important point was that the “Sewing Circle” had parents who could afford to start them in a business. Granted, all the up-timers were rich, but there’s rich, and then there’s rich.
Since Delia Higgins was the backer of the enterprise, this attitude focused on David.
Short and skinny for his age, David Bartley had never been one of the popular kids among the up-timers. Mostly, he still wasn’t. But among the down-timers he was very popular—especially with the down-timer girls.
The down-time girls took a pragmatic view of romance. David, Brent and Trent—but especially David—looked like they might be wealthy enough to marry years before most other boys in school. Not that the girls were looking to marry right away, but the period between puberty and satisfaction was uncomfortably long for a tailor’s daughter.
Unfortunately, or perhaps fortunately, David didn’t really know how to handle the situation.
September 3, 1631: the High School
Vicky Emerson looked around the cafeteria and frowned. The cafeteria was packed, mostly with down-timers, and Vicky was feeling more than a little lost. The down-timers were a mixed bag. Most of them where the children of refugees, but there was a sprinkling of the daughters of the wealthy from the surrounding towns. Vicky saw one of them, a girl dressed in a fur-lined cloak and a fine woolen dress. Vicky suddenly felt dowdy in her "a bit too small" last year's clothes. Down-time clothing was very expensive and Mom had explained that with the new baby and the uncertainty, for the time being, Vicky would have to make do with what she had.
Last year's jeans wouldn't do. They were kind of high-water, since she'd gotten a little taller. Her up-time skirts were way too short for the here and now. She needed long dresses and fur. That's what the well-off down-timer girls were wearing. She wondered if she could borrow something from Ursula Kunze.
Ursula was a down-timer, the granddaughter of Frantz Kunze, who was on the town council of Badenburg. Vicky went up to the girl, who didn't speak English very well, and tried to start a conversation. The problem was they didn't have a language in common. So the talk floundered shortly after Guten Tag and "You have a pretty cloak," with pointing.
Vicky got a Danke and something that might have been a return compliment. Vicky was persistent, so that day in German class, she asked the teacher about clothing and tried again the next day. She got a bit farther and even managed to invite Ursula over to her house after school, and got the impression that Ursula must ask permission. It would be the next week before Ursula could come over, and in the meantime there were other contacts going on.
September 5, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
There were extra guests for dinner at Delia Higgins’ house the night of the first TV broadcast. Ramona had invited Karl Schmidt and his family. They had been seeing each other since mid-August. Not every day, but once a week or so, Karl would bring in a load of parts and Ramona would take the afternoon off.
Delia was slightly concerned. David wasn’t, not anymore. Acculturation works both ways and it works faster on kids. Johan had been acculturating David right along. Besides, it wasn’t that much of a jump really, just putting it in terms appropriate to the time. David had had a conversation with Master Schmidt. Ramona Higgins was a lady of high station, with a family that would take it very badly if she were treated with a lack of respect. Normally such comments from a boy just turned fifteen might be ignored. In this case, however, Johan was sitting a few feet away cleaning a double-barreled shotgun and adding translation and mistranslation as needed. Besides, in the discussions about the sewing machine parts, David had gotten to know Karl a little bit. He was bigoted, but no more than most, and he wasn’t a user, unlike some of his mom’s previous men.
Karl had not been insulted, or particularly frightened. Just cautioned. After all, Young Master Bartley had not told him to stop seeing Ramona, simply to treat her with respect. It reaffirmed her status, without closing the door in his face. To Karl, the surprising thing was that the door was not closed. David had managed to come off like a young baron allowing a commoner to court his mother because that’s what his mother wanted.
Karl knew that David was not titled. He also knew that the President of Grantville was not titled. Titles didn’t matter here, power mattered. If Karl played his cards right, he might well be accepted into this new informal nobility, and his family with him.
He had treated her with respect. Perhaps a bit more respect than Ramona really wanted. Certainly enough respect that he had swept her off her feet. Hence the dinner invitation. She wanted to meet his family. She wanted her family to meet his family, and she wanted everything to go well. She had fussed all day.
Normally dinner at the Higgins house was informal. The “servants” ate with the family. Not this time. Liesel would have none of it, and neither would Johan. There would be guests. Liesel would serve, Johan would get the door. Liesel was quite fond of Ramona, in a subservient materialistic sort of way. They would make a good impression.
* * *
They did, actually. The servants provided the comfort of familiarity. The food was rich, and excitingly varied. Something called “Orange Jell-O” for dessert. The house was a glory of technological innovation. These days, oil lamps were used in the Higgins' house and light bulbs were hoarded; but for tonight, the lights were switched on. The cassette recorder provided a large selection of music in various styles. The doll collection managed to surpass its reputation. Not an easy thing to do, for it had grown in the telling.
Finally, there was the welcoming attitude. The Schmidt family found them quite condescending, in the old meaning of the word. They had clearly stepped down from their position of rank to make their guests comfortable. They hadn’t, of course, but it seemed that way to the Schmidt family.
Dinner discussion started on the sewing machine company, but wandered far afield, to technology, customs, economics, schooling, fashion and culture. Ramona was somewhat successful in including the Schmidt girls in the conversation. Adolph was particularly interested in the electric lights, and as he learned of them, in the other electronic devices.
Dinner ended, as all things must, and it was time for the show. The television was turned on in time to see the hostess sitting down, but they missed the kiss. It didn’t matter much, since of his family only Karl had ever seen TV before.
Rebecca was a wow! For the Schmidt family, it was suddenly like they knew her. Beautiful and gracious, looking them right in the eye, explaining the circumstances within the Ring of Fire, speaking of rationing, but that no one would go hungry. Her comments about Americans needing lots of meat to cook brought an extra delight; tonight’s dinner had been rich in meat.
The Buster Keaton movie was a marvel. Made more marvelous for the Higgins clan by the Schmidt clan’s wonder. Then Rebecca came back on. She discussed briefly the production projects, not mentioning the sewing machine project. It had for the most part fallen below adult radar. Then she began to discuss the military situation.
“I am Jewish, as you know,” she said. But the Schmidt family hadn’t known, except for Karl, and not even he had really thought about it. This Royal Lady, with the steady eye, and commanding presence, was a Jew. Well, no wonder she was engaged to the leader of the Americans, Jew or not. This was Uriel Abrabanel’s niece, and there was a family resemblance now that he looked for it. Karl’s prejudice took another hit that night. It was a fairly big hit, but prejudice takes a lot of chipping away.
Rebecca was still talking, still looking them in the eye. That same sense of involvement that had made Marie Schmidt warn Buster Keaton of impending doom now held Delia and her family silent. Rebecca Abrabanel was not a lady you challenged to her face. By the time the show was over the Jewish princess had more converts to her cause. Tentative converts true, uncertain of what the cause was. Even more uncertain of their place in this new world of magic and miracles, but converts none the less.
And they weren't the only down-timer converts. All over Grantville, down-timers, refugees and nearby residents, were invited to see the first broadcast of the High School Television Station.
September 5, 1631: Emerson House
Vicky, Ursula Kunze, and Ursula's maid adjourned to Vicky's room. Herr Kunze and his wife were in the living room talking with Mom. The carriage driver was in the kitchen, talking with the Emerson's new German maid. Vicky turned on the light, even though she wasn't supposed to use it unnecessarily. Everyone was conserving light bulbs now, but this was a special case.
Vicky then proceeded to show Ursula and her maid Hilda around. She showed them her stuffed unicorn and the posters from a boy band that was left up-time. She had some difficulty explaining what a band was and played some of the songs. Ursula was impressed by the recording, but not by the music. And, in general, they got along, Vicky admiring Ursula's clothing and Ursula a little scandalized by Vicky's.
Vicky showed Ursula the remains of her Barbie doll collection and Ursula was entranced by the Barbies. Not so much by the doll house, though she found it interesting. She was impressed by plastic, but its use in the dolls impressed her a lot more than in the doll house, which could be made of wood perfectly well. She did find the toilet interesting. She used one in school and recognized it well enough, and she wanted one at home, though she knew that would be a while in coming. She liked Vicky Emerson and understood the girl's concern. She had seen Vicky's closet and lots of the clothing there, but also seen the fact that much of it was too small for comfort.
Ursula really wanted those dolls, though. She had never had or seen anything like them. The closest she had come was a cousin's doll that had a porcelain head and hands on a cloth body, and even the porcelain head hadn't had hair—real hair, not just painted on hair. Maria Anna had bragged on that cursed doll for the whole trip and never once let anyone else even hold it. So, to have dolls like this would be a major coup. "I'll trade you this outfit, all of it, for the dolls," she blurted.
"Really? Will your parents let you?" Vicky asked.
"Hilda, if you tell . . .." Ursula started, then stopped. That was the wrong approach. Hilda was stubborn, but also greedy. And she could spoil the whole deal by telling Papa. It wasn't like they could make the trade now. What would Ursula wear home? "You know that scarf you wanted?" she offered in a wheedling tone.
"No," Hilda said. "I want that." She pointed at a hand-mirror with a pink plastic handle.
There were more negotiations, and deep and solemn oaths of secrecy exchanged, then the trade was agreed upon. They would make the exchange the next day at school. They had managed, mostly, to put aside the fact that both their parents were going to be really angry at the trade, and justified it on the basis of helping to strengthen relations between Grantville and Badenburg. They weren't going to announce the trade to their respective parents till they each had some time with the goods. Vicky would have at least one day at school with her new outfit and Ursula would have the same with the dolls.
September 8, 1631: Kunze House, Badenburg
The trade had gone splendidly and Ursula was trying to find just the right place for each of her six up-time plastic Barbie Dolls, when disaster entered her room without even knocking. Her little brother, five years old, wandered in and reached for one of her brand new Barbie dolls with his snotty little hand.
She grabbed the Barbie doll out of danger and the little monster started screaming, "I wanna play with it." Then in came Mama to settle things, and she saw the dolls.
"Where did you get those?"
"I traded Vicky Emerson a whole outfit for them."
"Which outfit?"
"My new one."
Mama gasped. "Your new one! What were you thinking? That cloak cost a fortune!"
Papa was called in and saw the dolls. "Ursula probably got the better of the deal. Which could cause worse problems, now that I think about it. I don't want the people who command that sort of an army angry at Badenburg. We'll need to talk to the Emersons and be prepared to reverse the deal if they feel ill used."
That got Papa in trouble with Mama, but he insisted anyway.
September 8, 1631
The carriage ride to Grantville had taken an hour. The phone call to the Emersons had assured their welcome. Apparently Vicky had been trying on the new clothing and her mother wondered where she had gotten the mink-lined cloak.
Mrs. Emerson was friendly. Mr. Emerson was the second shift boss of the powerplant so wasn't present, his duties keeping him away from home in the evenings. However, Mrs. Emerson called him and filled him in and when the Kunzes arrived she had called him again, then handed Bernhard Kunze the phone while escorting his wife and daughter back to the living room.
"Herr Kunze, my German is not good," Mr. Emerson explained with great honesty in barely understandable German, with the word in the wrong place as well as horribly accented. "So I have asked Herr Alvarez, a down-timer who works as a guard at the power plant and who speaks both German and seventeenth-century English, to help interpret. I thought I should tell you so that if you felt this should remain between just us I can let him go back to his normal duties and we can something through."
After listening to Mr. Emerson's German, Herr Kunze was in no doubt at all that an interpreter would be needed. Nor was he overly worried about news getting out. This, after all, was the sort of mischief that youngsters got into and he doubted that had changed between the seventeenth and twentieth centuries. Besides, he was going to leave whether to let the deal stand in Herr Emerson's hands. He said, "I'll be grateful for Herr Alvarez's help. My English is not good either." Which was true, even if it was rather better than Herr Emerson's German. Then he went on to explain the situation as he saw it, pointing out that he thought Ursula had gotten better of the deal. A new mink-lined cloak could be acquired. At some expense, yes, but acquired nonetheless. Barbie dolls, on the other hand, were irreplaceable.
Through Herr Alvarez, he was asked what he would do if the deal had gone the other way and he admitted that he would probably insist the deal stand to teach Ursula to be more careful. "But not," he added carefully, "if the deal might damage the family accounts in any serious way."
"I don't think that the family will be hurt by the loss of few Barbie dolls. No matter how expensive they turn out to be, it's not money we were counting on."
Much the same conversation was going on between the mothers, with the daughters doing the interpreting. But with the addition that Vicky was insisting that she needed the new clothing and Ursula down-playing the value of the dolls, but starting to feel a bit smug about her deal. Neither Vicky nor Ursula wanted to cancel the deal. Both girls knew that they had overstepped, but at the same time, the points of contention were Vicky's dolls and Ursula's clothing. In a way, Ursula had overstepped more than Vicky had, because the clothes would have gone into a trunk when she outgrew them and be pulled out when her younger sister got big enough for them. Or, they might have been sold, used by the family to recoup the expense of buying them. But her family could handle that by seizure of the dolls from Ursula, or taking one of the dolls to sell and recoup the expense that way.
Then Bernhard Kunze came into the room. The daddies had decided that the deal would stand, but any future deals would need prior parental consent.
September 8 1631: Grantville High School Cafeteria
"I love your outfit, Vicky," Heather Mason said. "I thought your mom said they couldn't afford new clothing for now?"
"I bought them myself. I traded my Barbies for them." By this time Vicky had almost forgotten about the whole Barbie storage plan and it just slipped out. Heather didn't seem all that upset by the news, either
"How many Barbies?" It was down-time made clothing and top quality. By this time all the girls in Grantville High who were interested in that sort of thing could tell the difference. All in all, it was a good day for Vicky's popularity in the ninth grade. There was considerable talk among the other members of what the Barbie Consortium about it perhaps being time to cash in on their dolls for things like new clothing or, in the case of Hayley Fortney, a new steam condenser that she wanted.
Judy just barely managed to keep the other girls from running off to sell their Barbies by promising them news of how to invest the money they would bring soon.
* * *
"Vicky's going to ruin everything!" Judy the Younger said as she burst into the home officer of her mother.
Judy the Elder was going over spreadsheets on the family computer, which had been the business computer before the Ring of Fire. The Wendells had been insurance agents before that, with Fletcher the seller and Judy handling the books and paperwork. It had left them about as well equipped as anyone in Grantville to do economic and financial projections. Not better than the bank or the credit union, but about as good. That was why Fletcher had ended up on the Finance Subcommittee, and Judy the Elder was still doing most of the early stage financial projections and prospectus building. She wasn't the only one. Both banks had people doing the same thing and checking each other. that was in large part because they were still all guessing. So Judy the Elder was not thrilled to have her daughter yelling while she tried to work. "There is no reason to shout, Judith. Now, with your indoor voice, what is Vicky doing to ruin everything?"
"Sorry, Mom."
Judy the Younger sounded contrite. She did contrite quite well. Much better than Judy the Elder had ever managed. Through long experience, mother recognized the slight pro forma edge in the voice . . . but she let it pass.
"Vicky sold six of her dolls for a new outfit. And now the other girls are talking about selling theirs and I don't have anything for them to invest in. I was waiting till Sarah and them manned up and decided to go public."
"What on Earth makes you think that Delia has any interest in going public?"
"Everyone's doing it." Which, apparently for Judy, was enough to make it mandatory. "Besides, Sarah's been looking at incorporation."
Which was the first Judy the Elder had heard of that. She wanted to asked how Judy the Younger knew that, but by this time she had realized that Judy almost always knew what everyone else was up to, through some sort of gossipy osmosis. So instead she asked, "Why is Sarah looking to incorporate."
"Because she doesn't want Mrs. Higgins to have to sell more of her dolls. She feels all guilty about that." Judy's shrug was eloquent on the subject of the silliness of people who felt guilty getting other people to help them.
* * *
Judy the Elder called Angela Ugolini and Dana Fortney and told the story of the dolls for clothing.
Dana Fortney called Vickie Mason. Angela Ugolini called the Emersons to get their version, and then called Anita Barnes.
In some cases subtle, and in some cases not subtle at all, instructions were given to the girls of the Barbie Consortium. Even Vicky. There would be no more Barbie sales without parental approval.
Nowhere in the phone tree was Velma Hardesty, Susan Logsden's mother. This was, in large part, because Velma Hardesty wasn't well liked by the respectable ladies of Grantville. She had never been part of the small town parental network, and didn't want to be. On those occasions in the past when she had been approached, her response had been universally negative . . . and usually rude.
September 10, 1631: Grantville High School Cafeteria
"Who told?" Vicky Emerson wanted to know.
The Barbie Consortium members were sitting at a table together, after the word had come down.
"In Grantville?" Judy asked. "Everyone and no one. Heck, I bet your mom called someone."
Vicky sniffed, but it wasn't convincing.
"Well, it doesn't matter. We can't sell our dolls without our parents' consent, no matter how it happened," Hayley Fortney said.
"What we need is a Delia Higgins!" Judy said suddenly.
"I don't know. The way I heard it, she's the one running things," Gabrielle Ugolini.
"Nah. That's just what the parents want to think. It's the Sewing Circle themselves, and they are getting close to working sewing machines," Judy said.
"I'll believe that when I see it," said Hayley Fortney, the acknowledged mechanical expert among the girls, and generally agreed to be the smartest kid in the ninth grade. "You know how complicated a sewing machine is?"
"As complicated as a steam engine?" Vicky asked, curiosity outweighing her earlier irritation.
"Much more complex," Hayley said.
"Never mind that," Heather Mason said. "How do we get control of our dolls back?"
"Like I said, we need our own Delia Higgins. A grownup our parents will trust."
"Sure, but how do we find one?"
Vicky suddenly spoke up. "What about a down-timer?"
"I don't know," Judy said, feeling just a bit bad about saying it. Judy knew several down-timers and she made a conscious effort to try and get to know them. She had a lot of down-time friends and, in part because of that, she was more than a bit leary of down-time notions of parental authority and discipline. The seventeenth century was a century of "spare the rod and spoil the child." Judy didn't think she had ever been spanked in her life and wasn't at all sure that she wanted anything of hers under the authority of a down-time adult. "They seem pretty harsh to the kids here in school."
"I was thinking that Ursula Kunze's dad might know someone. We've talked some and he and his wife seem okay."
Judy considered. It was a way to keep Vicky in the group and, as irritated with Vicky as she often got, she wanted Vicky in the group. Besides, if she went along, so would the other girls. And then Vicky would owe her one. "Okay. See what you can find out. But we all have to agree before we hire anyone."
"You know, until we hire someone, we're all going to have to go to our parents and they are going to want to interfere in everything," Millicent Anne Barnes said.
September 16, 1631: Schmidt Household
They had talked around it after they got back from the Higgins house. In fact the visit had dominated conversation for several days. They called so much into question, these Americans. They offered so much, but at a price. It was a strange price, and the Schmidt family wasn’t sure they could pay it.
Almost, it was a devil’s bargain: wealth, power, even glory of a kind, for giving up some certainties. Beliefs are a bit like the soul. They aren’t material, they can’t be pointed to, but they are part of what makes us what we are. You can’t just decide to give them up either, they stick around even when you know better. The Schmidt family didn’t think it through like that. Certainly not in those terms. Instead they had an uneasy feeling, like they were about to step off a precipice. Scared and excited. What they talked about by turns, were the marvels and the outrages.
“Music coming out of a box.”
“A Jewish woman talking publicly of politics.”
“Light at the flick of a switch.”
“Dresses above the knee.”
“Becky seemed honest?”
“I’ve spent my life learning the trade of a smith. I know the making of tools, and little boys are to tell me how to make things.”
“No, Adolph, not how to make things—just what things they will buy.”
“To be paid for with pieces of paper?”
It went on, but the Schmidts were pragmatic people. So much to be gained.



Chapter 7: Going Public?
September 25, 1631: Partow House
The course of business building wasn't going smoothly for the Sewing Circle.
“The ceramic cases are deforming,” said Trent. “We should have thought of it before. When you make ceramics, you’re heating them to the edge of melting and keeping them there for hours. They become plastic at that heat and deform from their own weight.”
“Are we going to have to go to wood or cast iron then?” asked Brent.
“That will add a bunch of money per machine. Cast iron is more expensive than clay, and we’ve already spent a bundle on the ceramic casings. That’s money down the drain. Are you sure we can’t make them work? Sarah is not going to be happy.”
“I don’t know enough about ceramics to be sure of anything, that’s the problem,” Brent admitted. “How much vibration can they take? Will the wood separators really work? Can we redesign the molds so as to compensate for the deformation?”
October 7, 1631: Grantville High School
On the upside of the ledger, the Sewing Circle were only one part away from having finished sewing machines. Mr. Marcantonio said he would have the machine to produce that part ready in a couple of days. On the downside, they were going to have to find somewhere for a factory and they were perilously close to broke—past broke if you included the money that Mr. Marcantonio had said they could wait a while to pay.
The Higgins Sewing Machine Company had been using three storage containers to store parts and blanks. The production machines made by Dave Marcantonio’s shop were still in his shop, so to make and finish parts using them, they went there. Final assembly had been moved to the Higgins’ garage. This had saved quite a bit in rent, but was far from convenient. Now that would have to change. For one thing, Mr. Marcantonio was being crowded out of his shop. He really didn’t have room for all their production machines.
So, with regret, he had insisted that they find somewhere else to set up. He was feeling a bit guilty over throwing them out, and as he was very busy and not at all short of cash, he was willing to wait on payment for the last of the machines.
Which had led to this meeting of the “Sewing Circle.” (The kids had adopted the nickname as their own.)
“Grantville is out, till we’ve sold some sewing machines or gotten more capital from somewhere,” Sarah pronounced. “The rents are too high.”
“We may be able to use a couple of the storage containers for a while,” said David.
“Maybe so, but what we really need is a factory,” said Trent. “Over seventy-five percent of our parts are still hand-made. There are a lot of machines that we could make that would decrease the cost of production if we had the money and the room.”
“Some of the subcontractors have been asking about buying into the company lately,” said David. “It seems some of the other business have started offering profit-sharing and stock options. We don’t have any profits to share yet, but some of our suppliers figure we will.”
David was thinking mainly of Karl Schmidt. Other suppliers had shown interest, but Mr. Schmidt seemed a bit obsessive. At first he had thought that Mr. Schmidt was cultivating him for his mother’s sake; there was probably some of that in it, but that wasn’t all of it.
“So have some of the guys from the shop class,” added Brent.
“I think we should consider incorporation.” Sarah picked up her book bag and removed a notebook. Then handed David, who was closest, a typewritten sheet. “Read it and pass it on. What it is,” she said to the others, “is an outline of how I think we could incorporate. We set it up with a couple of hundred thousand shares. The first hundred thousand would be for the original owners. So we would each have ten thousand except for money bags here.”
She pointed to David, who buffed his fingernails on his coat and tried to look important. He managed to look silly, which was probably better for all concerned. “Who would have twelve thousand, and Mrs. Higgins would have thirty thousand and so on.”
“The other hundred thousand would be owned by the corporation. Which could sell it to raise extra money. Even at a dollar a share, even if we only sell a third of the shares, that’s a lot of money.”
“What about control?” asked Trent.
“We would probably keep it,” said Sarah. “Probably. Let me ask you something though. Why is control important?”
“So the grownups won’t take it away from us,” said Trent automatically.
“No. What are the grownups going to do? Buy up control so they can stop making sewing machines?”
“Tell us ‘Thanks, but we’re running things now. Go play with your toys.’”
“Right, and pay us each five percent of the profit,” Sarah answered. “David six percent and Mrs. Higgins fifteen percent. Altogether, with everybody, it’s fifty percent. It might be worth it to someone, but it’s not real likely. I figure we’ll probably sell half the hundred thousand shares. Which would still leave us and Mrs. Higgins with more of the stock than any other group, but even if we do lose control, we’ll probably get rich from it. So, if they want to tell us to go play with our toys, they are gonna have to buy us some really nice toys.
“There’s another reason we should incorporate, or at least, change it to a limited liability company,” she continued. “The way we set it up at first we are liable for any debts or damages. What if we get sued? It wouldn’t be so bad for us, we don’t have much, but what about Mrs. Higgins? One of the things a corporation does, is limit the debt to corporate assets. That would mean they couldn’t take the storage lot, or Mrs. Higgins’ dolls as payment for the company’s debts.”
They spent the rest of the lunch hour talking about corporate structure.
October 9, 1631: Delia’s Garage
They had removed some of the production machines to the storage lot as a stopgap measure. Mr. Marcantonio had finished the last production machine they absolutely had to have, and they now had parts for several sewing machines. They had spent the entire time from when school let out trying to assemble one. Now it was dinner time, and they still didn’t have a working sewing machine.
It was the same trouble they had been having from the beginning. Tolerances. The machined parts were acting as a centerline and the handmade parts could only vary from it so far. Mostly they fell within the limits, but if one part was off a little one way and another part was off in another way the combination meant that the sewing machine didn’t work. So they had to go through the parts, find ones that were off in complementary ways and fit them together. It was a painstaking and occasionally painful process. Replete with skinned knuckles, banged fingers and frustration.
October 11, 1631: Delia’s Garage
It worked. Five months of hard work, two afternoons, and about fifteen minutes of final assembly, and they had a sewing machine. The important thing was, in another couple of days they would have another; sewing machine production had finally started.
It was time to celebrate. There was a six pack of Coca-Cola that had been sitting in the Higgins pantry since the Ring of Fire and their icebox for the last week. It was about to get drunk.
Trent took over from Brent, and sewed another line of stitches down the folded rag. He then carefully removed it from the machine. From the garage they danced through the kitchen, startling Liesel, and into the living room. They danced around Delia, waving the sewn rag like the flag of a defeated foe, and in a way it was.
* * *
David and Johan were in Rudolstadt talking with a supplier, and Sarah was watching Judy the Younger again. Sarah’s work could be done at home, and Judy the Younger was proving to be more of a help than the expected hindrance. Which surprised Sarah to no end.
A phone call informed Sarah of the good news. She would call her parents. Other phone calls followed, to Mr. Marcantonio and Mr. Partow, to Mrs. Partow, to anyone in any way involved that could be reached by phone. Brent took the sewn cloth to show Ramona and the guards. By now there were ways to fairly rapidly get messages to people in Badenburg, Rudolstadt, and other nearby towns. It cost a few dollars and you had to know precisely where the person was. If you had a phone you could have the message which started with the local phone company charged to your phone bill. Which is precisely what Ramona did. She had realized that Karl was interested in the sewing machine project, and Karl was a responsible business man. He would know what to do.
David would have to wait until he got back from Rudolstadt to learn about the completed sewing machine.
By the time David got home, the party was in full swing. Most of the Grantville residents that were in any way involved with the sewing machine project were there. So was Karl Schmidt and his family, and a couple of other suppliers from Badenburg. They had come to see what their parts had made.
The guests circulated between the house proper and the garage. Delia had been the first to actually make something with the sewing machine. She professed to like her Singer better, hiding her pride in the accomplishment. She wasn’t really fooling anyone, but the hillbilly version of the stiff upper lip had its rules. Liesel didn’t make any such attempt. Liesel was not completely sure she trusted electricity. This could be used anywhere. All the guests had tried it, with Brent and Trent hovering nervously over them.
The Schmidt girls were entranced. Had they had their way, Higgins sewing machine model A serial number One would have been sold then and there. They did not have their way, however. Higgins A1 would never be sold—though in future years, some collectors would offer truly exorbitant sums trying to buy it.
Karl was, in his staid stolid way, rather entranced himself. He had seen the Singer work. He had known this was coming, but he had not seen the look on his youngest daughter’s face when something that would have taken her hours and would still not be done to her sisters’ satisfaction was done neatly and evenly, in less than a minute.
There was definitely a market, but how were the tailors going to react? There were none present today. There were guild rules and there were laws about who could make clothes, but no rules about using machines to make clothing. Not yet, anyway. Karl got to meet several people he had wanted to meet for some time. The Wendells, and Dave Marcantonio especially. He needed to know things before he decided what to do.
Food had been cooked, and brought by guests. There was not nearly enough Coca-Cola for all the guests, so it stayed in the fridge. Beer and Kool-Aid were available though. Conversation flowed. Problems were brought up. The cost of the sewing machines was still very high. The value of the company had jumped sharply from what it had been just the day before. Legal questions about children running a company, that had seemed less important when it was a hobby in all but name, were asked. Where would sewing machines be sold? How would they be sold? Sarah Wendell held forth on the subjects of dealerships and “rent with an option to buy.”
David Bartley wandered around the party, getting more and more worried as time went on. Aside from Mr. and Mrs. Wendell, there were some other members of the finance committee, and they were busy questioning whether children should be allowed to manage such a potentially valuable export. Mr. Schmidt was asking about the possibility of buying production machines from Mr. Marcantonio. Was he planning on going into competition with them? With the completion of the first working sewing machine, they had reappeared on adult radar, and were in real danger of being shot out of the sky. For their own good, of course.
David didn’t trust the motives of those that expressed doubts children could run a company. It seemed to him that many of them were searching for ways to jump onto the gravy train now it looked like it was going to pull out of the station and actually go somewhere. Others appeared to resent their success in the face of adult wisdom.
October 11, 1631: Wendell House
Judy called Hayley Fortney first. "It worked. I went to the party and saw it sewing."
"The sewing machine? That's so cool," Hayley said.
"Uh huh. Brent and Trent Partow were over the moon, but David Bartley was worried and I think Sarah is too."
"Why? Is there something wrong with the process?" Hayley asked. "Will there be a problem making more?"
"No." For the smartest girl in the ninth grade Hayley could be dense sometimes. "If that were it, the Partow twins would have been upset. It's got to be the grownups they're worried about. How much do you think a sewing machine factory is worth, Hayley?"
There was a short pause. Then Hayley's voice came back, but softly—even a little scared. "A whole lot more than a couple of hundred Barbie dolls. A whole lot more."
"Yeah. As long as it didn't work, no one cared that much. But . . ."
"Yeah."
"Look, I'm gonna talk to Sarah and see what she thinks. You call the other girls and let them know. If Vicky can find us a down-time Delia, we may be able to get in on the ground floor."
"You think?"
"If the grownups don't take it over there's a good chance." Judy paused. "Something Mom's always talking about at dinner. She says 'a successful project costs more than a failure.' "
October 12, 1631: Grantville High School
Sarah had bad news. “I’ve been checking into the laws regarding corporations. It is illegal in West Virginia for minors to be on the board of a corporation.”
“But we’re not in West Virginia,” insisted Brent. “We’re in Germany.” He knew better, he was just upset.
“It doesn’t matter.” Sarah shook her head. “Grantville corporate law is West Virginia corporate law without so much as a period changed. Maybe we should forget about incorporating.”
“Maybe not,” said David. That moved everyone’s stares from Sarah to him. “I was listening to some of the people at the party yesterday. They were worried about leaving the Higgins Sewing Machine Company in our hands. When we actually built a sewing machine, some of the grownups that were never too keen on the kids running a company started paying attention again. Incorporation may be a way to satisfy them, without having them take over. Sarah, are there any other jobs in a corporation that a minor can’t hold, like say Chief Engineer, CEO, CFO, any of that stuff?”
“I don’t think so. In fact there almost can’t be. What jobs there are in a corporation changes from corporation to corporation. How could they make it illegal when all the corporation had to do to get around the law is change the name of the job?”
“Is there a law against a minor owning stock or voting stock?”
“Not owning, I’m pretty sure. Voting I don’t know. I think it would be like other stuff kids own. Their parents could probably veto their selling it, and vote the stock for them, or maybe not. It could be something determined in the corporation’s bylaws. I can probably find out.”
“We can incorporate and select the people on the board of directors, and the people that don’t like the idea of kids running a company can look and see that the board of directors is made up of responsible grownups. ‘We ain’t running things, just doing our jobs the way the board tells us to,’ ” David grinned. “Of course, since the four of us and Grandma hold the biggest chunk of stock, we elect the board. Which will be Grandma, and a few other people. Maybe Mr. Marcantonio, and maybe your parents?”
“I don’t know,” mused Trent, a bit dubiously. “Mom and Dad are all right, but they take their responsibilities really seriously. So far, they have looked at this as your Grandma’s company, with us helping out. We get the occasional lecture about listening to Mrs. Higgins, and the great opportunity she is giving us. I think they have sort of assumed she has been making the decisions right along.”
“It’s the same with my parents,” said Sarah. “There may even be some truth to it. She lets us make the decisions, but she is sorta there. You do the same thing, David. When we get into a fight, you start bringing up stuff that we’ve forgotten, then, I don’t know, we’re agreeing again, and we have a plan.”
This came as a revelation to David. He hadn’t realized the others knew what he was doing, and he hadn’t realized that Grandma was doing the same thing. He wasn’t sure he liked it.
Brent looked at David and started laughing. Then Trent and Sarah joined him. All this time, David had thought he was getting away with something, and all the time, the others had been letting him do it. “Anyway,” David said as much to change the subject as anything, “now that we have a sewing machine, what do we do with it? And the next one, and the one after that. How do we sell them?”
“Rent with an option to buy,” said Sarah. “Layaway, and in-store credit, first in nearby towns, then through dealerships. If someone wants to pay cash up front we’ll take it, but I don’t expect that to happen often. They are just too expensive. I figure we’re gonna have to charge about four months wages for a journeyman tailor for each machine, or more. I don’t think we’ll sell many in Grantville. The big plus for our sewing machines is they don’t need electricity, that’s no big deal here.”
“What about the laws restricting who can sew what?” asked Trent.
“Not our problem. If someone wants to buy or rent one, we assume that they are only going to use it to sew in legal ways. Stupid laws anyway.”
“I don’t know,” said David. Then, seeing Sarah’s look, he held up his hands before him; fingers in the sign of the Cross, as if to ward off a vampire. “Not about the ‘stupid law’ part. About the ‘not our problem’ part. I figure the tailors’ guilds will do everything they can to make it our problem. Making clothing is big business. It employs a lot of people. Some of them are going to lose their jobs. A lot of them, actually. As best as I can tell, it seems to take about a man-week to make one set of clothing. Most of that six-day week is spent just sewing the seams. That is one tailor fully employed for every fifty-two men. For one suit of clothes per-year per-man. It’s less than that, but that’s because most people don’t get a new set of clothing every year. More like every two or three years. I’ve been talking to some of the German girls.”
That announcement brought “woo hoos” from the guys and a haughty sniff from Sarah.
“About their hope chests,” corrected David, which only made it worse. “About the sewing in their hope chests.”
David tried again to get the conversation back on track. “That’s mostly what’s in them, you know. Clothing, blankets, bed linen, sewn stuff that they take years making, and it’s not because cloth is so expensive. Well, not mostly. Mostly, it’s because it takes years to sew the stuff. The women will love the sewing machines, but the tailors won’t. Have any of you guys had a run-in with Hans Jorgensen?”
That bought the guffaws to a halt.
They had indeed had run-ins with Hans. In most ways, Hans was a standard down-timer kid trying his best to assimilate, but Hans hated sewing machines and sewing machine makers. It was a fairly convenient hate. He had no direct contact with sewing machines and there were only four sewing machine makers in Grantville, all teenagers. His father was a master tailor who was now reduced to working in the labor gangs because there was not enough work in the tailor shops. Why wasn’t there enough work in the tailor shops? Because the Americans had sewing machines, and aside from fitting and finishing, they didn’t need tailors. Clothing, for the moment, cost less in Grantville than it did anywhere else in Europe. The difference between the cost of the fabric in a suit of clothing and the price a tailor could get for a finished suit of clothing was not enough to pay for the labor of the tailor—not without a sewing machine, and Hans’ father didn’t have one. Also, as the cost of sewing had gone down, the demand for new cloth had gone up and so had its price.
“I know, Hans is an a-hole,” David continued, “but I feel a bit sorry for him. He was an apprentice tailor before his village got trashed, worked for his father. They get to the haven of Grantville, and find out that all the sewing machines are rented, and no one is hiring tailors. His dad is in a general labor gang, and Hans goes to school, and what is everyone in school talking about? A bunch of kids making sure that he will never be able to do the work his dad had taught him to do.
“Now that we’re up and running, housewives all over Germany will bless the name of Higgins, but tailors will hate our guts. I figure that there is about one tailor for every two hundred people in Germany, and right now, every one of them is needed. Once the sewing machine becomes common, it will be one tailor for every thousand or less. So, in towns where the tailors’ guild is strong, we’re liable to see laws against sewing machines.”
October 13, 1631: Delia Higgins’ House
Delia had talked to Dave Marcantonio and Fletcher Wendell, and been lectured by Quentin Underwood. The storage lot was a real waste of resources. Ray had insisted on shed-sized steel containers instead of sheds when they had set up the storage lot. They were more expensive, but with the thick enamel paint they were a maintenance dream. They were also made of great big corrugated steel plates an eighth-inch thick. Grantville needed the steel.
No one was going to just seize them. True, Quentin Underwood gave the impression he’d like to, but that was just Quintin being his usual bossy self. Delia would be paid, and paid a fair price—more than they had originally paid for them. Plenty to put in wooden sheds and make up for the lost rent. They wouldn’t force her to sell if she didn’t want to. But they were right, Grantville needed the metal.
They were right about something else, too. Grantville didn’t really need rows of little sheds for people to store their excess junk. What was really needed was industrial warehousing, big buildings, where raw materials could be stored for later use, and finished products for later sale. The amount of space that Dave and Fletcher were talking about would cost more than storage sheds to build, a lot more, but it would be worth more, too. To her and to Grantville.
It meant the rest of the dolls, or at least most of them, and maybe a bank loan to cover the difference. Fletcher said she could probably get a bank loan to cover the whole thing, but the monthly payment would be a killer. She would be much more likely to go broke if anything went wrong. Besides, Dan Frost had talked to her about the danger of keeping her dolls in the house when everyone knew she had the collection.
Delia knew it was the best course, but the dolls were committed. She had promised them to the kids if they were needed, and they might be yet, in spite of the fact that they were in production now. She almost dropped the idea without mentioning it. But Fletcher Wendell would probably tell Sarah and Dave would tell Kent, who would tell Brent and Trent. She hadn’t asked anyone to keep the discussions secret. If she didn’t bring it up, the kids would worry about it.
* * *
“You’ve all heard about the storage containers?”
The kids nodded. Delia told them about the possible warehouse, and what it would cost to build. Significantly more than had been invested in the sewing machine company. How long it would take. The rest of the winter and most of the spring. Even if she got use of some of the construction equipment. She told them that she could probably get a loan to cover the whole amount, but the more she could put in up front, the better it would work. “But don’t worry, I won’t use the dolls, they are promised to you.”
Brent, Trent and David looked at Sarah. Sarah was the CFO, and incorporating was her plan.
“Dad likes to quote If by Rudyard Kipling,” Sarah said, “The line that goes: ‘If you can make one heap of all your winnings and risk it on one turn of pitch and toss.’ Then Mom says: ‘If you do that I’ll divorce you. Even if you win. Diversify!”’
Sarah shook her head. “We all have to gamble now. Since the Ring of Fire, everything we do, every decision we make is a gamble. Maybe they always were and we just didn’t notice it before. But we don’t have to gamble dumb. Risking it all on one turn of pitch and toss may be very manly. But it’s not real smart. We women,” she continued with a haughty look at the boys, “say things like ‘never put all your eggs in one basket.’ The sewing machine company is one basket. It’s a good one, I think, but it’s only one. The warehouse is another. You’ve already put some of your dolls in Higgins Sewing Machine Co. Now it’s time to put some in Higgins Warehousing Co.”
Sarah gave Delia an almost pleading look. “But Mrs. Higgins, please keep some for you. Besides,” she continued in a much more practical tone, “the way things worked out, it will be very hard for us to go bankrupt. If we had gotten the loan, then defaulted, the bank could have taken everything we had, but since we didn’t get the loan, the sewing machine parts, the production machines we have so far, and one down-time made sewing machine are ours. We have no outstanding debt. Well, except for the money we owe Mr. Marcantonio for the last production machine. We have a plan for that though, and for some other stuff that has come up.
“We think we should turn the company into a corporation. If we convert to a public corporation, with say two hundred thousand shares, we’d take a hundred thousand of them to represent present ownership, and then gradually sell off some of the other hundred thousand as needed. Even at just a dollar or two a share, we should raise enough to handle any problems that come up. Also, I am pretty sure Mr. Marcantonio will be happy to take payment in shares for the last production machine he made.
“Every new part and every new production machine is that much more value the company itself has. So we can use the work we have already done, and the equipment we already have, to get more financing through a corporate loan secured with stock or the sale of stock. We’re in a much better position to do that now than we were when we started. Now we can show people working machines, and an inventory of parts.”
“What about the possibility of losing control?” Delia wanted to know.
“We’ve talked about that,” said David. “Early on, the thought of losing control really bothered us. We figured that if we showed it to an adult, they would pat us on the head and then ignore us. Or treat it like it wasn’t real. Like it was a school project or something. Part of it was that we weren’t really sure that it was anything more than a pipe dream. We were afraid that even if it could work, we couldn’t get anyone to believe that it would work.”
“But you believed in us,” said Brent, “and now it’s not a pipe dream.”
Sarah chimed in. “Between your shares, Johan’s, and ours, we would have seventy-seven thousand shares. Even if everyone else that owns a part of the company now voted for the takeover, which they won’t, they would still need to buy fifty-four thousand shares. That is a lot of money, and if they spend that much, they will still be leaving us”—Sarah waved to indicate that us include Delia—”and Johan thirty-eight point five percent of the net profit on the business, while they would be doing all the work.”
“But if eventually someone is willing to put up that much money to take control,” said Trent, “let them have it. With our shares, we’ll be able to raise the money to start another company making something else.”
What Trent didn’t say, but everyone understood, was that, having started one successful company, the kids would be listened to when and if they decided they wanted to start another.
“Besides there are people that want to buy stock,” said David. “Suppliers from the towns around Grantville and kids at school.
October 14, 1631: Grantville High School
Vicky snorted a laugh as Judy sat down. "Did you read this?" She waved The Daily News. "Reynfrid Drescher talking about the new play based on the Man from U.N.C.L.E. TV show he writes The lead is going to be in trouble if he meets the aunt, because a German hausfrau with a whisk broom could sweep the whole organization away." Vicky skipped down a little then continued reading. "Herr Krupp isn't up to any Solo role and Herr Baum, who plays Kuryakin, is about as Russian as sauerkraut."
"Never mind that. Has Ursula fond us a front man?" Judy wasn't overly interested in the comments of Reynfrid Drescher, who she felt would pan a good play just to stick in a cutting line. Besides, she had seen The Covert Affair and thought Kurt Baum was kind of dreamy as the Russian agent.
"She's looking. And so is her dad and even her granddad. But they haven't found anyone yet. What's the hurry? It's not like we have any project to put the money in," Vicky said rather pointedly.
"Yes, we do. I found out last night. Higgins Sewing Machine Company is going public and I can get us in on the ground floor."



Chapter 8: The Effects of Mass Production
October 14, 1631: Badenburg
There were four tailor shops left in Badenburg. There had been eight before the Ring of Fire, and they had employed sixty-seven people between them, including apprentices. The four that were left were the best and most prosperous, and now, including apprentices, they only employed twenty-three people. It was ridiculously easy for people from Badenburg and the other towns within a day’s walk of the Ring of Fire to go to Grantville to buy cheaper clothing. Which is precisely what they had been doing. Several of the tailors from the surrounding towns had moved into Grantville seeking other work. Others had moved away, with a less than glowing view of Grantville.
The tailors’ guild in Badenburg heard of the completion of the first locally made sewing machine the day of its completion. They hadn’t been at the party, but others had, and they had been told. They called a meeting of guild members, but they could not decide what to do. If they outlawed sewing machines, all it would do was encourage people to go to Grantville to get their clothing. Assuming they could get the town council to agree to it at all, which was not likely. Badenburg’s security was now dependent on the Americans in Grantville.
Sewing machines would come into Badenburg, they would do much of the tailor’s work, so most of the tailors would be out of jobs. A few would actually do better, the ones who owned the shops that got sewing machines. They would make more profit on their clothing than they ever had. For the rest, it was move away, or find another job. In the middle of a war, where could they go? They couldn’t afford to move when they had nowhere to go. There was work in Grantville, but it wouldn’t be in the craft they had worked in for years.
Not all members of the tailors’ guild were willing to accept that. There was talk of direct action. Of destroying any sewing machine sold in Badenburg and the shop of the buyer. Only talk, however; offending Grantville by destroying its products wouldn’t do any good and might well do tremendous harm. No one had forgotten the Battle of the Crapper, nor had they forgotten what Ernst Hoffman and his soldiers had done to Badenburg before the Americans had stopped them. What would the Americans do if offended?
* * *
After the meeting had ended, Bruno Schroeder, Guild Master for the tailors’ guild in Badenburg, visited Karl Schmidt. Karl had been a long time friend. At the same time, Bruno knew that Karl was providing parts for the sewing machine company. They had discussed it casually a couple of months ago. Karl had mentioned that the company attempting to make the sewing machines was run by children. Bruno had assumed that they were unlikely to succeed. At the time, Karl had not been all that confident in their success either. Bruno wanted to know what Karl thought now that the first sewing machine had been completed. Would they get better at it? Would they eventually be able to turn out a sewing machine a month?
Bruno was a tailor, and a high-end tailor at that, not a manufacturer. He realized that the sewing machine makers had had some set up work to do on the first sewing machine, but Bruno was an artist. Making the second set of clothing was not all that much faster than the first. The same pattern could be used, and you now had experience on the individual’s fit, but the time savings were minimal. More important than that, Bruno Schroeder did not realize how quickly the Higgins Sewing Machine Company could make sewing machines because he did not want to. He had closed his eyes and put his hands over his ears. He had come to Karl hoping desperately that he could continue to do so. He couldn’t.
When he explained his question, Karl looked at him as if he were an imbecile. Not for long, it took Karl only a moment to get his face back under control, but that look was a shock. Bruno was politically and economically astute, the master of his guild and a political power in his town. It had been a good twenty years since anyone had looked at him that way.
“They will have another sewing machine complete in less than a week,” said Karl, as gently as he could. “Then it will get faster. There will be occasional slowdowns, especially at first, but over all it will get faster. Till there is a sewing machine for everyone who wants one, and can afford one.”
For Bruno it did not mean that he had to go out of business. A lot of tailors would, but not necessarily Bruno. He had the money to buy a sewing machine; he could remain in business. What it did mean, was that the basis for his political power was dying. His guild was dying. There would be fewer tailors in the future, fewer guild members. As its numbers decreased, so too would its power. Much of the time-consuming work of tailoring would be done by the new machines. People who had worked all their lives to learn a trade would have to start over, and to the best of Bruno’s knowledge, no one was taking on fifty-year-old apprentices. Nor was his concern just for the political power, he also cared about the members of his guild.
October 20, 1631: Rudolstadt
Bruno Schroeder had heard that a sewing machine had been sold to the last of the tailor shops in Rudolstadt. There was not much he could do about it and he understood the reasons. With Rudolstadt even closer to Grantville, and a smaller town, it had been hit harder by the new competition. Warner Rudolen had to be hurting. Still, Bruno wanted to see how it was working out. What Warner thought.
What Warner thought, was that he might just stay in business after all. Grantville was becoming a very crowded town. Not everyone wanted to go there. Now he could sell clothing for as little and sometimes less than they sold for in Grantville, and some of his customers had come back. He was saving on cloth because, with sewing so cheap, he cut using up-time patterns. He showed Bruno what he meant. Generally a pair of pants was cut in two sections, one for each leg, which meant you only had to sew the inner seam. But that meant the sections were shaped in such a way that more of the cloth was wasted. The up-timers cut the cloth in four sections, two for each leg, which saved on cloth, but meant more sewing. With the sewing machine he could do it the up-timer way and get an extra pair of pants out of a bolt of cloth.
He didn’t have enough work, though. Not nearly enough. He could take a customer’s measurements and have a full set of clothing for them the same day. He could do that by himself, and he didn’t get a customer a day. He was encouraging his younger apprentices and journeyman to look for work in other trades. Without the sewing machine he would be looking for another trade.
That was when Bruno Schroeder really realized that he could not win a fight against the sewing machine. Tailors would buy them no matter what he did.
October 22, 1631: Grantville
Bruno discussed it with the rest of the Tailors’ Guild. They agreed they didn’t have much choice. He then asked Karl to provide him with an introduction to the sewing machine makers. When he met Delia Higgins, he knew that even the last bit he had been hoping for would not be forthcoming. They would not agree to limit their sales to members of the tailors’ guild. All that was left was to be first in line to buy one. The Higgins Sewing Machine Company got five orders that day. More than they had the machines in stock to fill. After Bruno left, they wondered why he had given in so easily.
Suddenly it occurred to David that they had been looking at it from the wrong angle. They had all read about the riot that had ruined Barthélemy Thimmonier, the Frenchman who had built the first recorded sewing machine. They had assumed that the rioting tailors who had burned him out and almost killed him had objected to sewing machines. But he now realized that things were more complicated than that.
Barthélemy Thimmonier hadn’t been a sewing machine manufacturer, he had been a tailor. Well, a clothing manufacturer. When he built sewing machines, he didn’t sell them, he used them. Suddenly other tailors were losing work to Barthélemy Thimmonier, and when he wouldn’t sell them the means to compete, of course they were mad. They weren’t mad at him for making the machines, they were mad at him for hogging the machines. That was the difference between him and Singer. Anyone who wanted one and could pony up the cash could buy a Singer sewing machine, but only Thimmonier could have a Thimmonier. If there was one business that the Higgins Sewing Machine Corporation must never enter into, it was the manufacturing of clothing. That way, if the tailors rioted, it would be against someone’s tailor shop. Sweatshop more likely.
They had been worrying about Barthélemy Thimmonier from the beginning, afraid of ending up the victims of an ignorant mob. But Thimmonier wasn’t the victim of an ignorant mob, he was the victim of an informed mob. A mob he had made himself because of the way he chose to make his money. If he had sold sewing machines he would have gotten rich; instead he was burned out, nearly killed, and finally died a pauper.
October 26, 1631: Grantville
The papers of incorporation had been filed and approved. The production of the first few sewing machines had made it a reasonable move, and apparently no one had looked real closely at the bylaws. At least, no one had commented on the clause that allowed minor children twelve or older to vote their own shares.
The first stockholders’ meeting of the new Higgins Sewing Machine Corporation was held in the Higgins’ living room. Delia Higgins was voted chairwoman of the board. Dave Marcantonio accepted two thousand shares of stock as payment for the last production machine and was promptly voted onto the board. So was Johan Kipper.
Sarah presented her plans for selling sewing machines. Brent, the plans for several new machines which would decrease the per-unit cost of production, with several interruptions from Trent. David was mostly silent, until the end.
Then he brought up the problem. No money. After they had built the first working sewing machine they had averaged two a week. They had now made five including A1, but they were going to have to stop assembling them for a while to make room in the garage to make new parts. They had sold one sewing machine to a tailor shop in Rudolstadt that had been trying to get someone to convert an up-time machine to treadle power for more than a month. They had had to use Sarah’s “rent with an option to buy” plan because the shop could simply not afford to buy it outright. It would be paid off over the next year. It was probable that Mr. Schmidt would buy one for his family sometime soon. But he would probably not pay cash either. The sewing machines were just too expensive for that. Count Guenther of Rudolstadt looked to be interested in buying one and he would probably pay cash.
They had started out looking at storefront property, way too expensive. They had gradually lowered their expectations. They were now looking for a barn somewhere they could rent. As their machines didn’t use electricity, the motors adding too much to the cost for the company to afford them, they had considered renting some place in one of the surrounding towns. Their problem was the complex laws about who could and couldn’t do what in towns in central Germany looked likely to defeat them.
* * *
They were going to sell some stock, but how much? Mr. Marcantonio’s two thousand shares had cleared HSMC’s only debt but didn’t put any money in the kitty. Sarah’s little sister Judy the Younger wanted in and was prepared to pay for the privilege. She had six Barbie dolls and was willing to part with five of them. They were still arguing over how many shares that would buy. Judy the Younger wanted it to be based on the price in Venice. Sarah was pushing for the price paid by Master Vespucci.
October 26, 1631: Fortney House
"Judy the Younger has a plan," Vicky Emerson said not overly kindly.
Judy did not have her sister’s economic talent, nor did she know nearly so much about business. In most measurable ways, Judy was not so bright as her studious elder sister. "It's not so much a plan as an idea." Judy said. But Judy was persuasive. While Sarah had focused on, well, money, Judy had focused on people skills. She had loads of friends and somehow, magically, people often ended up doing precisely what she wanted, even her parents and sister. No one, not even Judy, was sure how it happened. She genuinely liked people, even her older sister. She laughed when she was supposed to laugh and even whined when she was supposed to whine. There are times when you’re supposed to, since it makes people think they’ve gotten away with something. You just have to be careful not to keep it up too long. There were times when Sarah made that part difficult.
"I just know that Higgins Sewing Machine Company is going public and Mom and Dad think it would be a great investment. They'll let me sell my dolls for the buy in."
"And I'll bet that if they talk to my mom and dad they'll let me sell mine too," said Hayley.
"Mine too, probably," Vicky admitted with manifest reluctance. She was still smarting over the trouble she had gotten in for trading her dolls for the new outfit.
 Judy shrugged. Her plan was really pretty vague. "It just seems to me that it will be a great investment for us and all the kids and school who can. It would be great for everyone if the kids at school were stockholders in the Higgins Sewing Machine Corporation. After all, that’s what Sarah says corporations were for. To let people that didn’t have enough money to start a company get a piece of someone else’s, and to let the corporation get enough money to expand.
"But we still need a front man if we're going to do anything besides just buy HSMC." Judy never went for control. Judy went for influence. "They're having the first stockholders’ meeting tonight. And I saw the way Sarah set it up. They have a hundred thousand shares that they will be selling and I think we can get shares for a dollar apiece." Which was why Judy was over at Hayley’s house. Only three of the “Barbie Consortium” were present but there was still much whispering and giggling. Hayley’s mom did not take much notice, comfortably convinced it was about the standard things. Well, some of it was.
"So how do we sell our dolls?" Hayley asked.
Vicky said, "What about that guy who works for the Higgins', the security guard?"
"You mean Johan Kipper?" Hayley asked. "Yuck!"
The girls giggled, then Judy said, "It's not his fault he had smallpox."
"Maybe, but," Hayley said, "why do you think he can help, Vicky?" Hayley had a tendency to notice more about machines than people.
Vicky hooked a thumb at Judy. "You remember after Mrs. Higgins sold her dolls? Judy's sister Sarah laughed for a week about the way he took that Venetian merchant to the cleaners. Besides, he's been the front man for the Sewing Circle almost from the beginning."
"So we get Mom to ask Sarah to ask him to help us sell the dolls and buy HSMC with the money," Judy said. "That'll give us adult supervision, at least for this deal."
This was followed by more giggling, then the conversation turned to the boys in the ninth grade and the much cooler boys in the tenth grade. Considerably more giggling ensued.
October 26, 1631: Schmidt House
Karl Schmidt did not have a plan. He had two plans, and hadn’t decided which of them to implement. The first plan, to copy the tools and machines of the Higgins Sewing Machine Corporation and start making his own, had several drawbacks. While Karl had more and better connections outside the Ring of Fire, and in a sense more money, the kids had better connections inside the Ring of Fire, and a head start. They also had, in a sense, Ramona.
Karl really liked Ramona Higgins. Maybe he even loved her. He was no Romeo and he wasn’t fourteen so there was no question of abandoning his name and house, but if he could avoid it he would prefer not to hurt her. He would also prefer not to get in a fight with David, not with Johan and his shotgun in the background, although Karl was fairly confident that guns would not come into play over this. If it had been his only option he would have done it. He had even been preparing the ground to do so until a fairly short while ago.
Granted all his preparation so far had been dual use. Not all the machines and tools useful in making the parts of a sewing machine required up-time equipment to make. Forms and tools could be made that in turn could make the production of parts easier and cheaper. Karl Schmidt was quite familiar with tricks of his trade as practiced by the craftsmen of his time, and for the last two months he had been picking up what he could of up-time notions. The combination was useful. By now he was producing most of the parts he sold to the Higgins Sewing Machine Corporation at a good profit.
The second plan had been little more than a wish. He wished that he could get into the sewing machine business without upsetting Ramona. He even wished he could do it without going into competition with a bunch of kids. Kids that he had come to like. Until recently there had seemed no way to do it, but maybe now there was. Ramona didn’t know that much about stock corporations, and neither did Karl, but Uriel Abrabanel did. Karl had learned enough to understand two things. You voted your stock by how much you had, and you did not actually have to own more than half the stock to gain control. You just needed to get a majority to support you.
The incorporation had done something else. It had decreased the chances of competing with them. As they sold stock, they would gain money. Which would eliminate one of his advantages.
November 5, 1631: Velma Hardesty's Trailer
"Tina, I need you to do Mom's signature," Susan Logsden whispered. She was trying to be quiet, because Mom was here and hung over.
"What is it?" Tina asked, quietly. "A school trip?"
Susan handed over the parental consent form and waved quickly when it looked like Tina was going to say something loud. Tina pointed at the door to the mobile home's porch.
Once outside, Tina said, "Are you sure about this, Sue? The whole tenth grade—at least all the up-timers—have been teasing the 'Baby Gates' since school started. I heard that they finally got a working sewing machine after, what, five months."
"No. They have built a dozen by now. More than that. What took the time was setting up the machines to make the sewing machine parts. And Judy's older sister is Sarah Wendell, so Judy can get us shares at the initial asking price."
"Okay," Tina said, sounding more doubtful than convinced. "But where are you going to get the money?"
"I'm selling my dolls," Susan said
"I thought you already had?" Tina said. "I mean, I noticed that they were gone and I figured you'd sold them."
"Not yet. I've been waiting for the right time. And this is it. I'm going to make money on this deal. Enough money to get away from Mom forever."
Tina looked at her for a long moment. "Well, okay. They're your dolls."
"You should invest too. I can get you in."
Tina shook her head. "I don't have any dolls anymore and I don't know about the whole deal." But she signed her mothers name to the parental consent form, as she had done several times in the past.
November 8, 1631: Higgins House
The stock had sold fairly well. So far they had sold a bit over seventeen thousand shares. Enough for them to rent a wagon shed out on Flat Run Road, and move all the production machines into it. They had gotten their production back up to two days per machine.
One thing David found interesting and a little frightening was Sarah’s little sister Judy. She had bought over eight thousand shares, for herself and some of her school friends. He had been peripherally involved because Johan had been asked to find a merchant and help with the negotiating. Johan had asked David who had in turn checked with the Wendells. Only to learn that Judy did indeed have her parents’ permission to sell dolls and buy stock. They had even suggested that she ask for Johan’s help. He had also learned that Judy had five dolls that she was willing to sell. He had passed on the permission but not the number to Johan.
When he got the report on the deal from Johan he realized that he probably should have passed on the number of dolls. Judy and her friends had had twenty-seven dolls, a Barbie hairstyling head and a few other toys. Johan was impressed with the girls. Aside from translating, they hadn’t needed any help. Sad little eyes, crying not quite crocodile tears over having to give up their dolls. Johan’s biggest trouble had been keeping a straight face. The merchant hadn’t had a chance. The “Barbie Consortium,” as they called themselves, had gotten an even better price than Delia had. They had then turned around and spent most of the money on stock in Higgins Sewing Machine Corporation.
Since this was precisely what Johan had been told they had permission to do, he hadn’t even thought about it. Acting as an officer of the company he had just taken their money and issued the stock. Besides, they all had parental consent forms signed by their parents. True the parental consent forms didn’t specify the number of shares, but then none of the parental consent forms did. It was a detail Sarah, the boys, and her parents had just failed to think would ever be significant. None of the other minors buying shares had ever bought more than a handful.
The rest of the sales to minors had totaled only a couple of thousand shares. They had done better with their down-time suppliers who had bought most of the rest. Only a few shares had been bought by up-time adults.
They needed money from the sale of stock because they weren’t selling their sewing machines for cash on the barrel head. Nearly every machine they sold was effectively a loan they made to the buyer. They would get their money back plus some, but not anytime soon. The problem was the bank. Sarah had planned on selling the loans to the bank at a discount, using the contract as collateral for a loan. It was a fairly standard practice up-time, but the bank of Grantville wanted a bigger cut than Sarah wanted to give. So until they worked it out, they weren’t receiving nearly as much per machine up front as it cost to make it.
November 13, 1631: Higgins house
“The bank caved. Well, mostly anyway.” Sarah went on to explain the deal she had reached with the bank, which bored Brent almost to tears. The important point was that they would get paid for the sewing machines when they sold them. That meant they could hire people to do the assembly and make and finish the parts so he and Trent wouldn’t have to do it anymore. Figuring out how to make a sewing machine was great fun, even making the first one was fun, but by the time you have made several it’s just plain work and boring work at that.
November 23, 1631: Higgins’ Sewing Machine Factory
“Look, sir,” said Brent excitedly to Samuel Abrabanel, “the neat thing about a sewing machine, well, one of the neat things, is that it’s all structured around a two stitch cycle. One complete rotation of the power wheel is two stitches. At any point around in the spin of the power wheel the other parts are all in the same place they would be at the same point in the next rotation. Pretty much all that’s in there are cams, levers and a few gears. Then a set of parts that actually do the sewing based on the position of the levers.
“The parts we make ourselves are the parts that would be really hard to make with standard seventeenth-century tools. The other parts we contract out to people like that guy Johan got in the fight with the other day.”
“It wasn’t a fight, Master Brent,” Johan said severely. “It was bargaining.” Looking at Samuel Abrabanel: “Begging your pardon, sir, these up-timers have no notion of bargaining. If they weren’t so rich they’d all be penniless by now.”
Johan shook his head. “It isn’t just the kids. All the up-timers are like children in a way.”
“Trent and I,” said Sarah, with a look at Johan, “have worked it out as well as we could. We figure that making a sewing machine with seventeenth-century techniques could probably be done, but it’s just barely within the techniques the very best of your craftsmen have. It would take, we guess, something over five thousand man hours.”
“I know that’s a lot,” Trent interrupted, “but imagine just two parts, each part has dozens of places where they have to fit with the other in exactly the right way. Now add another part and another and they all have to fit together. It’s a lot of delicate filing and shaping, and you can’t separate the work having one master make one part and another make another. No matter how good they are the parts won’t fit.
“With our machines doing the tricky time-consuming parts, we have that down to, we think, around two hundred man hours. The reason it’s ‘we think’ and not ‘we know,’ is because we really don’t know for sure how long it takes the contractors to make the parts we farm out. All we know for sure is how much we are being charged, and we’re guessing the hours from that. When you figure labor at eight dollars an hour and add in the cost of materials, it costs us about four thousand dollars to make a sewing machine. Three thousand of that is contracted parts and blanks, another two hundred or so is putting all the pieces together and testing the machine. The rest, the key to producing them at something approaching an affordable price, is the machines you see around you.”
“It’s very interesting,” said Samuel Abrabanel, “but why did you ask me to come here? Are you looking for a loan or an investor?”
“No, sir, not really,” said Sarah. “We do sell stock and if you would like to buy some we’ll be happy to sell you some, but that’s not why we wanted to show you this. What we are really looking for is a distributor. We can sell a few hundred sewing machines locally. To people that come here to buy them, but as production increases we will need to establish markets in other places. To do that we need stores where people can see our sewing machines and try them out before they buy one. We’re not quite ready to do that yet but we wanted to offer you the option while you were in town.”
Samuel Abrabanel, as was his habit, made no commitments then. But Sarah wasn’t expecting any.



Chapter 9: Merger
December 12, 1631: Higgins House
Karl Schmidt had come to dinner again. This time, he had brought his whole family. He was probably going to formally ask for Mom’s hand in marriage. David didn’t really mind. He had been getting along with Karl better the last few months, and Mom seemed happier than she had been in years. From the look on his face Adolph was probably expecting it too.
Officially they were celebrating the sale of the fiftieth sewing machine, which had happened the previous week. They were making a profit on the sewing machines now, but not enough of one. It would take them years at this rate just for the investments Delia and others had made to be paid back.
Karl said, “I would like to talk to you all about a proposal I have. I have already spoken of it to Ramona and Madam Higgins, but without your agreement they will not agree.”
Karl hesitated; then: “I wish to take over the Higgins Sewing Machine Corporation. I will put in my foundry to pay for fifty thousand shares of stock. I wish to wed Ramona, and with the wedding, I will control her stock. Together with Mrs. Higgins, I would control over fifty percent of the outstanding stock. If you all agree, she has agreed to give me her support.”
“Hear me out,” Karl demanded, apparently unaware that no one was in any hurry to interrupt. “You four have done a tremendous thing. Four children have started a company that may someday be worth more than some kingdoms. You have brought wealth into the world, but starting a company is not the same thing as running it. Already there are others interested in producing sewing machines. So there will be competition and alternatives.
“Even if you do everything right, you will be at a disadvantage because people will not want to deal with children if they can deal with an adult. Others will find it easier to buy iron and other materials. People will say ‘do you want to trust a sewing machine that was made by children having a lark? Or would you rather have one made by mature men of consequence.’ Besides, you have schooling yet to complete, so you will not be able to pay the company the attention it needs.”
Karl talked on. He talked about potential problems, he talked about what he would like to do, how he wanted to make the company grow. David looked at his mother to find her looking at him. Her eyes begged him not to kill this. She was almost in tears, afraid of what he would do. He looked at Grandma as she caught his eye, looked at Ramona, then at Karl, and nodded. He looked to Sarah, she saw him looking at her and gave a slight shrug.
Brent and Trent were looking rebellious and betrayed. David caught their eyes and mouthed the word “wait.” David turned his attention back to Karl, and the business part of the proposal. It was fair. The foundry was worth more than twenty-five percent of the company when you included Karl’s connections with suppliers and customers, and both would increase in worth with the merger. He looked at Adolph, who looked like he had bitten a lemon. Apparently he did not approve.
Karl was running down now. Not quite sure how to finish. Wanting to come up with something to convince the kids. David looked back at Grandma. Karl would take being interrupted by her better.
Delia picked up the signal. “Perhaps we should give the kids a chance to talk it over?” she suggested. “Why don’t you four go out in the garden and talk it out.”
The kids headed for the garden.
They talked it out. Brent and Trent wanted to say no at first. It wasn’t that they found the prospect of running a sewing machine company all that exciting. It wasn’t.
“Oh, I don’t know,” said Trent, “I just hate the idea of losing.”
“What makes you think you’re losing?” David asked. “You’re gonna be rich, and Karl’s gonna do most of the work to make you that way. You never wanted to be the CEO anyway.”
“What about you?” Brent asked “You did want to be the CEO. Don’t try to deny it. We were gonna be the chief engineers, Sarah was the chief financial officer and you were gonna be the CEO. The wheeler-dealer. So how come?”
David looked at the ground. He moved a rock with his toe. Then he said quietly: “Mom. She loves the guy and I think he loves her in his way. He’ll treat her right.”
Then, because mush is not an appropriate emotional state for a fifteen year old boy or a captain of industry: “Besides, it’s a good deal. The foundry will really increase production once it’s upgraded a bit.”
* * *
Sarah didn’t buy the last part for a moment. Oh it was true enough, but it wasn’t what had decided David, and she knew it. David was doing it for his mother. She wouldn’t have fought it after that, even if she had cared, but the truth was she didn’t much care. She was more concerned now with other things.
December 20, 1631: Velma Hardesty's Mobile Home
"Christmas came early," Susan Logsden told her sister Tina. She was whispering, but this time it wasn't to hide the words from her mother. It was just surprise. Through the intervention of Judy Wendell's parents, the Barbie Consortium had gotten to buy in first, before the stock was offered on the Grantville Stock market, and the pop had been pretty darn nice. They had bought at one American dollar a share, and the stock was selling at four American dollars yesterday.
"What are you talking about, Susan?"
Susan passed over the paper. It was the Grantville Times and it had a section on stock prices. It wasn't a big section, less than a full page, but even now there were quite a few companies traded on the stock exchange. Tina looked at it then looked back at Susan. "What?"
Tina knew that Susan bought stock with her doll money. Even that it was Higgins Sewing Machine Corporation stock. But she didn't read the financial section and so didn't know what any of the numbers and the letters on the page meant.
"We bought HSMC at one. Look at the price now."
Tina looked it took her a minute to find HSMC and track it to the closing price. $11.87 per share. "And that means?"
"It means for every dollar we put in, we now have $11.87. Almost twelve to one. It's the merger with the Schmidt foundry."
"So how much did you sell? Never mind. I mean, how much money do you have now?"
"I don't have any cash. Not more than lunch money."
Tina gave her a look, and Susan continued. "Around seventeen thousand dollars."
Tina was staring at Susan like she had two heads. Susan said, "It's not really that much. Not compared to what we need. Besides, I think we're done. It's all in HSMC stock and there isn't much we can do with it."
Later, that would prove not to be entirely the case.
January 17, 1632 : Grantville High School
Peter Krupp said "My papa has a deal to buy electric power tools. A table lathe and a drill set."
"Where from?" asked Philippa Kline. They were in the lunchroom at the high school and Judy was sitting with some of the down-timers. Judy had a lot of friends, so she had to ration her lunchtimes. Philippa was the daughter of a patrician family from Badenburg and Peter's father was a master cabinetmaker, also from Badenburg. They were having knockwurst and sauerkraut and baked apples for dessert. It wasn't horrible, but it was school food . . . and down-time school food, so there was less knockwurst and more sauerkraut than Judy would have prefered. In fact, when Peter had spoken she had been diligently searching for the knockwurst that the menu assured her was there. So it took her a moment for the significance of what was said to sink in.
"Where are you going to get the power?" Judy asked.
Peter ignored Philippa's question and answered Judy's. "Papa thinks he can get a piece of land next to the ring wall."
"Not everywhere along the ring wall has a power connection," Judy warned.
"I'll ask my Papa about that," Peter assured her.
January 19, 1632: Grantville High School
"What's wrong, Pete?" Judy asked as they were waiting for the busses. Judy took a different bus since Peter lived in Badenburg.
"The deal to buy the power tools has collapsed," Peter said. "Someone got to Herr David Willcocks with another offer and then Herr Willcocks' sisters found out about the sale and they all got in a fight and, well, they aren't going to sell till they decide what to do with the money."
Judy suspected that Peter's bragging was at fault, but it could be that his dad had talked to someone he shouldn't have. "Oh, I'm so sorry," Judy commiserated. She was, too. At this point Judy wasn't looking for financial opportunities. That didn't happen till Susan came to visit her and Judy told her about it.
January 19, 1632: Wendell House
"Oh, I heard about that," Judy the Elder told the girls as Judy the Younger and Susan Logsden ate low-sugar cookies and fresh milk served by the maid. "It was sad. Old Man Willcocks died the day before Christmas, and his wife passed on the fifth of January."
"What about the fight between the kids?" Judy asked.
"Kids!" Judy the Elder laughed. "They're all in their sixties. Apparently David was going through the shed they had out back of their place and found a bunch of woodworking equipment and made a deal to sell it. From what Cora at the coffee shop says, he was planning to just sell the stuff to a down-timer and pocket the money. He denies that, and claims that he was just going to sell it and they would split the money. But his sister Alva insists that he never intended to share. There's some bad blood there from before any of us were born."
"Well, whatever was going to happen, Herr Krupp is in trouble. He was counting on that equipment to keep competitive with the up-time furniture makers."
After that they talked about other things for the rest of the snack, then went to study in Judy's room.
Once they were alone, Susan said, "Judy, we should go talk to the Willcocks and see if we can buy that equipment."
"Why?" Judy asked. "I mean, I'm sorry about Herr Krupp's problems, but the price of any up-time made electric motor is through the roof."
"Yes, but I bet that Hayley can fix up that equipment. Then we could put together a furniture factory using Herr Krupp's skill and legal position in Badenburg and the electric motors. It could be like the Higgins Sewing Machine Company all over again."
"But where would we get the money?" Judy asked.
"We could sell our Higgins stock," Susan said then stopped. "No, that won't work. My mom would find out and throw a fit."
Judy knew that Susan's sister had forged her mother's signature on the parental consent form to buy the Higgins stock and that Susan was terrified of her mom finding out she had money. "It doesn't matter, anyway. I don't think My mom would let me sell the Higgins stock, and I'll bet the rest of the consortium couldn't either."
"But how are we supposed to make any money if we didn't have any cash to invest?"
"There must be a way," Judy said. Then, after considering it, she said, "We should ask Mom."
Susan gave her a doubtful look and Judy continued. "I'd have to get her permission anyway and mom's actually pretty cool about my money. She let us sell the Barbies and buy HMSC, didn't she?"
* * *
Judy the Elder Wendell first wanted to know the why of their desire to get cash from their stock. And when she learned that they wanted to invest it, not buy dresses or the last Coca-cola in Grantville, she was actually relieved. Still, thirteen was pretty young to be investing in a new start up.
"You let Sarah!" was Judy the Younger's indignant response to that concern.
"Sarah was fourteen, and she was just investing her time, not money."
"You let me invest my doll money in Sarah's company," Judy added.
"By that time, we knew it was a going concern," Judy the Elder said, then held up a hand. "Never mind. You're basically right. If we are going to let Sarah invest in projects like this, we need to let you do the same. Let me think about it and talk it over with your dad, okay?"
* * *
It was two days later, after consulting not just with Fletcher but with Sarah as well, that a ruling was made. It applied to both Judy and and Sarah. They couldn't sell their HSMC without their parents consenting, but they could operate on the margin. That is, they could use their stock as collateral for loans to buy other properties and, especially, other stock up to the legal limit—which, by up-time regulation, was fifty percent of the value of the stock. It was a compromise between showing faith in their kids and keeping them from blowing everything in one bad deal. At this point, in the Wendell's opinion, HSMC was about as blue chip as it got.
It also led back to the issue of adult supervision. "Sarah has Delia and now Herr Schmidt. You're going to need someone too, and as much as we would like to, it can't be your father and me. It would be a major conflict of interest."
"I know mom bht Vicky's friend Ursula came through. There is this woman named Helene Gundelfinger. She's a widow and a businesswoman, so she knows a lot about what we can and can't do legally."
"We'll want to meet her and I'm pretty sure that the rest of the parents of your Barbie Consortium will want to meet with her as well."
Judy smiled. "I'll set it up."
"Just a second, pumpkin," said Fletcher. "Why is Mrs. Gundelfinger willing to do this?"
"She wants in on the Willcocks deal," Judy said. "She was going to be fronting some of the money for the original deal." It was true. Helene Gundelfinger was a second cousin of Herr Krupp and was going to get a piece of the new company before the deal fell through. Alva Willcocks wasn't Club 250 material. Instead, she was utterly straightlaced and wouldn't deal with down-timers because she found them crude and licentious. Alva was a Victorian and found anything below the neck and above the knees to be obscene. Up till the Ring of Fire she had been convinced that the world was going to hell in a handbasket, sinking into sin from an earlier more devout age. She found the seventeenth century a great disappointment.
January 25, 1632: Boar's Head Inn, Badenburg
"Good evening, Herr Wendell," Helene Gundelfinger said as the first of her guests of the evening arrived with his family in tow. "I recognize you from the Finance Subcommittee meetings, but could you introduce me to your family?"
For the next fifteen minutes or so she was introducing herself to everyone. Not all the parents could make it. Herr Emerson was working at the power plant, and Herr Fortney was doing something with the rail system, but most of the parents of the Barbie Consortium were there.
"Let me tell you what we have planned." Helene explained the project. How the machines would be used to improve efficiency. How the new roads had put Arnold Krupp in a position to transport his furniture to a larger market.
"So why do you need the girls?" asked Anita Barnes.
"Well, since there is a bidding war over the equipment now, it's going to cost more. And since Alva Willcocks is going to be involved in the negotiations, we need an up-timer presence."
It went on from there, but by the end of the evening they had a tentative agreement. Helene had enough down-time connections and references so that the parents of the girls could be confident that she wasn't a con artist who would run off with their money. Helene was truthful, as far as she went, but there was more to the plan than just this deal. The girls were going to be her links into the up-timer community. Each of them had family that was involved in some aspect of the up-timer community. Even Susan Logsden represented a link to the bottom rung of the up-timer social order. If Helene was going to take advantage of this new world with up-timers in it she needed those information sources.
January 25, 1632: Wendell House.
"I'm persuaded," Judy the Elder Wendell said. "I think she gets more out of it than she's saying, but I also think she's too smart to play fast and loose with the girl's money because she knows what it would cost once it came out."
Fletcher agreed, and that was pretty much that. The Barbies, with their parents cosigning, entered into a limited partnership agreement with each other and Mrs. Helene Gundelfinger.
January 25, 1632: Velma Hardesty's Mobile Home
"Okay, I'll sign it. You were right about HSMC," Tina Logsden said.
"Thanks, Sis. You know I can't have Mom see this."
"Sure. But when is it going to be enough?"
"There's never enough. Money is safety, Tina. And you can't be too safe."
Tina nodded, but she was worried about her little sister's obsession with money. She wasn't the only one. Several of the parents of the Barbie Consortium, as it officially became with the signing of the documents, were concerned with their children's financial manipulations. They would keep an eye on Helene Gundelfinger, not that they really understood what she was doing.
February 3, 1632: Willcocks House
"This place is a mess," said Alva Willcocks Davis, then she sniffed and sneezed. Their parents' place was a mess. And a dusty mess at that. She looked over at the trio of teenaged girls. Proper up-timer girls, they were, and dressed up like they were going to church. There was the younger Wendell girl, Judith, and Vicky Emerson and Heather Mason. Good girls from good families.
None of the girls said anything and Alva suppressed a slight smile. Alva wasn't stupid, and she even knew deep down that some of her notions were less than fully rational. She just didn't care. At her age she had earned her little irrationalities. "So, ladies, you want to buy my dad's woodworking tools to give to that down-timer, do you?"
"Not exactly," said Vicky Emerson.
"Sure do," said the little Wendell girl. She was a pretty little thing. Which didn't endear her to Alva. Alva had never been a pretty little thing. Still, she liked that the girl was telling her straight.
"What we want to do is set up a company that will own your father's gear. And we will buy the gear from you and trade it for shares in the company." That was the Mason girl.
"Who came up with that?"
"All of us," Judy said "Well, all of us came up with parts of it."
"Well why don't I just trade the stuff to this company myself?"
"Because it's going to take some time to pay off. They are going to have to set up the factory, and hire people, and make the furniture, and sell the furniture, all before they first dividend," Vicky said.
But to Alva she sounded a bit shifty when she said it. She gave the girl a hard look, and the Wendell girl piped right up.
"We'll probably sell the stock before we see a dividend, but that's assuming we're right and the stock price goes up. We're taking a risk here, betting on our judgment and the judgment of Susan Logsden and Helene Gundelfinger, our down-time adviser." Alva could tell that the Wendell girl was playing her, but at the same time, if the advisers on this were Velma Hardesty's daughter and a down-timer, Alva didn't see how it could be anything but a disaster waiting to happen.
"And your parents are letting you gamble that way," Alva said with another sniff. Which lead to another sneeze.
When the girls nodded, Alva shook her head. "Well, don't you claim I didn't warn you when it all goes to the devil." After which they got down to business. She sold them the tools for a fair price, maybe better than fair. She suspected the girls were going to lose their investment and she didn't want them too much in the hole. On the other hand, if they were intent on dealing with down-timers there was nothing she could do about it.
* * *
The Barbie Consortium borrowed forty-three thousand dollars on their stock in HMSC to acquire the power tools, and have them refurbished, then to arrange for the electrical connection to the property that Helene Gundelfinger had acquired near the Ring of Fire. In exchange for that, they got a twenty-five percent share in the Krupp Furniture Corporation. It was all in place by mid-February, and KFC was selling for eight dollars a share on the Grantville exchange.
That set the pattern. Over the next few months, they bought into startups with the advice of Helene Gundelfinger. One of the girls would hear something at school or from one of their parents or a friend, and they would get in on the deal. Every girl wasn't in every deal, but most of them were in most of the deals. What they were doing wasn't exactly secret, but it wasn't that well known outside business circles.
Afterward, some time later: Grantville High School
Brent and Trent were arguing as usual when David and Sarah arrived. “I tell you we don’t need electricity to make it work,” said Brent.
“Maybe not for that, but what is really needed is a household electrical plant.”
“What’s up?” asked Sarah.
“Huh?” said Brent. “Oh, we got to looking at that list. You know, the one we made up last year, before we decided on the sewing machines. A bunch of stuff on it that seemed impractical at the time might be doable after all. I think a pedal-powered washing machine would be good.”
“But what we really need is a home or small business power plant,” said Trent. “It opens the way for everything from toasters to TV.”
Brent and Trent were off into their argument again. David and Sarah drifted off a ways.
“We’re still kids,” Sarah pointed out. “The bank probably still won’t give us a loan, and I don’t want Mrs. Higgins to sell any more dolls.”
“True,” said David. “But now we have the stock in HSMC, and it’s really gone up since Karl took over. I think he was right about the problems people have with kids running businesses. What we need are fronts. People that will nominally be in charge, and won’t scare investors away. Uh, Sarah, you wanna go out sometime?”
* * *
It just sort of slipped out when he wasn’t looking. He had planned and replanned how he was going to ask her out. Then before he realized what was happening, he had opened his mouth and out it popped. That half smile, and the twinkle in her eyes as they figured ways and means of financing the terrible twin’s new project. It just happened.
* * *
It took Sarah a few moments to assimilate the sudden change in conversational direction. Once upon a time, back when she had been focused on Brent, she had been sort of vaguely aware that David was interested in her. But as they worked together on the sewing machine company she had gradually gotten over her crush on Brent. She had forgotten about David’s interest. Apparently he hadn’t.
Pretty constant guy, David; not exactly boring, either.
* * *
While Sarah was thinking it over, David was sinking into the grim certainty that he had put his foot in it.
Here it comes, he was sure, the dreaded words: can’t we just be friends?
“Okay,” said Sarah. “When?”



Chapter 10: Romance
May, 1632
When Sarah Wendell had agreed to go out with David Bartley, it had seemed like a good idea at the time. She had totally forgotten that she was months away from her sixteenth birthday. The Wendell house rule was no dating till sixteen. Remembering that little detail hadn’t been a problem when other boys asked her out, as several had in the last few months. David had his own version of the Delia effect. You sort of felt you were more grownup if you did what the adults wanted. Mostly David’s thing worked in business matters, but this time the switch between working out how to finance the twin’s scheme and his asking her out had come too quickly.
On the other hand . . .
David wasn’t allowed to date till he was sixteen either, and he knew she wasn’t. Knowing David, there was no way he had done it on purpose. It was kind of nice to know that she was as capable of making him forget that sort of thing as he was of making her forget them.
* * *
Similar thoughts occupied David’s mind. In his anxiety over how Sarah would react, he had forgotten that it wasn’t entirely up to her. Apparently she had too. When you spent half your time running—well, helping run—what was rapidly turning into a multimillion dollar business, you tended to forget that you weren’t old enough to date or set your own bedtime.
David had spent most weekends since the merger traveling to nearby towns to set up Higgins Sewing Machine Company franchises. It was amazing the number of villages that dotted this part of Germany. It had come as a surprise since the Ring of Fire that the seventeenth century was so well populated. So a great deal of his time these days was spent sitting down with merchants or master craftsmen two to three times his age, explaining to them how to deal with rent with an option to buy payment plans and other intricacies of adding a sewing machine outlet to their other businesses. Then there were the two times he had had to revoke a franchise agreement because the holder didn’t realize that they meant it when they talked about a policy of honesty and fair dealing.
He wasn’t exactly in charge of any of that. Truth to tell, he was sort of Karl Schmidt’s tame up-timer, sort of physical proof of Karl’s up-timer connection. Still, he was involved, and did have a say. He got away with it in spite of his age because he was one of the magical up-timers, and because he always had at least Johan with him and usually Adolph or Karl to provide an introduction. He had also gotten away with it because he worked really hard at forgetting that he was fifteen when he talked business.
The fact that he was wealthier than his whole family had been up-time and had what amounted to his own man-at-arms didn’t help with the bedtime business either.
All of that cut no ice with Grandma. He was fifteen, he was not allowed to date, and his bedtime was ten o’clock on weekdays.
Well, he had put his foot in it. It was time to talk to Grandma.
* * *
Delia Higgins was trying to figure out how much she could rob Peter to pay Paul. That damn warehouse was threatening to become a bottomless pit. Delia was honest enough to admit that it wasn’t the warehouse itself that was the problem; it was the research money that she had showered on Grantville High School. Alexandra Selluci ought to teach extortion.
No. Delia admitted to herself that she needed to learn frugality. Her agreement to build the warehouse, her remaining dolls, plus her property had provided her with a drawing account that had seemed limitless. She had wanted to use concrete in building the warehouse and as much in the way of up-time building techniques as possible. She had wanted more than that: she had wanted a work of art, the best combination of up-time and down-time construction techniques possible. So she had gone to Alex.
Alex had been trying to make bricks without straw in terms of helping to reorganize the chemistry department with half the teachers gone, more than half the students not speaking English, and budget constraints from hell. She had made it quite clear that she had no time for the next “harebrained project of Old Lady Higgins, Grand Dame of the Sewing Circle.”
Delia, her blood up, had promised to pay for the whole thing. That had shut Alex up. She realized that Delia meant it, and could actually do it. Alex had brought in Ambrose Salerno. The upshot of it all was that the Grantville High Tech Center got a brand new concrete research program, complete with structural engineering courses where the teachers were half a chapter ahead of the students, or sometimes half a chapter behind, and Delia had a great deal less money. She couldn’t really regret it. The kids that had gone into concrete were phenomenal. They were about four to one down-timer to up-timer, about average for the high school. They wanted to build things. Great big things, dams, skyscrapers, and roads, and were willing to work at it.
Then there was all the housing that was being put up, driving up prices, and her two builders arguing over design and materials. Between it all, she had spent all her doll money and more before the dolls were sold. She had gotten the warehouse built, and if not exactly a work of art, it was functional, and very large. Unfortunately it was only about half full at the moment. It wasn’t paying enough to handle what she owed.
David’s deferential interruption was something of a relief. Wise Grandmother was a role she found much more comfortable than Hard-nosed Businesswoman.
His problem was a hoot. So much so that she had difficulty keeping from laughing. She managed because it was clearly so important to David. David had forgotten again that he was just a kid. Not a hard thing to do if you weren’t looking at him. He looked like your typical fifteen year old in the middle of a growth spurt: all angles and elbows, dark brown hair, short in the up-time style, pale blue eyes that usually looked a lot older than they did just now.
* * *
Judy the Elder had been secretly pleased at Sarah’s announcement. She herself had been a tall gawky wallflower in high school. Not dating till sixteen had not been a problem; getting a date for the prom had. It wasn’t till college that she had bloomed.
Fletcher was neither pleased nor secret in his displeasure. His displeasure had several causes that he disclosed to his wife with great zeal. An unkind observer might even have said with satisfaction.
First, he had been hoping for a few more months of relative tranquillity before the horde of horny—and now mercenary—boys started making their runs at his daughter.
“Well, David isn’t after her money,” Judy the Elder pointed out.
Fletcher gave his wife a look that indicated more clearly than words that his mind was not relieved. Eliminating mercenary just left . . .
Well, what it left didn’t bear thinking about.
Judy the Elder decided to let her idiot husband get through his rant, so they could discuss things rationally.
Second, David knew the rules and his ignoring them was personally disappointing. Fletcher had trusted David.
Judy still trusted David, and was quite sure that he had simply forgotten. It wasn’t a teenage power play to show the grownups who was boss. For one thing, David generally worked fairly hard not to show who was boss. She held her peace. It wasn’t easy, but she did it.
Third, especially in this latter day Dodge City that Grantville had become, family rules were one of the very necessary safeguards, not just to keep the kids out of trouble, but to keep them alive.
This was a potential crack in the wall. Their kids already had one unfair advantage in the generation conflict. Sarah already had a net worth greater than her parents and Judy the Younger with her Barbie Consortium was gaining. Wendell really couldn’t pull out the argument “As long as you live under my roof.” Sarah had the wherewithal to provide her own roof, and Judy probably could in a pinch.
Another good reason not to get angry when it wasn’t called for, Judy thought, but she kept her peace and let the Bull Male protective father run down. Then they could actually discuss the matter.
As Judy the Elder calmed her husband by the simple expedient of letting him run down, Sarah was going from repentant to downright pissed. It wasn’t like she was some silly Juliet sneaking off to get married, or commit suicide or whatever. She’d just forgotten that she wasn’t allowed to date yet. She had told her parents and apologized. She had even been initially willing to call David and cancel, though she hadn’t said so. Not anymore, however. Now it was a matter of principle. She paid the housekeeper out of her salary from HSMC, not that she begrudged that. Mom and Dad both worked for the Department of Economic Resources, which was important work, but didn’t pay all that well. The addition of her income from HSMC elevated the family lifestyle from existing to comfortable. She wasn’t a little kid. She had a job, and did her share.
Fletcher had actually calmed down a bit when who should call but David Bartley, the cad, the rake, the libertine himself!
Luckily David wasn’t calling to entice the innocent Sarah to an illicit rendezvous in the woods, nor to run off to Badenburg and get married. He was calling to apologize, and to invite the whole family to the opening of The Importance of Being Earnest. That is, to have the date without breaking the rules.
Opinions on the proposal were mixed. Judy the Elder thought it an excellent solution, one setting a marvellous precedent for future first dates (an observation that caused Judy the Younger some concern). Fletcher, of course, saw it as barracks lawyering; a crack in the wall for all the boys out there that wanted to do, well, what he had wanted to do in his youth. Sarah really would have preferred a less conciliatory approach on David’s part, but she couldn’t help but admire the sneakiness.
It was a compromise that everyone could live with. Which left only the question: What to wear? The five women of the Wendell household—Judy the Elder, Sarah, Judy the Younger, Mrs. Straus the maid, and Greta the maid’s daughter—went into emergency dress-up mode. Fletcher retreated to the home office muttering to himself.
May 18, 1632: Grantville High School Theater
In the English-German blend that the play was written in, a line would be stated in one language and then paraphrased in the other, to make sure that everyone got it. Sort of like the Shakespearean trick of using three versions of a line, one to the left, one to the right, and one to the front so everyone could hear it.
The playwright team that had written this version of The Importance of Being Earnest had used that trick to play with the audience. The play worked if you spoke English, it worked if you spoke German, but it worked better if you spoke both because there were subtle and sometimes not so subtle differences in what was said in each language. The effect was a two-language pun of some sort about every third line. That wasn’t the only trick up the writer’s sleeves. The lines were arranged so that if you spoke only English it seemed that the guys were being reasonably sane and the girls were total ditzes. But if you spoke only German the girls seemed fairly reasonable and the guys off the wall. If you spoke both languages, it added to the feeling that they were talking past each other. At one point, one of the ladies described herself in German as preferring the quiet life in her country estate of Ept to the social whirl of the big city. The English version of the line was “I’m still socially in Ept.” It was all like that, a reasonable statement in one language followed by a groaner of a translation.
“So, David,” Judy the Elder asked as they all walked outside during intermission, “how is Master Schroeder treating you?” Bruno Schroeder was the master tailor in charge of the clothing for Karl Schmidt and Ramona Higgins’ upcoming wedding.
“I got him to give up the diapers.”
“Diapers?” Fletcher was still a little miffed about the non-date date, and quite ready to hear about David in diapers.
“Yes, sir. Those really puffy short pants they wear. They look like diapers; worse, they look like full diapers.”
“So what did you have to give up to lose the diapers?” Sarah asked with a grin. She knew that Master Schroeder was trying to convert up-timers to down-time fashions, even though he claimed to be looking for a compromise.
“Embroidery. Bruno has found a way to use a Higgins sewing machine to do embroidery. Basically he draws the pattern in chalk and then sews along the lines. Apparently the king of Sweden had all this gold thread embroidered onto his wedding outfit. Karl’s and mine aren’t going to be gold, but they might as well be considering how much dyed thread costs. Anyway, we’re both going to have our outfits embroidered up the kazoo. Mine’ll be bad enough, but on Karl’s you mostly won’t be able to see the cloth for all the embroidery: trees, flowers, coins, even sewing machines, in every color he can get from Mr. Stone’s dye shops.”
Fletcher laughed. “I must be sure to bring my digital camera.”
David rolled his eyes. “If you don’t, someone else will, probably the newspapers. Karl is making a big deal of the wedding. It’s Badenburg politics.”
Badenburg had joined the new little United States, but mostly it was politics as usual in the city council. The new elections were scheduled for some months in the future. Karl Schmidt was the foundry guild master in Badenburg, but that was because he had the only foundry in town. He wasn’t, or hadn’t been, one of the major players. Those were mostly the large property owners. With the merger between the foundry and the HSMC, he had rapidly become the biggest employer in Badenburg. A lot more money was flowing through his hands. More people looked to him. There were also more voters, since the property owner restriction had been dispensed with. And, just to add the icing to the cake, Karl’s upcoming marriage to David’s mother, Ramona, would give Karl a prestigious close personal tie to the up-timers from Grantville.
“He’s planning a try for either a seat on the Badenburg council, or perhaps becoming the first Senator from Badenburg. The wedding is going to be a sort of promotional show to demonstrate how important he’s become. He definitely wants the press there. I think he’s caught on to what expanding the franchise means better than most of the others.”
“Let me guess. He wants to show off his up-timer connections?”
“Yeah. He’s hoping Jeff and Gretchen will attend. Especially Gretchen. She’s become something of a saint to the refugees. In regard to status, up-timers are like the jokers in a deck of cards. Whatever status you need to make the set work, up-timers are it. Of course, not everyone buys that. Claus Junker has decided that we are all peasants and Jews.
“Claus Junker? Do I know that name?” Judy the Younger asked. She didn’t like being left out of conversations.
“On the Badenburg council,” Judy the Elder clarified. “This year he’s effectively the bookkeeper for Badenburg. He also owns a fair bit of the rental property in the city.” She had met Junker, and neither had enjoyed the experience.
“You’ve heard some of the things Karl sometimes says about Jews and thinks he’s being fair and even-handed?” asked David. “Listen to this guy for five minutes and you’ll think Karl is a paragon of openness. Junker also disapproves of children being involved in business, and of lower class people trying to act like they matter. Jeff marrying Gretchen has proven to him that we are all peasants, because no one of rank would be allowed to make such a marriage. Of course, that doesn’t mean he won’t do business with up-timers, if they are properly subservient in attitude. He’s backing some guy that’s trying to make microwave ovens.”
“Can we do microwave ovens?” Judy the Elder asked.
“Not according to Brent and Trent,” said David, “or our science teacher at school. Not for five years at least, probably more. Mr. Abrabanel could have found out for him. But ask a Jew? Not Claus Junker. I could have told him, but listen to a child on a matter of business, especially a peasant child? No way. Heck, if he had been willing to talk to anyone without looking down his nose, he could have gotten the four-one-one. The thing is, he’s a Von something or other on his mother’s side. So he figures that he must be smarter than anyone else.”
“So why care?” asked Judy the Younger. “It sounds to me like he’s getting what he deserves.”
“Claus Junker can fall down a well for all I care,” Fletcher said, “but what happens when a major player, or even a minor major player like him, gets publicly burned in an up-timer, down-timer deal? It could shut off the supply of investment money. We need investment capital.”
“Not us so much, unless you count Mom’s bathroom,” David said.
“Grantville in general,” Fletcher clarified. “Some of the projects that really need doing will take years to prove, much less make a profit. So how is your average down-timer to know what an investment is, what’s a wild gamble, and what’s an out-and-out con? When the microwave project breaks, it’s going to scare the crap out of the down-time investors who have been throwing money at us.”
“Not that anyone threw money at HSMC,” said Sarah, still annoyed about the attitude the adult business community had shown toward HSMC in the early days.
“That’s already changed and you know it. And it never was true in terms of down-timers,” Judy the Elder corrected. She was getting just a little tired of Sarah’s harping on the matter.
“I’ve been approached several times in the last few months, by merchants and masters who wanted to know what I thought of an investment opportunity. Actually, that’s one of the things that is bothering me about this latest project of the twins.”
David was interrupted by the end of intermission. They left the school parking lot where they had been chatting and returned to the theater to see the second half of the play. The play was quite good, and one more bit of proof that Grantville was already drawing talent like a magnet. The Grantville High School Theater seated seven hundred and fifty people in tiered seating so you could usually see over the head of the person in front of you. It was acoustically designed and had a sound system and lighting. It was one of the places where the expensive-to-make electric lights were used. The combination made it probably the best theater in Europe.
It showed plays five nights and two afternoons a week, and was usually packed. The three theater and music companies that took turns using it had a deal with the school that included teaching and financial benefits for the school. The final curtain fell with foundling Ernst restored and engaged to his cousin, and his older brother Ernst engaged to his ward, and everyone prepared to live happily ever after. The curtains then opened again for the cast to take a bow and accept the applause of the audience. As the final curtain fell the audience started to file out of the theater to wait for the buses.
* * *
While they were waiting in line for their bus Mrs. Straus plucked up her nerve and asked a question that had been bothering her ever since she had gotten her job as the Wendells’ housekeeper. “Why do you not own stock in the sewing machine company, Herr Wendell? Sarah is your daughter, yes? What is hers is yours, yes?”
“Ah, no. Sarah is my daughter, but that doesn’t mean that I own what she owns. Her mother and I do have certain veto power till she’s eighteen, but her property—especially what we call real property; stocks, bonds, land, that sort of thing—is hers. And, come to think of it, that’s probably a good thing. Not everyone in the government has been quite as careful as I’d like about potential conflicts of interest, and in the job that Judy and I have, it’s especially important. We’re out there trying to sell the improvements Grantville has to offer to the towns and villages around the Ring of Fire. Things like grain silos, plows and so on. If we owned an interest in the companies that made them, especially if we owned an interest in one of the companies and not in another, it would be a real conflict of interest.”
“So what’s your problem with Brent and Trent and their washing machines?” Judy the Elder wanted to know. “Do you think you’ll have difficulty raising the money, David?”
“I can raise the money, all right. In fact, I’ll probably have trouble avoiding it once news gets out. The investors are going to expect results though. They’ll want a repeat of the sewing machines, with a quick and high payoff. It’s not that I doubt the twins, but we have a reputation now. I think I’ve felt it more because I’ve spent so much time out there, where Grantville is still sort of a magical mystery. They look at HSMC—and, believe it or not, Mom’s bathroom—and they want in. They don’t care how much it costs. They want in. It’s like owning a share in a Grantville business is a guarantee of a secure future.”
“Ah,” Judy the Elder nodded, “the light dawns. What happens when it blows up in Junker’s face?”
“Right,” David agreed. “The thing is, aside from his unwillingness to do business directly with Jews, Junker is considered one of the sharper men of business in Badenburg.”
“They’re still going to want in,” said Sarah. “Never doubt it.”
“You’re probably right.”
“The bus is here. Where do you want to eat?”
“I don’t feel like the Gardens. How about pizza?”
* * *
Ramona Higgins was at that moment in her bathroom in Karl Schmidt’s house. She was demonstrating to her betrothed husband one use of the massage table she had insisted on. Karl had stopped complaining about the cost some time before. At this point he was no longer complaining about much of anything. He was barely capable of moving. Now she looked around the room that had been added to Karl’s three-story townhouse. It was eight feet wide and fifteen feet long. It had a hot tub in the end near the main house, a shower in the middle, and the massage table on the other end. The water tank was on the roof of the bathroom, against the wall of the main house. From there the water flowed down and then back up a little way to connect to the water heater attached to the new stove. The hot tub and the showers had faucets for hot and cold water. Of course, the stove was needed to heat the water, but the whole household could have a hot shower every night if no one hogged the hot water. The bathroom was really just one of the changes made with the “bathroom dividend,” as David called it. There were the porta-potties, too. They had to be emptied by hand. But for that there was the dumbwaiter, so you didn’t have to carry the loaded pots up and down stairs. It was all like that. The bathroom was the best they could do within the budget that Karl complained about so much. In Ramona’s opinion it had all turned out to be pretty good. The house was crowded, and everything was used for several things, but there was a feel to it like things were going well. The neighbors were envious, and thought they were very modern. As much fuss as Karl made over the bills, he was sure quick to show off the results.
* * *
Adolph Schmidt didn’t know whether to be pleased or really annoyed. His papa had been right. The latest offer for HSMC stock was for fifty-seven American dollars a share, except no one was selling. That was the least of it. They were making sewing machines faster than he had thought possible, and selling them faster than they could make them, at a higher profit than he had imagined.
His father’s engagement to Ramona Higgins had made the family up-timer friends, people that they could sit down with over dinner or a beer and ask questions of. Through those friends and the knowledge they brought, the Schmidts had a small electroplating operation up and running. Jorgen was also producing fairly decent crucible steel. Steel was still an art, but it was an art backed by scientific knowledge, and the pours that didn’t work could usually be redone.
The Schmidts had been hiring almost since the day of the merger, and, for the first couple of months, spending a lot more than they took in. Then things had taken off. They had made and sold sewing machines at a heroic rate. Rather than being supported by the foundry and smithy, the sewing machine plant was now supporting both and the research operations as well.
Papa’s senior journeyman, Jorgen, had been told to research the making of crucible steel. Further, the journeyman had been told that the steel was his masterwork. Making the crucibles had turned out to be the hardest part. Now that Jorgen had found the clay and could make the pots, he could make what the up-timers called high carbon steel. Recently he had started experimenting with other additives for greater strength.
Jorgen’s masterwork was judged by Master Marcantonio, the up-time master metal worker. Master Marcantonio had made most of the machines for the sewing machine factory and had a seat on the board of HSMC. When he was judged to have completed a successful pour of high carbon steel, Jorgen was declared a master steelmaker. Papa had set up a new company, forty percent owned by HSMC and thirty percent owned by Jorgen. The remaining thirty percent of the stock was held by the company to raise money and provide stock options for its employees. All of which meant that Jorgen could now get married.
Adolph hadn’t been so lucky. He had been assigned electroplating, and he had succeeded sooner than Jorgen had with the crucible steel operation. Adolph’s operation was turning out gold electroplated iron and now, steel flatware at relatively low cost. They always carefully explained that the items were only gold plated, but at the prices they charged, the customers didn’t seem to care much. The gold electroplating kept the iron from rusting, and the product looked like solid gold. However, clever chemistry didn’t make Adolph a master smith who was able to marry where and when he wanted.
* * *
Most of the major cliques in school were represented at the pizza parlor that night. There were several new groups since the Ring of Fire. In addition to the traditional jocks, nerds, and toughs, there was now JROTC or cadets, artists, and entrepreneurs. Like at any high school, there were those who fit into more than one group, with a different rank depending on the category and several subcategories.
David and Sarah were right at the top of the entrepreneurs, but from there they diverged. Sarah was also near the top of the brains, a subcategory of the nerds. David was somewhere near the bottom of the JROTC. Most of the boys, and more than a few of the girls, were ranked somewhere in the JROTC. There was also, as there usually is, a set of the elite: the most popular and successful from the other groups. Who was in that last grouping depended on who you asked.
There was cross-pollination between the groups, and different groups had different degrees of influence. JROTC was the largest and single most important group. Brains, though not universally popular, had gained some prestige since the Ring of Fire. Entrepreneurs were fairly high up, and for obvious reasons they rose to near the top as the students approached graduation. This had the effect of moving David up in the JROTC group and Sarah up in the brain group. It also placed them both just on the edge of the elites. So David and Sarah were greeted by many of their fellow students when they arrived. The fact that they were there with Sarah’s family put a bit of a damper on things, but Fletcher and Judy weren’t the only adult customers.
Judy the Younger was definitely in the elite among the freshmen, and had friends in all the classes in high school. It was through her that the nature of the evening was revealed. The technique of taking out the whole family was considered, and viewpoints were mixed. There was the added expense, of greater concern to most than to David Bartley. Between the tickets and the dinner, the evening had cost over two hundred dollars. There was also the inhibiting presence of the parents, right there for the whole evening.
On the whole, it was a fun evening, the conversation was lively, and David and Sarah had about as much time on their own as they knew what to do with, though not so much as they wanted.
May 19, 1632: Side Room, Tyler’s Restaurant
Helene Gundelfinger sat down at the table and set her son in the child's seat. The child's seat was, to Helene, one of the nicer up-timer innovations. "So, Judy, what's up?"
"I heard that Guffy Pomeroy is trying to do microwave tubes, backed by Claus Junker."
"You think we should invest?"
Judy shook her head. "David Bartley thinks it's a pipe dream. But he's afraid it will hurt the support for up-time innovations when it doesn't work."
"I wouldn't worry too much about, that but Claus is the burgher in charge of town funds for Badenburg this year. There could be consequences if he loses the money."
"You think he's using town money." Judy was honestly shocked by the possibility. Even if she thought her parents were pretty anal about conflict of interest, the idea of using government funds for private investment shocked her.
"Oh, he's not the only one," Helene said. Then she gave Judy a grownup look. "It's fairly standard practice and considered one of the perks of public office in the here and now. As long as the money gets put back, no one gets upset."
"What happens when the money doesn't get put back?" Judy asked with a thirteen-year-old's avid interest in scandal.
"Then there is a scandal, and it depends on how well connected the official is. If he's well connected, he's simply required to pay it back over time. If he's less well connected, he can lose his place—even have to leave the town."
"He doesn't go to jail?"
"Almost never."
Judy found the seventeenth century to be delightfully corrupt. "What about Herr Junker?"
"It depends on how much of the towns money he's invested and whether he . . . Wait a second, Judy. Badenburg is part of the New United States now. How is that going to affect the response to Claus Junker's fiddling the town books, assuming he has."
Judy hesitated. "I'm not sure. I think, from what Mom and Dad say, that it would be really bad. He would go to prison, maybe for a long time."
Helene Gundelfinger nodded in a thoughtful manner. "What are you thinking, Mrs. G.?" Judy asked.
"I'm thinking that politics are changing in the New United States and Claus Junker may be in a great deal of trouble if this Guffy Pomeroy you mentioned doesn't come through."
* * *
Guffy Pomeroy was not looking his best when Officer Gottlieb found him. Electrocution, followed by a couple of days to ripen before anyone notices, is not conducive to a tidy appearance or pleasant aroma. There was a variety of electrical gear scattered around the body. Apparently he had been a bit careless in hooking something up, and ended up as the line of least resistance through the circuit. Or at least that’s how Officer Gottlieb understood it. She was an old Grantville hand, and had been a cop for almost eight months. She had seen a lot of dead bodies in her life, mostly before becoming a cop. This, however, was her first electrocution. It wasn’t pleasant, but not nearly the worst she had seen. Not being all that conversant with uncontrolled electricity, she carefully did not touch anything. She called in and waited outside for backup.
Guffy had been a well-known character in Grantville even before the Ring of Fire. He was a get-rich-quick schemer, not exactly a conman, but not exactly honest either. Guffy had a knack for getting people to back his schemes, usually to their detriment. He’d done two years for passing bad checks up-time. Down-time he had claimed he was going to be the re-inventor of the microwave oven and the microwave forge and so on. The rumor had it that his backer was a bigwig from Badenburg. Guffy had been a hard guy to dislike and was easy to trust, till you knew better.
Well, he was past trouble now.
* * *
By now the Grantville area had three papers. Two dailies, the Grantville Times and the Daily News, and a weekly business paper, that called itself The Street, and had pretensions of becoming the Wall Street Journal of the seventeenth century. The Times tried for a responsible tone with thoughtful articles and a restrained style. The News was big on flash. They also differed on several political issues. The Times was owned and edited by an up-timer, the News by a down-timer. The Times was very big on treating up-timers and down-timers just alike. The News felt no such restraint. While violently egalitarian in most ways, it expressed the view that up-timer knowledge was irreplaceable and every up-timer death was a terrible loss to the whole world. Daily News editorials called for up-timers to be restrained by law from wasting their unique knowledge and abilities in risky endeavors. The News had quite a bit of refugee support for this position, partly because high-risk high-pay jobs that up-timers weren’t allowed to do would need to be done by down-timers. The two papers often got quite snippy with each other on the subject.
This was one of those times. Guffy Pomeroy had obviously been working on something important, which might well now be lost for all time. The Daily
News rushed into print. The Times was slower and more cautious. It mentioned his death above the fold, but it wasn’t the headline. The headline had to do with Badenburg politics.
What neither paper caught at first was the short-term economic consequences. Claus Junker had invested a medium fortune into the microwave project. It was mostly his own money, but he’d had some extra expenses lately and some of the city’s money had found its way into the project as well. Claus was already nervous about the project after several unasked-for warnings. The only things that had kept it going this long were Guffy’s gift of the gab and Junker’s aversion to admitting he was wrong.
There was no backup plan, and no fallback position. Guffy had offered ironclad guarantees of success. But how do you sue a corpse?
* * *
In Badenburg first, then in other towns near the Ring of Fire, people were starting to wonder. “What happens if my up-timer dies?” That was the first blow. About the time that concern was getting back to the Ring of Fire, the Times published its response to the Daily News article. It contained a report of what Guffy was trying to do, why it wouldn’t work, a guess about how much it had cost, and the conclusion: “While any death is tragic, in this case the most likely result is simply to prevent a continued waste of his investors’ money.” There was no Black Tuesday, but it was not a good time for the Grantville Stock Exchange.



Chapter 11: Ramona's Wedding
June, 1632
“Will you two just give it up?” Heather asked, exasperated. “What good is that valley girl impersonation going to do you? No one here in Badenburg has ever heard of a valley girl.”
“For sure, Heather, for sure,” Vicky Emerson answered. “We’re just getting into character. Gotta play dumb for the marks, you know.”
“Like, haven’t you ever seen The Sting?” Judy Wendell asked, with a sort of stupid look on her face. Then she dropped the pose and cracked up.
Heather shook her head. “This is just silly. We know what we want to buy, and we know that people, not marks, are starting to sell. The market is down since Guffy Pomeroy died, and people are nervous. All we have to do is show up at the wedding. They’ll come to us. Mrs. G said so.”
“Yep,” Judy confirmed. “They’ll come to us and pat us on the head, and treat us like a bunch of idiots, like we’re too young to know what we’re doing just because we’re only fourteen. Then they’ll try and dump their stock on us, because they’ll think we’re too stupid to know better. I’m getting a little tired of that part, but we can use it. Make them think there’s a problem and they’ll start dropping the prices.”
Judy looked like she was ready to rub her hands together in anticipation, while Vicky looked energized. Susan Logsden just rolled her eyes, while the others grinned.
“Seriously, all of you,” Susan remarked, “We ought to be able to double our net worth at this wedding. Mrs. G arranged a loan on our HSMC stock, so we’ve got a lot of cash to work with. Make the best deals you can, then get Mrs. G involved. She can look like she’s trying to save us from being dumb, and people will drop their prices. It should work. I want to walk away from this with enough . . . “
Susan’s voice trailed off, but Heather knew what she meant. Susan wanted to be rich enough and secure enough that she wouldn’t ever have to be afraid of anything, ever again. She was still worried that something might go wrong, that she might have to go back to her mother. She didn’t want that and all the girls knew it. For Susan, the building panic in the stock market was an opportunity for security. For Judy, it was a game, a game she enjoyed and played somewhat ruthlessly. Vicky seemed to be treating it like a contest between the girls, a contest she wanted to win.
Heather shook her head again. Money was nice to have, sure, but she just wanted to have a good time and enjoy herself. Hayley, Gabrielle and Millicent felt the same way. “If I can make a deal, I will. But I’m not going to spend every minute looking for them. It’s supposed to be a party, you know.
June 1632, Badenburg, Germany
The wedding was a circus. People came from all over, partly because Karl was becoming an important man, but also because it provided an excuse to travel to the area of the Ring of Fire and look at what was going on.
The day was bright and sunny. Badenburg’s market square was festooned with banners and ribbons. Tables groaning with food were everywhere. More than a couple of fatted calves had met their fate. There were countless cabbages, squash fruits, flavored gelatins and all manner of good things to eat. There were jugglers, dancers, musicians, and assorted other entertainers. Three battery powered boom boxes playing tapes at full volume added to the ambience. Games and contests were available for children and adults.
Invitations had gone out to every employee and stockholder of the Higgins Sewing Machine Company, as well as to every prominent person in Grantville, Badenburg, and the surrounding towns. The wedding was a show of prominence. Not everyone who was invited came; but then, not everyone who came was actually invited. Children were playing everywhere; quiet conversations were shouted. The noise was deafening.
The wedding itself had happened that morning to control the size of the gathering. The wedding reception was costing more than Ramona’s bathroom, and had involved Karl taking out a loan secured by some of his HSMC stock. Delia Higgins was not going to foot the bill for a city-size block party to launch Karl’s political career. Just after the wedding itself, Karl had announced the endowment of The Badenburg School for Young Ladies. Endowing a school or other similar civic project was the traditional way of gaining the sort of social rank needed to sit on the council.
There were many conversations on all manner of subjects, but two main topics dominated the conversational landscape: the elections for Badenburg’s senate seat, and the recent downturn in the Grantville stock market.
David, Sarah, Brent and Trent were getting a lot of questions about the stock market, and questions about specific companies. They were all, pretty much, the same questions:
What happens to the company if the up-time partner dies?
And:
Can this product really be made?
All too often the answer to both questions was: “I don’t know.” Questions, delicately put, about the consequences of the kids being removed from the sewing machine company were met with a different answer. There were four of them, and even if all were gone HSMC would continue to produce sewing machines and continue to produce new models as needed. It was a bit humbling for the kids as they realized they really weren’t needed at HSMC anymore. The designs for the Model Two were already set, while those for the Model Three were almost set. Their knowledge of manufacturing and the use of machines to make machines had already been imparted. They just weren’t needed in HSMC anymore. It wasn’t that they didn’t have value; but other than their publicity value, they could be replaced by down-timers or an accounting firm.
Brent and Trent had not been shy about mentioning their argument over whether to build washing machines or small-scale electrical power plants. Brent and Trent, as time went by, had focused more and more on the mechanical aspects of the sewing machine project. Aside from a certain natural avarice, they had never been all that interested in the money. They liked the idea of being rich just fine; they just didn’t care much about how that part of it worked. They cared about making things. For them the fun part was figuring out how to make the parts and fit them all together so that they would work. There was tremendous satisfaction for them in seeing the first prototype working and knowing that there was something new in the world because of them. Aside from the sewing machines, they had been closely involved in producing the collection of the gadgets that together were known as Ramona’s Bathroom. In that project, they had met most of the top craftsmen in Badenburg. Now they wanted to make something new and useful again.
Brent and Trent knew how clothing got washed here and now, and found the process horrible. They knew that with small electrical generation units, combined with some basic circuitry and small electric motors, appliances could produce a tremendous leap in both comfort and productivity for every household that got one. They had worked up the plans for both projects. The washing machine could be done fairly quickly with what they knew now. They could be in production before the regular school session started. The electrical power plant and motor factory would take longer, and cost more. They wanted to get started on one or the other. David and Sarah had been dithering on which one they preferred. The twins decided to force the issue by going public. They buttonholed merchants and master craftsmen for their opinion on which to do. So far the opinions had been divided along simple lines. If the craftsman would be involved in a project, that was the project they favored.
Sarah had been approached more times than she could count about the availability of stock in whichever new company the twins ended up starting. Sarah knew why she was getting the questions, too. She had been standing just a few feet away when Karl had been approached on the subject.
“Talk to Sarah,” he’d said. “I have the sewing machine company to run, plus the foundry, the crucible steel, and the electroplating. Besides, I’ve had to become concerned with politics recently. There are things that Badenburg needs, like a sewer system. I just don’t have the time, which is a shame. I’ve learned enough about both proposed projects to be sure they can be done.” Then, with what Sarah felt was a rather overdone tone of self-sacrifice: “Badenburg needs a senator who knows Badenburg and knows what the up-timers can and can’t do.”
Sarah left Karl and hunted up the twins. She found them cornering another merchant to ask his opinion. Together they went in search of David.
David had snuck off to the Boar’s Head, one of Badenburg’s inns, to avoid the questions for a few minutes. David was just sitting down and grabbing a bite to fortify himself before venturing once more into the breach, when Sarah showed up with Brent and Trent.
Things were quite a bit different since that first meeting in the woods shortly after the Ring of Fire, when they had started the process that ended in the creation of HSMC. For one thing, in Badenburg they were recognized for their involvement with the Sewing Machine Company. As a group, they were known as “The Sewing Circle,” sometimes even to their faces. They were important people now. When David had entered the inn the owner had, rather more deferentially than David was actually comfortable with, offered him the best table in the place. Whatever the likes of Claus Junker thought, most people in Badenburg were convinced that up-timers were, if not actual nobility, at least as good as and probably better than the real thing. That was the basic attitude toward all the up-timers; but in Badenburg, that attitude was focused on the Sewing Circle.
When the rest of the Sewing Circle showed up at The Boar’s Head, people noticed and it became a forgone conclusion that they were planning yet another way to make life in Badenburg better. The funny thing was, as uncomfortable as the kids were with that reputation, that was precisely what they ended up talking about.
“So, David, which do you think we should do first?” Trent asked.
“Have you been listening to what’s going on out there at all?” David asked in response. “It’s not a panic yet, but it could turn into one real easy.”
“What?” Brent asked. “Everyone we talked to wanted to invest.”
“Yeah, with us. And about half of those people were going to sell their stock in some start-up to invest in you guys because they know you’ll get results.”
“So? We’re respected.” Brent shrugged. “That’s just the way it is in Badenburg. It’s kinda nice for a change.”
“Right. There’re you guys, then there’s Guffy Pomeroy, who bilked Claus Junker out of a medium fortune, and escaped to where the lawyers can’t get at him. Right now, every investor in Badenburg is wondering whether he’s invested with the right up-timer. Bunches of them are considering jumping ship, just in case. I’ve spent most of the afternoon trying to explain to them that you guys aren’t really all that special, which ought to be obvious to anyone who’s met you.”
“Well, gee, David, if I’d known I wouldn’t have wiped the drool off Brent’s face before we talked to people.” Trent spoke with some heat. “Then they would have known right off that we were Mo and Curly waiting around for the third stooge. That would be you, Sarah.”
“That’s not what I meant, and you know it. While you were getting ‘How much can I invest’ I was getting ‘should I sell my stock in the mattress factory’ or whatever else they were invested in. I’ve been running around saying things like ‘Yes—to me, please. I figure I can get it at a bargain right now.’ And Sarah, you need to have a little talk with your sister, by the way. Her Barbie Consortium seems to be taking advantage of the general nervousness and their presumed sweet innocence to sucker people into unloading stock on them at a fraction of what it’s worth. I figure Judy the Barracudy///stet/// is gonna be grounded for about two years when your dad finds out. It’s not that she’s ripping off the A-holes trying to take advantage of them. Guys that try to rip off little girls are despicable, and guys that try to rip of those particular little girls are stupid to boot. What bugs me is that they just might turn the nervousness into panic.”
Sarah shook her head, caught between outrage and amusement. In the past year she had learned a lot about how her little sister and her gang operated. She wasn’t worried about the Barbie Consortium taking a loss. They had acquired a down-time merchant, Helene Gundelfinger, to do the legal stuff for their little investment group, and she was very knowledgeable about the market and what companies were worth what. The Barbie Consortium provided information on what people were doing, and who was coming up with what. Sarah seriously doubted that there was anyone in Grantville better informed on what was going on in the Grantville business community than Judy and her gang. People should know better by now, but somehow everyone assumed the girls’ questions were just innocent curiosity.
Then she caught up with what David had been saying. “Do you really think there could be a panic? Guffy Pomeroy wasn’t even a stock company. That was just a private deal between him and Junker.”
“I don’t know. The Grantville Exchange has been dropping slowly for almost a week now. It’s ready for a rebound or a crash. I figure it could go either way. I’ve spent most of the day being just a little too anxious to buy. Seriously, I could have gotten control of the mattress factory today without half trying.”
“Maybe you should have. The only reason it’s in trouble is because Mr. Jones is a horse’s hind end.” Sarah had received a couple of reports on Mr. Jones. He was one of the people who were convinced that only gold and silver could be real money. Both her parents and friends had reported on Jones and the reports weren’t favorable.
“There are a lot of reasons why manufacturing beds is iffy right now,” Trent pointed out.
“That’s not the point. We need some way for down-timers to invest in Grantville safely, without having to learn modern physics or electrical engineering.”
“That sounds like a job for a mutual fund or an investment bank,” mused Sarah. “But if we announce that we’re setting up a mutual fund or investment bank it’s going to do the same thing as the twin’s whispered announcement of their new projects.”
Elsewhere at the wedding
“Well,” Vicky Emerson explained, “all those resistors and transistors, the integrated circuits and stuff are pretty complicated. They used to have special rooms to build them in, back up-time.”
At first, the older gentlemen in the group treated her with amused condescension. Gradually, though, they started to look a little concerned. The girl’s comments stuck a chord matching some of the things they had read lately. Sensing the change in attitude, Vicky threw out a few more comments, this time about how difficult it was to compress natural gas and store it, and then wandered away.
* * *
Arend Nebel had never been convinced that gas-powered stoves were a good idea. After listening on the fringes of the girl’s discussion, he was even less impressed with that investment. Master Drugen became interested in soldering irons first, because he thought they would be useful when making jewelry. Then he discovered that soldering irons were useful for producing a good seal on gas pipe connections in stoves. Arend didn’t see the relationship.
“Henning, are you sure your father was right? That girl said the gas was hard to store, that it could leak and cause a disaster. Maybe we should sell our interest in that company before that happens.”
“Arend, you know my father was careful. He believed the oven works was a good investment, or he wouldn’t have put so much of his money into it. You are giving in to this atmosphere of panic. If Father was still alive, he would say the same thing. We have only to wait, and we will be rich.”
“I wanted to be a goldsmith. I still want to be a goldsmith. All three of us, even Justine, must now work like peons while all we do is wait, and wait some more. I’m tired of waiting, and I do not want my future wife to work, like one of these . . . these . . . common women of Grantville.”
“Research at the library is hardly common, Arend. Justine enjoys the work. She is becoming quite modern, you know. She even spoke of continuing the work, after you are married.” Henning knew he shouldn’t have teased Arend that way. Justine did enjoy the work, though, and Arend’s attitudes were making her unhappy. Perhaps the marriage wasn’t as good an idea as Father thought. Time would tell.
“Very well, we will speak to this girl. Perhaps she knows something we do not.”
* * *
Vicky wondered what the two young men wanted as they approached. So help me, if someone else tries to hit on me, today . . .
But no, that wasn’t what they wanted. They just wanted to talk about the gas ovens. Vicky figured that the oven works would be a success, over time. Once the problems of transporting the compressed natural gas were solved, the business would expand rapidly. Until then, business would be a little slow, but the investors’ estimate of being able to sell ten thousand ovens in the next two or three years was pretty solid.
Vicky knew that the oven works had about half a dozen investors, all down-timers. The one up-timer involved led a team of down-timers trying to come up with designs for cooking stoves, camp stoves, space heaters and so on. They had a couple of working prototypes and a plan for mass production. It was a good investment, one she would be happy to have. Still, she let the young men explain all this, while she waited for them to make up their minds.
Vicky tapped her finger on her lips thoughtfully. “Well, even though it’s risky, this does sound interesting. I do want to reinvest the many thousands of dollars I was fortunate enough to make in the sewing machine company.”
Arend said, “I’ll sell you my thousand shares at nine dollars each.”
“That seems awfully high,” said Vicky. “One explosion of a home and there goes my investment. What if someone died of a gas leak in their home? Of course, Heinrich, on the design team, is awfully cute!” Vicky batted her eyelashes.
Arend pulled Henning off to the side and whispered in his ear for a minute. Both nodded to one another, then walked back to Vicky.
* * *
Finally, the young men made a real offer. A good offer, the one she was waiting for. She signaled Mrs. Gundelfinger, who came rushing over, clearly intent on protecting Vicky from someone who was trying to take advantage of her youth. Her attitude increased one man’s determination to sell, and he lowered the price again. Curiously, the other man seemed to believe Mrs. G’s protective act. He backed out of the deal, which was a bit surprising. But Vicky was still able to buy one thousand shares of the oven works for the discount price of three dollars per share.
After finalizing the deal, Vicky asked how Judy was doing. When she heard the answer, she decided to look for another sucker.
* * *
“You are an idiot, Henning. And don’t think I’m going to accept that worthless company stock as Justine’s dowry. You should have sold it.”
Henning studied Arend with irritation. The stock wasn’t worthless, but Arend refused to see that. Even if it had been worthless, selling it to a child was more than Henning was willing to do. Arend actually seemed pleased to have foisted the stock he considered worthless onto a child. In a way, that attitude bothered Henning even more than the money he believed Arend had thrown away. It was money that, at least in part, was to have provided support for his sister.
Back at the Boar's Head
The Sewing Circle were still talking about the imminent demise of the Grantville Stock Exchange and what they could do to fix it. Within a few days it would become apparent that David was worrying over nothing. The market had taken a bit of a shock, but wasn’t really in any danger. David hadn’t known that, and the twins certainly didn’t. Sarah probably would have realized if she had given it a little thought. Certainly her parents knew, and so did her little sister.
The market was not in any real danger of crashing, but waiters have big ears, and this wasn’t the sort of place where they had zipped lips to go with them. True, the waitress’ English wasn’t that good, and she wasn’t all that close—but she was very interested. From the waitress to her father, the owner of the tavern, the words “mutual fund” and “investment bank” were heard. From the tavern owner to a merchant he dealt with, the rumor was spread and proceeded to change. The first distortion said an investment bank would save the market, which was in more danger than people had thought. Then, as the rumor progressed, the story expanded until it encompassed both a mutual fund and an investment bank.
The story now circulated that the Sewing Circle, the people behind the Higgins Sewing Machine Company, had a plan to provide guaranteed safe investment opportunities. They had intended to announce their new project at the reception, but had put it off because of the scandal surrounding Guffy Pomeroy. Then it became . . .
By the time the Sewing Circle heard the words again, it was a done deal. Stories were circulating that important people, such as the mayor of Eisenach, who wasn’t at the party, had been aware of the new project for weeks and—not to be outdone—the mayor of Badenburg was also a member of the inner circle.
Fletcher Wendell and Judy the Elder Wendell were asked several times that day about mutual funds and investment banks. Not once were they told the context. It was assumed they had to know what Sarah was planning. Besides, everyone knew how careful they were about even an appearance of a conflict of interest. The questions were general. Their explanation of the function of mutual funds and investment banks raised the level of excitement. Gretchen and Jeff Higgins were asked about it several times, and explained that they didn’t know anything. They further explained that they hadn’t known anything about the sewing machine company when it was formed either. Their stock had been a belated wedding present. Delia Higgins was asked about it, and she assured the questioners that she had heard nothing about it. She was not believed. The Partows were asked, and were believed. However, the Partows figured it was just the sort of thing Sarah was likely to come up with. They knew the boys wanted to make washing machines, and small-scale electrical generation systems. The adult Partows just assumed that was how the two projects were to be financed. They said that they would probably buy some stock in the mutual fund.
It shouldn’t have happened that way, not from a group of kids talking. Not even from kids who had started a successful business. But Grantville was a magic place. In the course of a year, Grantville had improved the standard of living in Badenburg and the surrounding towns and villages rather dramatically. Lots of people were more than a bit intimidated by up-timers. They felt a little less intimidated by the kids of the Sewing Circle. The kids were perceived as being more approachable. Consequently, they had been constantly approached and questioned on varied matters financial and mechanical. They were well thought of.
Karl Schmidt heard about the mutual fund from Frantz Kunze, who was his closest friend on the Badenburg council, and without question, the richest man in Badenburg. Frantz was wondering why he hadn’t heard about it from Karl. Karl knew the kids of the Sewing Circle, especially David, well enough to be fairly sure that something had been misinterpreted. Karl and Frantz adjourned to a private place to talk it over. It quickly became clear to Karl that the mutual fund wasn’t a bad idea. Additionally, several important people had already gone on record claiming to be familiar with the project. If it didn’t happen, and soon, there would be a number of embarrassed and resentful people whom Karl didn’t want upset with him right now.
Wanting clear information, Karl sent someone to round up the kids. David, Brent, Trent and Sarah were happy to be rounded up. By the time Karl’s messenger came looking for them, they were getting questions about mutual funds and investment banking that they weren’t ready to answer. The questions weren’t whether such companies would be started; but rather were inquiries as to when, and at what price, people could buy into the mutual fund and investment bank the Sewing Circle intended to start.
* * *
“So, David, what is this mutual fund everyone is talking about?” That was Karl’s first question when the kids arrived.
“I wish I knew, sir. The first I heard of it was when people started asking me about it at the party.”
“Remember, while we were in the tavern?” chipped in Trent. “Sarah said that what we needed was a mutual fund or an investment bank. Did you have something set up?”
“No!” she insisted. “I was just talking, trying to figure out safer ways for people to invest.”
Frantz started to laugh. “It was the Boar’s Head, wasn’t it?”
When they nodded, he continued. “The Boar’s Head gets most of its supplies from a moderately crafty merchant who gives them discounts for rumors. You children need to be a bit more careful where you do your chatting. Well, no harm done. Except some people who should know better are going to be really embarrassed, having claimed to be involved in a nonexistent company.”
“That could be a real problem,” Karl pointed out. “I need political support on a number of issues: the new craft of crucible steel, making my run for the senate, and the bathhouse guild is complaining about Ramona’s bathroom. Don’t ask me why.”
“I can explain it to you,” said Frantz. “Basically, they see the writing on the wall. They’re worried.”
“That doesn’t change the fact that this is the sort of embarrassment I don’t need right now. So have your, what’s the phrase from the Sherlock Holmes stories, ‘Miller’s Street Irregulars’ . . . whatever. Have the Sewing Circle here start the mutual fund. It’s probably a good idea, anyway. From what Herr Wendell told me, a mutual fund would be a good solid investment for people who lack the time, inclination, or talent, to pick stocks for themselves.”
“It would be at any other time, sir,” said Sarah, “but right now with people so scared about what happened to Herr Junker . . . We’re afraid that a safe investment would actually damage the market just now.”
“I sometimes forget just how young they are, Karl,” Frantz smiled. “No, Sarah, it doesn’t work like that. First, because you’re drastically overestimating your importance in the scheme of things. People are nervous right now, but not that nervous. It would take a dozen Guffy Pomeroys to really damage the Grantville market. Yes, people are envious of Karl’s success, and he is careful to give you credit because it reflects well on him and his marriage to David’s mother. But do you children really think Count Guenther is going to be scared off by Claus Junker getting clipped?”
He snorted a little laugh. “I knew the microwave was a bad idea months ago. So did Count Guenther and anyone else willing to study the matter. Well over half the money in the Grantville market is invested by people employed by the company that issued the stock. They know how their company is doing. Higgins Sewing Machine Corporation is a good company, but it’s not the only one. I am sure that people have been approaching you about investing in your plans and no doubt some are asking about selling stock to you. Some people panic easily, and some of those, in their panic, are willing to take advantage of a child. My advice is do what Sarah’s mercenary little sister is doing, and let them sell you their stock for a fraction of its worth. If you’re short of cash, I’ll back you.”
Frantz Kunze had been caught between disgust and amusement as he watched Judy the Younger fleecing those who were willing to take advantage of the youth and naiveté of her little group of young girls. Personally, he was perfectly willing to deal sharply, but not against a child. He had been quite impressed by the older children’s civic responsibility, no matter how misplaced it might be. Such an attitude should be rewarded. Besides, the mutual fund was certain to be a good investment. The children wouldn’t insist on control as so many of their elders did. There was a tremendous amount of knowledge held by the up-timers, but no undue amount of business sense.
“No,” he continued, “the addition of a mutual fund will not cause everyone to desert the market. Some, yes—but mostly it will be those who don’t belong there in the first place. Besides, what you propose to do is simply to collect the money and invest in the various stocks that people are selling to buy shares in the fund. Your mutual fund will actually add confidence to the market, especially if some of your own money is in it.”
“It wasn’t a proposal, just a thought,” Sarah protested. “We hadn’t gotten anywhere near a proposal yet.”
“I think we’re about to, though. Aren’t we, Herr Kunze?” David asked.
“Yes,” Frantz replied firmly. “I think we had better have everything worked out before the mayor announces he has sold Badenburg to finance the project. It will save everyone embarrassment.” He smiled a gentle kindly smile. “As a matter of fact, I have a young guest. He’s a factor from Amsterdam, here to examine the rumored city from the future and give judgment on the truth of the rumors, and the possibility of investment. He’s been here long enough to see that there is a great potential for both profit and folly. I think we should probably involve him. If the merchants of Amsterdam can be pulled away from their obsession with tulips, they may be a good source of capital.”
“How would it work?” asked Trent. “I mean, I get the part about investing the money from lots of different investors in lots of different companies. But what do the people running the mutual fund get out of it?”
“I’m not sure,” said Sarah. “A salary, maybe bonuses based on how well the fund performs, or a percentage of the fund? I think it would depend on how the fund was set up.”
From there the discussion went into technical details of how such a business would be set up, and who would control what. Fletcher and Judy the Elder Wendell were sent for, as was the factor from Amsterdam, Kaspar Heesters. After much discussion it was determined that it would be an open fund. The fund managers would take up to three percent of the gross capital each year to pay any expenses incurred. There was some argument over the percentage, but Fletcher suggested that since it was unknown how large the fund would eventually be, and impractical to predict the percentage that might be needed with any precision, they should set it up so that the board could take less if it turned out that less was needed. He also suggested some sort of incentive to encourage the board to use no more money than they really did need. Bonus payments to the fund managers could only be made if the income of the fund was greater than the expenses.
To give it a stable base, the kids would put in some of their HSMC stock. Frantz would invest and arrange more from other sources in Badenburg and surrounding towns. Karl snuck out of the meeting to spend some time with his new bride. In passing he directed the mayor to the meeting. Informing him privately—where others could hear—that since the news had broken the principles were gathering in (mumble-mumble) and a servant would guide him.
* * *
Meanwhile, back at the rumor mill that the wedding party had turned into, the absence of the Sewing Circle, Karl, Frantz Kunze, and later, the Wendells and Kaspar Heesters had been noticed. The flurry of financial speculation went up a notch. When Karl collected the mayor and had him escorted somewhere, potential investors started lining up. Who got called first quickly became a matter of status. In minutes, everyone knew that news of the prospective business had broken too soon, and the principles were doing damage control. The inclusion of Frantz Kunze, the richest man in Badenburg, and Kaspar Heesters, a factor from Amsterdam, meant that the business was larger and better financed than expected.
The reception had been a big party, in fact the biggest party held in Badenburg since the start of the war. Financial and social movers and shakers from as far as eighty miles away were in attendance. As the financial feeding frenzy gathered steam, Karl and Ramona slipped quietly out the back. They were not heard from again for a week.
* * *
Fletcher and Judy Wendell left the meeting shortly after Karl did. They had been asked their opinion on the project, and in general they approved of it, although Fletcher was concerned about issues of possible insider trading. No sooner did they reach the street, than they were mobbed. While they had strong opinions on the matter of conflict of interest, they didn’t feel the need to mention that the new mutual fund had been born only minutes earlier. They satisfied themselves with refusing to recommend, officially, this mutual fund. They explained that, because their daughter was involved, any recommendation on their part would be a conflict of interest. When asked if they would be investing in it, they acknowledged that they probably would, and that was another reason for them not to tout it. They spent the rest of the afternoon explaining mutual funds in general.
* * *
Judy the Younger was very annoyed, heartily embarrassed, and ecstatically pleased all at once. The annoyance was because somehow, her sister, who couldn’t keep a secret if her life depended on it, had not let slip one word about a mutual fund or an investment bank. She was embarrassed because her friends in the Barbie Consortium expected her to have the low-down on the activities of the Sewing Circle. Heather and Susie had already made pointed comments about the lack of warning. She was pleased because the rumors of the mutual fund were causing some investors to sell their stock in good companies at ridiculously low prices, now that rumor said there would be a safe place to put their money. The Barbie Consortium was getting some amazing deals. Judy figured that the consortium would probably double its assets today. As far as the fund itself was concerned, she would tackle Sarah on that tonight.



Chapter 12: Susan’s Story
June 13, 1632: Velma Hardesty's Mobile Home
“I don’t know about you, Susan,” Tina said, “but I’m getting out of here before she wakes up. The last thing I want to deal with is Mom and one of her weepy hangovers.”
“C’mon, Tina. The hangovers are easier to live with than what’s really going to happen today,” Susan remarked, resignedly. “Considering the racket they made last night, today’s performance will be the ‘I’m so embarrassed’ show. Or maybe it will be the ‘I have a right to a life of my own’ show. Again.”
Deepening her voice, Tina announced “Welcome, viewers, to One Life in Grantville starring . . . Veeelllmmmaaa Hardesty!”
Pretending their life was just a soap opera helped them handle some of their mother Velma’s more outrageous actions. It gave them something to laugh about in a life that had become more and more difficult. Susan continued their usual routine with: “In today’s episode the adventure continues. Will Velma find the man of her dreams? Or, will she continue her never-ending search? Tune in tomorrow . . .”
Susan stopped abruptly when she saw the tears in Tina’s eyes. “Don’t, Tina,” she pleaded. “It doesn’t help to cry. We figured that out years ago.”
Tina wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and sniffed. “It wasn’t so bad before the Ring of Fire. Mom at least tried to act sort of respectable back then. Now she’s not even trying. People are noticing and starting to make remarks.”
“Yeah, I’ve heard them, too. It’s not like we can even hope to grow up and move away to start over. With only about three and half thousand up-timers, someone will always remember who raised us.” Susan looked intently at Tina, forehead creased with worry. “Let’s grab a few things and go see Grampa Fred. I have an idea.”
“Will it get us out of this trailer and away from Mom? Will we be able to escape this constant parade of admirers?”
“Maybe,” Susan answered. “I hope so. Mom’s just getting worse and worse. Maybe Grampa can help us find a way.”
June 13, 1632: Fred Logsden's house
“Grampa, we need to talk to you.”
Fred Logsden’s face lit up when he saw his granddaughters. There hadn’t been much happiness in his life lately. His wife, Susan, had died a few months ago, leaving him alone in the house. The rumors surrounding his former daughter-in-law were another cause for concern. Young Susan and Tina were his closest family since the Ring of Fire had left his son, Carney, back up-time.
It was hard to tell the girls apart if you didn’t know them. They both had long honey-colored hair and were nearly the same height. Tina at sixteen was just a bit taller and more finished looking than her sister. Susan, two years younger, seemed to be balanced on the edge between child and young woman.
“Girls, come on in.” He opened his arms for hugs. “It’s so good to see you.”
Released from the three-way hug, Susan looked around the small living room. “Grampa, if Gramma Susan could see this place she’d be chasing you with a broom. It’s a mess! Why don’t you hire a housekeeper?”
“Because I don’t want some strange woman running around my house clucking at me,” Fred remarked. “I pick up every day or so. Just leave stuff alone.”
“Nope,” Tina and Susan said in unison, as they swept through the room. As Fred watched in surprise, order emerged from chaos. In less than ten minutes the dirty dishes were soaking, the piles of clothing and papers were sorted and put away, and the furniture was dusted.
“We’ll finish it later, Grampa,” Susan said. “Right now we really need to talk to you. It’s pretty important.”
“Is Velma at it again, girls?” Fred asked.
“Yesterday she had beer for breakfast. She says she can’t afford coffee, but that’s just an excuse.” Tina grimaced. “She drinks off and on all day and then brings a man home every night. We never know who’s going to be there when we wake up. Last week, one of Mom’s men tried to open our bedroom door. We always lock it, but the door itself isn’t very strong. He was probably just trying to find the bathroom, but it still scares me, Grampa.”
“Mom never has had any sense about men,” Susan added. “The Ring of Fire just gave her a reason to act stupid here at home. She can’t just hop in her car and go to another town anymore. We’ve got to do something. Why should we have to live with this? It’s wrong, Grampa. Mom can live the way she wants to, but Tina and I shouldn’t have to be afraid to get up and go to the bathroom at night.”
“I heard she was running pretty wild lately, girls. I didn’t realize it was that bad, though.” Fred’s grizzled face showed his distress. “I guess when Cory left with the Army and Pam moved out, Velma must have thought you two were too young to realize what was going on.”
“You mean that Mom wanted us to be too young to understand,” Tina said. “She’s acting like some kind of tramp. We’re not too young to know what that means. I’m over sixteen, Grampa. I could quit school and get a job if I wanted to. The only reason I haven’t tried to leave before is because it would leave Susan alone with Mom. I’m not going to leave her there, by herself, with Mom acting this way. Especially not while some of those guys seem more interested in Susan than they do in Mom.”
“Why would they be interested in Susan?” Fred asked. “Are they thinking she’s, she’s—?”
“No, it’s not that. It’s the money,” Tina explained. “She’s got a lot of money now, since she sold the Barbies and especially since Ramona's wedding. Mom never pays any attention, so I don’t think she even knows about it yet. It makes me wish I hadn’t broken all of my dolls.”
Fred looked at the younger sister. “Susan, are you one of those ‘Barbie Dolls’ I’ve been hearing about? The little girls who got rich from selling their toys?”
“We don’t call ourselves ‘Barbie Dolls,’ Grampa. We’re the ‘Barbie Consortium.’ We took the money from the sale of the dolls and invested it. We even hired Helene Gundelfinger to do the legal stuff. We tell her what we want and she buys stock for us. Right now I have a lot of stock, but no cash. Helene says if I leave the stock alone I’ll have a lot of money someday. Right now, I’d have to sell some stock to get any money.
“A couple of Mom’s boyfriends seemed to think I could give them an edge with Other People’s Money. I can’t, really. They need to talk to Sarah or David. I don’t know enough about business or technical stuff yet. Grampa, all I really want to do is finish school and lead a normal life. Mom’s making that impossible. Can we come live with you?”
“Well, it’s been pretty lonesome around here since your Gramma died. I’d like to have the company, but Velma always insisted on keeping you with her. She got pretty mad when your dad tried to get custody after the divorce. I’m pretty sure she hasn’t changed her mind about that.”
Fred paused a moment. Velma had put on a good show during the custody battle. Enraged that Carney had called her an unfit mother, she had pulled out every trick she knew to disprove his statement. Somehow, she had managed to look like a respectable and caring mother. The judge had ruled in her favor.
Fred shook his head, and brought his mind back to the present. “Still, times are different now. You two aren’t safe living with Velma. Let’s go talk to Maureen Grady. She works for the Child Protection Agency. Maybe she’ll have an idea.”
“We brought overnight bags, Grampa. Mom won’t even notice we’ve left yet,” Tina said. “And we’re not going back there. If Mom decides to get nasty, we’ll just have to get nasty right back.”
June, 14 1632: Grantville Courthouse
Maureen Grady wasn’t much help.
“I understand the way you feel, girls,” she’d said. “I really do. But you aren’t being abused according to the law. I can’t take action against Velma when nothing bad has happened. Taking lovers isn’t against the law.”
Fred Logsden was nearly engulfed in rage. “You mean to tell me that we can’t do anything to protect these girls? We have to wait for one of them to be raped or beaten?”
“Fred, all I said was I can’t take legal action against Velma. I didn’t say we couldn’t do anything. First of all, we can petition the court to emancipate Tina. That won’t be a problem. She’s over sixteen and you can hire her as your housekeeper, so she’ll have a job.”
Maureen pursed her lips in thought and continued, “The real problem is Susan. She may be rich but she’s too young for legal emancipation. If we don’t want to leave her with her mother, we’re going to have to think of something else. I’m going to have to ask Maurice for a legal opinion. Will you three be okay for day or two? Judge Tito is really busy right now.”
“We’ll manage, Maureen. Just try to get it cleared up soon. Velma may be drinking too much right now, but she’s bound to notice that the girls haven’t been around much. Sooner or later, I’ll be getting an unpleasant visit.” Glumly, Fred muttered, “I’m not looking forward to it at all. Velma’s a holy terror when she’s mad.”
June 16, 1632: Velma Hardesty's Mobile Home
The holy terror was unleashed two days later.
Velma punctuated her screams of “You rotten bastard” and “Lousy, no-good, piece of shit!” with thrown pots, pans and crockery. This fellow had gotten overconfident and asked about Susan and the money Velma hadn’t known about. Velma’s reaction was not what he expected.
She stood with her ample chest heaving and watched her latest lover high-tail it out of the yard. Still incensed, she threw one more pan at the fleeing figure. “Don’t ever come back, you bastard!” she screamed.
The sound of a laugh being choked off made Velma realize that she was standing in full view of a large number of neighbors. Worse, she was wearing a skimpy teddy and a sheer robe, which were giving her audience quite an eyeful.
Drawing herself to her full height, Velma stared directly at the crowd. “You just wish you looked this good, you old bats.” She turned to go indoors.
After slamming the door, Velma headed for the shower. “They’ll be at Fred’s,” she steamed. “They always run to Fred.”
June 1632: Fred Logsden's house
Forewarned by a timely phone call, Fred, Susan and Tina decided to wait on the front porch. Velma’s tendency to make scenes in public would cause her to call them outside, anyway. This way, she might be confused for a moment.
“Time’s run out, Grampa,” Susan said. “Here comes Mom.”
Following the direction of Susan’s gaze, Fred immediately understood the concern in her voice. Velma was clearly “loaded for bear” today. Fred had to admit that Velma looked younger than her forty-four years, but he didn’t really think the mini-skirt and tank top were appropriate wear for a Sunday. Then again, Velma hadn’t set foot in church in years.
“Do you two want to go inside?” He asked. “I can handle this alone.”
“No, Grampa,” Tina answered. “We’re the reason she’s here. She may as well hear it from us.”
“There’s going to be a big scene, you know,” Susan remarked. “This time the ‘tragically deprived mother’ show isn’t going to work.”
“What’s all this ‘show’ you two talk about?” Fred asked. “I feel like I’ve walked into a soap opera.”
“We feel like we live in a soap opera, Grampa.” Susan explained. “We started naming Mom’s scenes a year or so ago. It gave us something to laugh about when she embarrassed us.”
“That show just got cancelled, girls,” Fred stated firmly as Velma finally reached the front walk.
Velma immediately began the confrontation. Standing with hands on hips, she barked: “You two might as well go get your stuff. You’re coming home with me, right now!”
“Afternoon, Velma,” Fred said, calmly. “Would you like to sit down and have a cup of coffee?”
“There won’t be time for that, old man,” Velma snapped. “We’re going home, now. And when we get there, Susan, we’re going to have a little talk about all this money you seem to have.”
“Is that what you want, Velma?” Sounding calm was already becoming an effort, but Fred wasn’t going to let his anger show. “Susan has money now, so you’ll pay attention to her? Or do you plan to get your own hands on it?”
“She’s my daughter. I’ve supported her all her life. She can just pay some of that back, can’t she?”
“No, Velma,” said another voice. “That isn’t the way it works.”
The trio on the porch started in surprise as Judge Maurice Tito walked up beside Velma and took her arm.
Maurice Tito hadn’t been a judge before the Ring of Fire. The acrimonious divorce and custody case of Velma and Carney Logsden had been a nine-day wonder at the time, so he hadn’t been able to not hear about it. Still, he believed in family and had been prepared to listen to Velma until a moment ago. Velma’s willingness to rob her own daughter of her future, stated boldly and publicly while she stood on her father-in-law’s front porch, had caused a rapid change in his evaluation.
“Come inside, Velma, before you embarrass yourself in public again today.” Judge Tito said. “Everyone, inside please. Fred, I’ll take a cup of that coffee you offered.”
Susan and Tina went inside with Fred, as Velma continued to struggle and try to pull away from the judge.
“Inside, Velma,” he said firmly. “You’re going to sit down and have a normal conversation. No dramatics, no fits and no screaming, period.”
“You can’t do this, damn it!”
“Yes, I can. We can go inside and do this quietly, or we can do it in court tomorrow, Velma. It’s up to you. I warn you, you won’t like it if you force me to convene the court.” Judge Tito looked sternly at Velma. “Your little business this morning caused about six phone calls to my house. No one in town appreciates the way you’ve been acting. Now, shut up and get inside.”
Susan and Tina had poured coffee for everyone and were sitting with Fred at the kitchen table when Judge Tito and Velma walked in. Velma took a seat at one end, while the judge took the other end.
“This isn’t actually a courtroom, but I’m the Chief Justice for the New United States now, so it will do. I’d like to do this and get home to spend some time with my family, so I don’t want to hear any arguments.” Judge Tito opened his briefcase. “Velma, in case you haven’t noticed, times have changed. We aren’t living in the safe world we had before the Ring of Fire. We just can’t afford the sort of shenanigans you got away with back up-time. Not when kids are involved.”
He cleared his throat, and spoke the next words in a more formal tone of voice. “Tina Logsden, I understand you’re now working as the housekeeper for Fred Logsden. Is this correct?”
“Yes, sir,” Tina stated.
“It is therefore the determination of this court that your petition for emancipation be granted. Here’s your paperwork. Don’t lose it, okay?”
Judge Tito turned to the younger sister. “Susan Logsden, I’m told that you have a net worth that exceeds my own, is that correct?”
“I’m sorry, Judge, but I don’t know your net worth, so I can’t say. I have a lot of investments and I can show you the last quarterly balance sheet, if you like.”
“No need, Susan. Maureen got a copy from Ms. Gundelfinger when she briefed me on the case and asked for my opinion. Considering what I heard on the porch just now, it’s clear that leaving you in Velma’s care isn’t in your best interest.”
Judge Tito gave Velma a hard look and sorted through some more documents. After placing two sheets of paper in front of Velma, he said, “Two things can happen now, Velma. You can sign the papers to give Fred custody of Susan. That’s this paper right here. If you sign it, Susan lives with her grandfather and there’s no issue of child support.”
Pointing to the other document, he continued, “Or, Fred can petition the court for custody and child support. That’s this paper. I can promise you this, Velma, if I have to waste a day in court, you aren’t going to be happy. You might have enough money left for food, but paying child support won’t leave you enough for very much else.”
After placing a pen on the first document, Judge Tito asked, “Well, Velma, what’s it going to be? A nice, quiet change of custody or a court battle you won’t win?”
Hands shaking, Velma signed the custody order.
“Velma, you can go home and live any way you want to now. I warn you though, don’t try to cause these girls any trouble. This is a protection order for them,” the judge said, as he filled in the blanks of another sheet of paper from his briefcase. “Now, business being finished, I’m going to drink this coffee and go home.”
Judge Tito did exactly that, as Velma sat stunned in her seat.
Fred, Susan and Tina continued to sit quietly after the judge left and waited for Velma to react. It took a few moments, but tears eventually began running down Velma’s face.
“Don’t bother with the tears, Mom. We’ve seen them before,” Tina said. “It’s not going to work this time. And please remember what the judge said about causing trouble.”
“You know you don’t really want us,” Susan told Velma. “We’ve known it for years now. All we want is to live normal lives. You wouldn’t let that happen, with your drinking and your men. Just leave us alone, please.”
“My own daughters don’t want me around. Fine, I’ll go,” Velma began to rant. “I’ll go home and throw all your stuff outside. Don’t come to me for any help when your lives go down the toilet.”
“Don’t bother with that, either, Velma,” Fred interjected. “As soon as we heard you were coming I called your sister, Betty. She went in and got all the girls’ things. There’s nothing left for you to damage, and there’s no one left who wants to deal with you. Betty didn’t even want to set foot in the trailer. She only did it as a favor for Susan and Tina. You’ve burned all your bridges, Velma. Go home and live with that.”
Velma stood and threw her coffee cup at Fred. Fred barely managed to catch it and set it on the table. “Go away, Velma,” he said. “Just go away.”
Tina, Susan and Fred kept their faces expressionless and waited for Velma to leave. After a searching look at each of them, Velma seemed to deflate and suddenly looked much older. She turned away and left the house.
After a few moments silence, Fred looked at the girls and grinned. “Well, that was easier that I thought it would be. Welcome to your new program, girls. What do you think we should call it? I vote for ‘Grampa knows Best.’ Or maybe ‘Rin Tin Tito.’ What about you?”
Susan, still a bit shaken by events, began to smile. “Neither one, Grampa. We don’t have to call it anything. It’s going to be just a regular life.”



Chapter 13: Consequences
June 18, 1632
Karl and Ramona had spent a lovely week in the best room in the best inn in Jena. Karl found that he liked the up-time custom of honeymoons. He was even considering making it an annual event, until they hit the city gate on their return.
It wasn’t that disaster had struck in his absence. In a way it was the reverse. “Herr Schmidt, Herr Kunze needs to talk to you before you talk to anyone else. I was told to tell you that it is vitally important that you see him before you make any statements to anyone, on anything.”
The nervousness of the guard bothered Karl. It seemed as though the guy was afraid Karl would have him hanged if he gave offense.
When they arrived at Frantz’s home, Ramona was whisked away to talk to the ladies while Karl was led to the study, only to be met with: “You picked a fine time to wander off.” But Frantz was smiling when he said it. “We’ve been working all week getting the fund organized. Have you seen a movie called ‘Other People’s Money’? The Wendells have a copy of it. I’ve spent the week trying to convince the parties involved that it’s the perfect name for the fund.”
“I still say it sounds like we’re putting up a sign saying ‘we’ll rip you off’,” said Sarah. “I think we should call it ‘A Rumor of Wealth.’ That’s how it started after all.”
“This is what you paid the gate guard to direct us here for? To get my opinion on the name of the kids’ latest project?”
“No, Karl. We got you here to tell you who has been involved for months in setting the project up, and the delicate negotiations about which of the investors would be on the board of directors. You’ll need to explain that the mayor was asked to serve on the board, but like you, felt he had to decline due to his extensive responsibilities. Likewise, three council members, including my miscreant son, have declined the opportunity to serve on the board.”
Said miscreant son, Bernhard by name, bowed graciously to his father without rising from his chair. “Speaking of miscreants, go ahead and sit down, Karl. Marlene will have your Ramona describing your wedding trip in detail for at least the next hour. Ah. Your face should turn red. All the suffering you’ve caused all the men of consequence in this town. That Karl Schmidt would become a figure of romance I never would have imagined in my worst nightmare. You realize that I will have to hear about your wedding trip for who knows how long?”
By now Karl’s face was an interesting shade of red, a sight David, Sarah, and Adolph never imagined seeing outside the heat of the foundry. The youngsters were having a certain amount of difficulty keeping their countenance bland. The idea of Mr. Schmidt as a figure of romance did not bear thinking about, especially for David and Adolph. On the other hand, Mr. Schmidt being teased was a rare joy.
Kaspar Heesters came to the rescue. “We have all the craft masters on the council, and about half the rest of the council as investors, and it worked out that each group would have one representative on the board. Herr Schroeder will be the representative of the crafts, and Herr Kunze for the patricians. There are several more from other towns in the area. In total there are forty-six initial investors including the Sewing Circle. About half are investing cash, the rest are contributing stock. The important thing here, Herr Schmidt, is that the names of those initial investors are secret. Not to keep people from knowing who they are, but rather to keep people from knowing who they aren’t. This is to avoid the embarrassment to people who have claimed to be investors before there was anything to invest in. That includes most of the forty-six members, by the way. In exchange for that double layer blanket of discretion, they have made certain concessions we couldn’t have otherwise obtained.
“The size of their investments is generally large. They have agreed to a seven person board and to its makeup. The board will consist entirely of down-timers, but Johan Kipper will have a seat as the representative of the Sewing Circle. The Sewing Circle will not be required to quit school and work full time for the fund. The whole project almost foundered on that point. It was only the threat of exposure that prevented it. We brought you here because it was vitally important that you know what answers to give when you are asked questions.”
“Very well. What did I know? And when did I know it?” Karl asked.
“Primarily, that it was long planned, and kept secret so as to avoid potential problems in the market. The secrecy was so that every effort could be made to insure the safety of the investors before any money changed hands. In other words, the way we should have done it,” said David. “Instead, we’re perpetrating the next best thing to a fraud in order to protect the reputations of people who should have known better.”
“Yes, we are, and you know why too, or should by now. I’ve explained it to you often enough in the last week.” Frantz wasn’t smiling now. “These are important people. They don’t take well to being made to look foolish. If what actually happened came out, they would be forced to deny it, and the only way that they would have any hope of being believed is if they blamed it on someone else—which would be you four and the up-timers in general. ‘No I didn’t pretend to be involved in a business that doesn’t exist. I was told about the fund weeks ago. When they didn’t get everything they wanted, the up-timers lied and tried to make a fool out of me.’ They would have to follow that up with strong and public condemnations of the Grantville Exchange, and that would do all the damage you were afraid of. Nor is it always their fault. The mayor of Eisenach wasn’t even here, but he would be made to look just as foolish as the others. More than half the investors never claimed any knowledge whatsoever. Several of them publicly denied it, but were not believed. Now enough! The disaster is averted, and will remain so. We all stick with the story.”
The young, thought Frantz, not for the first time that week, can be horribly self righteous.
“So how much money will you start with?” Karl asked. “I assume that there will be enough to start either the Washing Machine Company or the Home Power Plant Company.”
That got a snort from Kaspar. The one thing this venture wasn’t was under funded. The Washing Machine and the Home Power Plant companies were to be funded, and as quickly as possible handed off to others so that the twins would be available to consult on other projects brought to the fund.
August, 1634
A beautiful, warm autumn Saturday in seventeenth-century Germany was too good to be ignored. It seemed like every family in Grantville was out and about and had some business in town.
“Oh, Bill,” Blake said, “will you just look at her. She’s gorgeous. She’s a dream. She’s, she’s . . .”
“A pretty girl. But has red hair.” Wilhelm Magen was looking elsewhere. “That one, the one with the blond hair, is who I like. What is name?”
“That one over there? I think she’s Vicky Emerson,” Blake responded after following Bill’s look. “C’mon, she’s too tall and too thin. That redhead, Judy Wendell, now, she’s the really pretty one of the bunch.”
Bill Magen and Blake Haggerty were taking advantage of the crowd and using part of their lunch break to indulge in a bit of girl watching. The boys watched with interest as the group of girls known as the Barbie Consortium arrived at Tyler’s Restaurant.
“Not a single one of those girls would look at you, even if you saved her from a fire or something. Stuck up, snooty rich girls aren’t going to be interested in you police types.”
Startled, Blake turned to see Brandy Bates standing behind him. He had known Brandy since they were kids and she had even been his baby sitter for a while. She’d been nice to him back then, when he was a little kid and wondered about his real mother and why she had left. Brandy lived just down the street and had kept him company sometimes, even when she wasn’t babysitting. He had really needed someone back then and Brandy had always been ready to listen. In spite of the four-year age difference, they had been close.
The change in Brandy had happened suddenly and Blake didn’t care for the results at all. One day, right after the winter break, Brandy had quit going to high school, just a few months before her graduation. She had started hanging out with her cousin, Marlene, and with the crowd at the Club 250. Hanging out with Marlene was bad enough, Blake thought, but he really didn’t understand why Brandy continued to work at the Club 250. That crowd of crooks and lowlifes hadn’t improved since the Ring of Fire.
“Jeez, Brandy, don’t sneak up on me that way. None of those girls are stuck up or snooty. Susan Logsden is living with her grandfather, right on the same street we live on. She’s always nice. Besides, there’s nothing wrong with being police officers after we get out of the army. So, why wouldn’t one of those girls get interested in one of us?”
A bit late, Blake remembered the lessons in manners his stepmother had tried to drum into him. “Brandy, this is my friend, Bill Magen. Bill, this is Brandy Bates.”
Brandy ignored Bill’s extended hand and stared past him as though he didn’t exist. Bill blushed, dropped his hand, and turned his attention elsewhere.
“Yeah, right. You’re short and you’re scrawny and you probably don’t even shave yet.” To Blake’s increasing irritation, Brandy continued to ignore Bill. “Judy Wendell is way out of your league, and always was. Besides, she’s jailbait.”
“I wasn’t even thinking about anything like that, Brandy. They’re just pretty girls, and I’m not too blind to see it,” Blake answered sharply. “Y’know, Brandy, I used to like you a lot, but lately, you don’t act like you care about anything. Ever since you went to work at the Club 250 and started hanging around with Marlene, you’ve just gotten mean.”
“Why should I care about anyone? Being nice doesn’t get you anywhere.”
“It doesn’t look to me like being mean is getting you anywhere either, Brandy,” Blake retorted. “I liked you a lot better back before you started acting like this. Maybe you ought to find something else to do with your life. Hanging out with those losers at the Club 250 is just going to get you into a mess of trouble someday. Besides, it’s pretty stupid to hate Germans, especially when you’re stuck in the middle of Germany. I thought you were smarter than that.”
“Blake, look at this,” Bill interrupted. “Is maybe trouble coming.”
Blake followed Bill’s gaze and saw two men standing on the other side of the street. One of them seemed to be staring daggers at a well-dressed German woman who was about to enter Tyler’s Restaurant. The animosity in his eyes was obvious, even from across the street.
“He looks really pissed off. I wonder why. What do you suppose she did to him? We need to get back on duty anyway, Bill. How about we wander across the street and look official? It might stop trouble before it starts.”
“Right,” Brandy snorted. “Official! That’s a laugh. You don’t have a gun and you look like you’re dressed up in your father’s uniform. Real impressive.”
Blake’s feelings were stung again. It was true that the uniforms were new and didn’t fit very well. Even so, Blake was still proud of his uniforms, and proud to have been selected for MP training after Basic.
“What’s next for you, Brandy, have a bunch of kids and nowhere to go but down?” he snapped.
Turning away from Brandy, Blake said softly, “Sorry, Bill. She used to be such a nice person. I don’t know what happened, but she’s just not the girl she used to be. I wish . . . “
* * *
Henning Drugen stiffened as he saw the two young men head across the street. They didn’t appear to be moving with any purpose, but Henning was nervous. Arend just wasn’t making any sense lately.
“Arend, let’s go. They look like children, but they are wearing ‘MP’ armbands,” he muttered. “I told you this wasn’t a good idea.”
“They are puppies. And we are doing nothing wrong,” Arend answered. “We cannot be arrested if we are doing nothing wrong. I am just watching that woman. I have done nothing.”
Henning was still amazed by the Americans. They just didn’t bother people who appeared to be obeying the law. There were no suspicious looks and no indistinct mutterings directed toward new people in town. Grantville’s residents let you make a life on your own merits, in your own way. It was very unlike his family’s experience, when they tried to start over in Jena after the destruction of Magdeburg. Henning much preferred Grantville. The town was a fine place to start a new life.
“That woman destroyed me. She and those girls, they are all demons. They gave me only a pittance. She owes me and I will make her pay. Why do you defend her?”
“They paid you, and paid in good money. They also paid exactly what you asked,” Henning answered. “It is your own fault that you fell into the trap they set. I told you to wait.”
“Helene Gundelfinger and that girl made a fool of me. I lost everything. We all, even Justine, must work like slaves. This is not what I intended.”
“Arend, they did not make a fool of you, you did it to yourself,” Henning responded. “It was my father and his gold that allowed you to join us when we left Magdeburg. I believe in my father’s choice. We have only to wait, just a while longer, and the oven works will begin to pay. And you didn’t lose everything, anyway. I will pay the dowry in time. The Americans have a saying . . . something about getting out of the heat if you can’t work in the kitchen. You panicked. I came here only to tell you that I will have nothing to do with this plan of yours. I am leaving.”
“I must have my money. I will marry Justine only if I have it.”
“Justine and I wish to stay in Grantville. Now that our father has died and our property is gone, we have only the investments that he left. Justine and I must make our own way, for now. My sister does not want to marry you if you are going to cause trouble. We have jobs and we are willing to work. This idea you have, that Helene Gundelfinger owes you something, it is not right. We will not help you.”
* * *
As he watched Henning’s back recede, Arend Nebel’s thoughts grew more and more hate-filled and angry. First, the Gundelfinger woman and that girl had impoverished him. Now, Henning had deserted him and Justine had proven she was a faithless woman. He would be avenged against them all.
Tyler's Restaurant
“I’m not going to listen to this,” Vicky yelled, while grabbing her jacket and purse. “I’ll do what I want and it’s none of your business. You can just count me out of this whole thing.” Helene suspected that even Vicky didn’t know if “whole thing” meant the consortium itself, her long-term friendship with the other girls, or just the intervention her friends had attempted.
After Vicky had slammed out of the room, the rest of the girls stared glumly at Judy. “Well, that didn’t work very well,” Gabrielle Ugolini muttered. Gabrielle clearly considered her overstuffed book bag the most important part of her wardrobe. She still wore her up-time clothing and probably would until it wore out or she outgrew it.
The girls had been trying to explain to Vicky the consequences of spending too much of your investment capital. It was supposed to be an intervention, like people did up-time for alcoholics or drug users. The idea was to try to save Vicky before she blew her share of the fortune they had made. They had picked the private room at Tyler’s, hoping that Vicky wouldn’t want to make a scene in a public place. The idea hadn’t worked very well.
“It might have gone better if you hadn’t called her an overdressed scarecrow, Millicent,” Judy responded. “You know she’s sensitive about being so tall.” Judy was dressed well, but it wasn’t a new outfit. She bought what she needed, but was selective about it. Helene was convinced that if Judy began wearing old grain sacks to school, every teenager in town would start wearing the same thing.
“Well, she is. Overdressed, I mean.” It was easy to see that there was a certain amount of jealousy in Millicent’s comment, true as it was.
Millicent’s mother, Anita Barnes, didn’t seem to have realized that Millicent was growing up. Compared to the departed Vicky, Millicent looked like a child, tiny and delicate, with a mane of dark curly hair that overpowered her face. Helene knew that Millicent’s tiny size was a source of great frustration to her. She often complained that “looking like a ten-year-old” was the reason she wasn’t allowed to spend any of her own money, and also why, to her extreme irritation, her mother still picked out her clothes. Vicky might hate being tall, but Millicent envied her height and her mature appearance.
Susan Logsden spoke up. “There’s no reason for her to buy a new outfit practically every week. She’s spending money like it was water. I hoped she would see sense, and listen to us. Not Vicky, though. She’s going to go right on doing the same thing until she’s broke.” Susan didn’t seem to mind that her clothing was more worn than that of the other girls. Susan was so focused on getting rich that Helene sometimes found her intensity a bit worrying.
“Life was a lot simpler before we had any money, wasn’t it?” Judy asked. “I didn’t realize how complicated this was going to be. There’s so much to learn. I have nightmares about being smothered in balance sheets. Sometimes I dream the market really crashes and we all wind up back where we started.”
“You dream that, too? That’s my mother’s nightmare. Every day she tells me I need to sell everything and put the money in a savings account,” Millicent said. “When I try to tell her that I’m earning a lot more than three percent this way, she just looks at me like I’m crazy. She’s still trying to make me do things her way.”
“It is a little scary sometimes. Even my dad thinks so,” Judy responded. “Savings accounts may be safe, but you have to put money to work if you want to make more of it. Maybe we can find a way to reassure your mom. Does anyone else have anything we need to talk about?”
Gabrielle, Susan and Heather all shook their heads. “Let’s get this show on the road, Judy,” Heather Mason remarked in her practical, down-to-earth way. “If Vicky won’t listen, then she won’t listen. If Hayley can’t be on time, she’ll just have to learn on her own. Frau Gundelfinger, what’s today’s subject?”
Helene Gundelfinger smiled at her serious young protégés. She hadn’t intended to become their tutor, but most of the girls wanted to understand what they were doing. They listened to her advice, took the time to absorb everything they could and based a lot of their decisions on her experience and knowledge of the area. With a bit of carefully impartial input from Judy’s parents and sister, the girls were well on their way to becoming extremely intelligent business investors. They were also very good at gathering information on what was happening in the business community. Helene couldn’t resist the opportunity to teach such curious and inquiring minds.
“Today, we continue the discussion on diversifying our investments,” she began. “Millicent, your mother might be happier if we do this. It is not a new concept. If you buy one ship and it sinks, you have lost your whole investment. If you buy a share of a dozen ships and one sinks, the others pay for the loss. The same thing is true about investing in the businesses that are starting up. If we diversify we can invest in more risky ventures because we’re risking only a small part of our money in any one venture. It is very simple, yes?”
Helene expected the girls to nod and smiled when they did. Basic theory like this was nothing new to them. Specifics were more complicated and that’s where Helene came in. She had agreed to become their business manager and “adult face” after the girls had invested in the Higgins Sewing Machine Company on their own. She was impressed by their intentions and by the information they had found on a new business startup.
Helene wasn’t sure where they got all their information, but between them, the seven girls knew nearly every up-timer in Grantville. At the very least, they knew someone who knew someone else in the small town. Helene had come up with some cash and joined the “consortium” when they invested in that first start-up. Helene provided experience and contacts, the girls provided information on what was going on with the up-timers. So far it was working remarkably well.
“So, we continue . . .”
* * *
Judy grinned at Frau Gundelfinger’s daughter as she left the meeting. It was kind of unusual for a woman of Mrs. G’s status to keep a child with her as much as she did, especially when the child was just a toddler. Judy thought that Mrs. G just wanted the kid exposed to Grantville’s attitudes from a very young age.
From some of the comments Mrs. G had made, Judy was pretty sure that she’d had a rough time after being widowed. Some brother-in-law was giving her trouble, using her involvement in business as an excuse to try to take over her property. Women were allowed to do business here, something that had come as a shock to most of the up-timers. Still, there was some prejudice against them. The “glass ceiling” in seventeenth-century Germany was a lot harder and set a lot lower than it had been in the twenty-first century. Consequently, Mrs. G embraced Grantville and its attitudes.
Having the kid around didn’t bother Judy or the other girls. She was a cute little thing, and was really polite and quiet most of the time. The Barbie Consortium did, now and then, worry about what would happen if Mrs. G got involved with some guy, though. Especially if he were some older dude, who might object to the amount of time and effort she put into teaching them.
August 1632: Fred Logsden's house
Tina set out the plates and headed back to the kitchen. She was getting paid by her grandfather to keep house, so she was keeping house. She wasn't getting paid much, because the truth was Grampa didn't have much. He owned the house free and clear and he owned the lawnmower in the garage and the electric weedwacker, but he had sold the car three months ago to pay for living expenses since the Ring of Fire had ended social security and he was unwilling to take charity. He was also utterly insistent that the girls inherit the small three bedroom house. They had been living here almost two months and in that time the precariousness of their situation was made clear. Tina's house cleaning had found a lot of stuff missing from house and garage. Grampa had been slowly selling everything he owned to keep going without getting into debt.
During the same time, Susan had been going over the family accounts with the help of Millicent Anne Barnes and Trudi von Bachmerin, a down-timer girl who was familiar with down-time law. Now they were bringing in the big guns.
The doorbell chimed and Susan was there like a shot. She invited Mrs. Gundelfinger and her daughter in. Grampa came out and was introduced. Mrs. Gundelfinger was developing pretty good English and Grampa was still almost totally without German, so they spoke English with only occasional catches when odd words cropped up. They explained that the best thing he could do was mortgage the house and invest the money.
"It still seem risky to me, Mrs. Gundelfinger," Grampa said. "What happens if there's a market crash? My folks were always on about that Great Depression." Grampa was just a little young to remember the Great Depression. "We could lose everything and end up with the girls out on their ears. Besides, I don't follow how this Barbie Consortium works."
"Well, Herr Logsden," said Mrs. Gundelfinger, "it's a limited partnership. It doesn't prevent the girls from making separate investments, but by pooling their funds for certain investments, they are in a much better position to get controlling interest in companies. And that's important if the companies are being poorly managed."
"It's like this, Grampa," Susan explained, "If we go in together, we get out what we put in, plus a share of the profits that matches our initial investment. So the more we have to invest, the more we get out. For you, you need an income and with Social Security gone, it needs to be an investment income. If you just sell stuff to live off of, you're going to run out of stuff."
"Hon, I'm likely to run out of me before I run out of stuff."
"Don't talk like that, Grampa," Susan said.
"Even if that's true, Herr Logsden, you will leave your granddaughters in a much better position by investing than by selling off goods and living off your capital," Mrs. Gundelfinger explained.
There was more discussion, but Susan, Tina, and Mrs. Gundelfinger managed to convince Fred Logsden to get a mortgage on the home and turn the money that they wouldn't need for living expenses over to Susan to invest. That money, increased the available funds of the Barbie Consortium and would lead in a few months to a major blunder. There is a truism—one that is really true for a change—about money. The more you have, the easier it is to make it grow. The combined money made for more opportunities.



Chapter 14: Break Down
August, 1632: Mason House
“Nnnnnnoooooooooo!”
The anguished scream coming from her daughter’s bedroom made Vickie Mason jump nearly out of her skin. “What on Earth?” she asked her husband, “Arnold, what in the world?”
“I don’t know, dear,” he responded, “but whatever it is, it isn’t going to be good. Heather hardly ever makes any kind of noise. I think she’s got to be the only quiet teenager in the world.”
The slamming of a door and the thumping on the stairs told Arnold and Vickie that they would soon hear about the problem. It was a bit of a worry. Heather just didn’t make scenes. She was just about the most practical person in the family, and even seemed a bit coldhearted sometimes. Even the news that her favorite aunt, Gayle Mason, would be going to London and facing unknown hazards during the journey hadn’t caused this kind of uproar.
“It’s broken,” Heather wailed as she ran into the room. “It’s broken and there aren’t any more! What am I going to do now?”
“Honey, it can’t be all that bad. What are you talking about, anyway? What’s broken?” Arnold asked, worried.
“My CD player, Dad. It just quit, right in the middle of “Walking to New Orleans.” I’ll never get to listen to my music again. I’ll be stuck listening to VOA!”
Arnold hid a grin. It was odd for a young girl who was as practical as Heather to be obsessed. It was especially odd for a girl born in the late 1980s to have this particular obsession. Doo-wop music, early rock and roll, even early 1960s folk music were what Heather enjoyed, as well as some blues and jazz. She didn’t care much for any other type of music, like country, classical, or opera. Her CD collection was pretty impressive for a young girl, but it only included the types of music she preferred.
“Maybe someone can fix it, honey. Try Larry Dotson at the hardware store,” Arnold suggested.
“I could lend you my cassette player, and some tapes, if you like,” Vickie offered, hiding her own grin. Arnold anticipated Heather’s next reaction.
“Eeeeyyyyeeewww, Mom,” Heather muttered, right on cue. “like I really want to listen to ‘Blue Eyes Crying in the Rain’ a million times.”
“It beats nothing, doesn’t it?”
“Not by very much,” Heather answered, aware now that she was being teased. “Do you want anything from downtown? I need to go to the hardware store and talk to Mr. Dotson. Maybe someone will sell me a player, but it will probably cost a fortune.”
“You can pick up a loaf of bread, please, and be careful in town. I swear, getting around Grantville lately must be as hard as getting around New York City used to be. So many people!”
“Yeah,” Heather commented, as she grabbed her bag and turned to leave, “sometimes I wish we were back in the old days. Or up in the new days. Or . . . whatever . . . you know what I mean.”
Arnold and Vickie exchanged a look. Yes, they knew what Heather meant. They felt the same way sometimes.
Club 250, Grantville
“Velma’s either getting really drunk or really brave,” Brandy remarked. “Why do you suppose she started hanging around here, anyway? She used to do her drinking out of town.”
“Nowhere to go and no way to get there, I guess. She’s been drinking here a lot lately, and she never stops spouting off. She’s decided it’s the Germans’ fault that she lost her kids. It sounds crazy to me, but her money is as good as anyone’s,” Fenton answered. “You know, if she keeps trying to flirt with old Ape, Wilda is going to snatch her bald. That ought to be a sight to see.”
Brandy started to laugh, but stopped suddenly as she felt someone press against her and reach around to grab her breast. Without thinking, she drove her elbow into the body behind her. The muffled oooof sound made her smile. As the offender stepped back, Brandy turned and dumped a full mug of beer over Freddie’s head. Freddie wasn’t especially big or strong and stood wheezing and dripping beer all over the floor. The rest of the customers started laughing and making remarks, poking fun at Freddie.
“I told you to keep your hands to yourself, you little weasel. Touch me again and I’ll break the beer mug over your head instead of just dumping the beer.”
Being pawed by the clientele of the Club 250 had never been something Brandy enjoyed. The club itself had long ago lost its rather meager attractions for her. The place was a pit, and she was starting to hate it.
Blake Haggerty’s question “What’s next, a bunch of kids and nowhere to go but down” as well as his remarks about her “meanness,” had been on Brandy’s mind all day. She had to admit that Blake was telling the truth. She wasn’t getting anywhere, and probably wouldn’t ever get anywhere, if she kept on this way. She had watched her cousin Marlene trying to cope with all those kids after Donnie and Melodie had snuck away from home. That had been instructive, too. Why Marlene was willing to live with a man who had two girlfriends in the same house was something that no one understood, especially Brandy.
Brandy was convinced that she just didn’t want to wind up like Marlene, Melodie, or Velma. She needed to do something, make some kind of change, even if she hated to think about another wrenching adjustment. Brandy wasn’t sure what kind of life she did want, but almost anything would be better than winding up like those three.
“What’s going on in here?” Ken shouted, obviously drawn from the office by the noise. “Can’t a person get anything done around this place?”
Brandy said, “This jerk tried grabbing my boobs again. I’m sick of it and I’m not taking it, anymore. I told him last week to keep his stinking hands to himself. If you won’t stop him, I will.”
“And I told you last week to stop pouring beer on the paying customers, Brandy. They pay me money, you cost me money, and you’re not even a good waitress,” Ken yelled. “You know he’s harmless. Can’t you even take a joke? I ought to fire you.”
“Go ahead, Ken,” Brandy yelled back, glad for an excuse to do it. “I’m tired of this crummy dive anyway. Better yet, I quit. I know I can do better than this. Take your rinky-dink job and shove it!”
“Tell me that when you come crawling back, you useless bitch. What are you going to do now, huh? Make a living with your so-called brain? You can’t keep more than two drink orders straight and you don’t know how to do anything else, either,” Ken kept on. “You’re useless and you’re stupid on top of it! Waitresses are about a dime a dozen, so it’s not like I’ll miss you. Maybe I can find a waitress who can actually work this time. You damn sure don’t.”
Velma Hardesty, who was listening avidly, decided it was time to throw her two cents in the pot and stir up some more trouble. “I’ll work for you, Ken. That pizza joint isn’t any fun, anyway. There are too many precious little rug-rats, and their darling moms and pops. I’m tired of not seeing any interesting people.” Leaning forward over the table, Velma flashed her cleavage at Ken. “I’m a lot more fun than that little tootsie is, I guarantee.”
Ken stopped his tirade and stared at Velma with his eyes alight. “You’re hired. You can start right now. Even with a few beers in you, you’ve got to be better than she is.”
Brandy started laughing. The byplay between Velma and Ken, along with his hateful comments, had convinced her that she was right to leave. She couldn’t stay here and listen to Ken’s crap anymore. She had to do something, anything, else.
Brandy kept laughing as she gathered her things and began the walk home alone. As she walked, things she didn’t like to think about, emotions she usually tried to ignore crept into her mind and got the better of her. By the time she got home she was nearly hysterical. She was so glad to be home, finally, that she dissolved into her worried mother’s arms, and started to cry.
Bates Household
“So, do you want to tell me what happened?” Donna asked the next morning, as she poured Brandy a cup of coffee. The coffee was a rare treat these days. The scant teaspoon of sugar she used to sweeten Brandy’s cup was just as rare. Sugar was hideously expensive and Donna couldn’t afford much of it. Still, she had been waiting for what she hoped was happening for several years and felt like a small celebration was in order.
“Exactly what you told me would happen, Mom. I got sick of the job, sick of the people, and I just couldn’t take it anymore,” Brandy admitted. “You were right. It’s no kind of life for anyone. Satisfied?”
“I wouldn’t say satisfied, Brandy. I’m sorry you’ve been hurt, and I’m sorry you’ve wasted four years finding out that I was right,” Donna answered. “I never wanted you to hang out with that crowd, and I’m very, very glad you’ve come to your senses about them. What I meant was do you want to tell me why you started hanging out with those people in the first place?”
Brandy’s face froze. Donna realized that she had pushed this subject too soon, and Brandy still wasn’t going to talk about it.
“What did happen last night?” she asked.
“I got tired of being pawed is what happened. I dumped a beer over someone’s head and got fired. I’m sure I’ll get a real good reference from Ken, won’t I?” Brandy sneered. “Not that I’d get a good reference from anyone. What am I going to do now? I’ve never done anything but wait tables. And I’ve never worked anywhere but the club.”
“You could take a week or so off and spend some time thinking, if you want to. We can afford that. Marvin Tipton stopped by to see me a while back. He said that he’s talked to Peggy Craig and arranged a job for you, if you ever want it. You can start at the elementary school lunchroom Monday if you want to. Marvin promised that the job would be there when you wanted it.”
“Great, Mom. I can go sling hash for a bunch of brats, what fun.”
“Brandy,” Donna snapped, “you said yourself that you’ve never done anything else. If you really mean this, you’re going to have to get your GED and you’re going to have to prove that you can work at a real job. You can’t spend four years at the bottom of the barrel and expect to start at the top somewhere else. Be realistic. It takes years to get ahead.”
Donna could tell that Brandy hadn’t thought that far. Sitting there, surprised at her mother’s vehemence, Brandy took a sip of her coffee and thought for a while. “This isn’t going to be easy, is it, Mom? A GED? Go back to school after all this time?”
Grantville High School
“Heather, have you seen Vicky lately?” Judy asked. “I tried to call her, but she wouldn’t come to the phone.”
“Every time she sees me, she turns around and heads in a different direction,” Heather answered. “Gabrielle even went over to her house, but the housekeeper said she wasn’t home. Gabrielle said she knew it wasn’t true, because she had just seen Vicky go in.”
“This is stupid. We were just trying to help.”
“You know, Judy, the spending might not be the whole problem. It seems like Vicky’s been a little weird since before the Ring of Fire,” Heather mused. “Do you remember when she told us her Mom was pregnant? It seems like it started back then. She got kind of moody, and now she’s competing against everyone. It seems like she’s out to get people.”
“Yeah, come to think of it, she hasn’t been acting very happy about anything, has she?”
“I don’t know what her problem is, Judy. She’s still calling people ‘marks,’ too. It’s kind of mean.”
Judy fell into thought for a few moments. Vicky was competing with everyone, dressing to attract attention, trying to stay in the spotlight. Maybe jealousy was at the heart of her problem. Judy said, “Maybe she was competing with her friends, because she couldn’t compete with her little brother. Maybe that’s part of the problem. It’s not something we can fix, but it might help if she talked to us about it. We’ve all been friends forever and I just hate it when we fight.”
“Yeah, me, too. You don’t have an extra CD player, do you?”
Heather’s abrupt change of subject didn’t really surprise Judy. Heather probably didn’t realize how uncaring she sounded, but that was just Heather. She always tried to avoid emotional conversations.
“Afraid not, and I’m being very careful with the one I do have, too. I’m not sure they can even be fixed if they break, can they?” Judy asked.
Heather’s face was glum. “Mr. Dotson is going to try to fix it. But he said not to hope too hard.”
Downtown Grantville
“Officer?”
Bill Magen looked towards the whisper. One of the men he had noticed a few days ago was standing in shadow, motioning at him. Blake started forward, but Bill stopped him with a hand on his shoulder. “Let me,” he whispered, “He’s German and may not have much English.”
Moving toward the man, Bill began speaking in his own language. After a hurried conference, during which the man darted looks all around, Bill nodded and the man hurried off.
As Bill rejoined Blake, he noticed Blake’s querying look. “Is a worried man, this Henning is. Do you remember the men we saw, the ones at Tyler’s? And that man who looked so angry?”
“I remember. That one guy looked really mean,” Blake remarked. “I wondered why he was staring at that woman.”
“That man is Arend Nebel. The woman is Helene Gundelfinger. He was part of the stock panic a few months ago, you remember hearing about it?”
“Oh, yeah. All that stuff. I remember. A bunch of people got silly about rumors, wasn’t it? So, what’s his problem?”
“Is not silly, Blake,” Bill answered. “Is very serious to this man, Arend. He lost a lot of money and is very angry. Henning, he says that Arend is dangerous and is planning something. Henning does not know what, but wanted we should watch Arend.”
“There’s not a lot we can do, Bill, except spread the word around. If he hasn’t done anything, we can’t just go arrest him on someone’s suspicions.”
“I will ask Sergeant Grooms when we report in,” Bill remarked. “We can watch for this Arend Nebel, at least. He might try something.”
Adult Education Center
“Well, Brandy, do you want the good news or the bad news first?” Jessica Whitney asked as she walked into the office.
Brandy’s hopes sank. The tests hadn’t seemed that difficult, except for the math test. Wincing, she answered, “You may as well just dump it all out, Mrs. Whitney. How bad was it?”
“Not nearly as bad as I think you think it was, Brandy. You passed the language arts portions with flying colors, as a matter of fact. Do you do a lot of reading?”
“Not especially. I used to read some magazines, sometimes. I’ve tried reading a few books, but I never really found anything I liked very much. Some of them were just silly. And some of them were a real bore. Who could believe,” Brandy asked with a grin, “that humans could colonize the entire galaxy? And why would some woman run away to sea and become a pirate? And, if she was any good at it, why would she give it up for love? Sure. That makes a lot of sense. Come on!”
Jessica smiled in response. “Well, I suppose everyone has their own preference in entertainment. You know, you also passed the social studies portion of the test. The only problem areas are science and math. It’s going to take some study and a fair bit of work, but you could have your GED in a couple or three months. Are you willing to work on it?”
“I need to pass those tests. I’ll work on it and I’ll study, if you tell me what I need to do. It will have to be part time, though. I’m not going to let my mother support me, so I’ll have to find another job real soon,” Brandy answered with renewed hope.
“Do you have one lined up, yet?”
“I guess I could go to the elementary school lunchroom. Peggy Craig says I can start there, anytime I want. I’m not real crazy about the idea. I don’t really like kids very much, but a job’s a job,” Brandy answered.
“People say that there’s nothing wrong with any kind of honest work, Brandy. And there isn’t. But, have you ever thought of aiming a little higher? Anyone can serve food in a cafeteria, but not everyone can read and understand English as well as you could, if you worked at it. Have you heard about the Grantville Research Center? They could use some younger people, and it looks like you could be a help to them,” Jessica responded. “Their budget isn’t that large, so I’m not sure what they’ll pay. And I warn you, you’d have to do a lot of reading. It won’t always be interesting reading, either. Research is so much harder without the internet to rely on that you might think that the job is pretty hard to do, at first.”
“You think I could get a desk job? Would they hire me, Mrs. Whitney? I haven’t done anything like that, ever.”
“Give me a day or so to talk to Laura Jo or Meg. I’ll let you know, okay?” Jessica smiled warmly at Brandy. “You scored really well on reading comprehension. They need that. If you can pay enough attention to all the little details, you can do it.”
Bates Household
“And how was your day?” Donna asked as Brandy slumped into a chair.
“My brain hurts. My eyes are going to cross if I have to read another word.” Brandy groaned. “I never knew that so many people could have so many questions. Where do rubber trees grow? What is the melting point of . . . whatever it was, I can’t remember. “What’s the chemical composition of . . . something? It might be easier to wash pots and pans all day. Why am I doing this, again?”
Donna grinned at her tired daughter as she rubbed her own aching legs. In spite of her complaints about the research, Brandy seemed to be enjoying herself. Donna was glad to see that Brandy was beginning to look like her old self. She looked happier and somehow softer, less like the hard-edged barmaid. “We go through this every evening, Brandy. You’re doing it to make a better life for yourself. How are the studies coming along?”
“Pretty well, I think. Mrs. Whitney says I can probably pass the test in a couple of months. I got to sit down and have lunch with Justine, today, too. She’s just about my age and her English is pretty good. I like her.”
“Why don’t you plan to invite her over in a few weeks, then?” Donna asked. “You and I are going to have a little celebration, pretty soon.”
“What do we have to celebrate, Mom?”
“Oh, lots of things. Your new job, new friends, old friends, and most of all,” Donna paused as she placed a packet of papers on the table, “I made the last payment on the mortgage today. The house is all ours, finally. Now, with the extra money, maybe we can remodel that garage.”
Brandy smiled at her mother. Donna had wanted to pay off the mortgage for years. Converting the garage to a room to rent would add even more money to their budget. Donna’s excitement and happiness at her success was infectious. “I’d like to invite Blake, if you don’t mind, Mom. And I really ought to include that pal of his. Bill Something . . . Magen, I think. I sort of owe both of them an apology.”
Downtown Grantville
“There is girl, again,” Bill muttered with a sigh.
Blake followed Bill’s gaze and saw Vicky Emerson walking toward them. Even to Blake’s untutored eyes, Vicky looked like a wealthy young woman. He had recently paid the bill for having his uniforms altered to fit and was still surprised at the cost of the clothing he had seen in the shop. The simple alterations hadn’t cost that much, but the price of fabric for new clothing was incredible. With fabric that expensive, Blake couldn’t imagine what Vicky’s outfit had cost.
Bill sighed again. “Her parents must be very wealthy for her to dress so well. They must be arranging a very good marriage for her.”
Blake stared at Bill in surprise. Bill had some of the strangest ideas sometimes. How could anyone think that an American parent would arrange a marriage?
“She’s only fourteen or fifteen, Bill. Her parents won’t have marriage in mind for years, and even then they won’t arrange it. She’ll pick her own husband. Besides, she’s the one who’s rich. Her mom is a teacher and her dad works at the power plant. You can’t get rich that way.”
Bill looked at Blake in surprise. Blake had the strangest ideas sometimes. How could any responsible parent not arrange a proper marriage? And, how could any young girl be rich if her parents weren’t? And, there was just no way that this girl could be only fourteen years old. She certainly didn’t look that young to Bill.
Research Center
“Justine, what happened?” Brandy asked. Justine had run past her, crying and in a panic.
Justine stood at the washbasin, holding a wet cloth over her left eye. Her normally neat appearance wasn’t in evidence today. One of her sleeves was torn, her hair loose from its usually neat braid and her face was flushed. Her right eye leaked tears and she appeared to be shivering with fright.
“What is going on around here?” Barbara Monroe boomed, causing both young women to jump. “What on earth? Justine, what happened to you?”
“That’s what I’m trying to find out, Mrs. Monroe,” Brandy answered, “but Justine hasn’t had a chance to answer me.”
Barbara approached the shivering Justine and coaxed her to lower the cloth. The flesh around Justine’s left eye was beginning to show some spectacular color. It was going to be a remarkable shiner.
“Who did this, Justine? Tell me. I’m going to call the police right now.” Barbara was outraged. “Who ever it was is going to spend a few days in jail.”
“No, please,” Justine cried. “Please do not, Frau Monroe. Do not, I beg you.”
“Young lady, no one is going to attack you and get away with it. Who was it?”
Justine stubbornly refused to answer, until Barbara gave up her questioning. “Brandy, I don’t know what’s going on, but if she won’t let me call the police, why don’t you take her to your house? She’s in no state to work. Besides, I don’t want anyone to see her this way. You’ll both still get paid for today, I’ll see to that. Keep her with you for the weekend, even. Maybe by Monday she’ll come to her senses and turn this person in. Wait here, while I go get Reardon Miller to walk you two home.”
Bates Household
Brandy could tell that Justine had been a little afraid to leave the building, but the presence of Mr. Miller reassured her. The walk to Brandy’s house was fairly short and no one bothered the girls. The streets weren’t exactly deserted, but almost everyone in the neighborhood worked, so the area was nearly empty. Once they had entered the house and locked the doors, Mr. Miller headed back to the research center.
Brandy got Justine settled on the couch in the living room and made a couple of cups of mint tea. After serving Justine, she sat down and tried to organize her thoughts.
Brandy looked over at Justine, who sat quietly and seemed to be beginning to relax. “Who did this?”
Justine began crying quietly. Brandy was dismayed at how quickly the tears began. “Justine, just tell me. I’m not going to call the cops. I just want to know so we can stay away from whoever did it.”
Justine seemed to calm down and finally began to speak. “It was Arend. He was the man I would marry, if Magdeburg had not been destroyed, if we had stayed at home. My father, he brought him with us, when we fled. He has gone mad, Brandy. He did this when I told him I must come to work. He screamed that I have helped to destroy him, and that I am becoming too much like the Americans. He screamed that he would kill me, if I did not stop.”
Brandy could tell that this wasn’t the whole story. Her own experience left her feeling that Justine was leaving out a lot of details.
“What else did he do? This isn’t all of it, Justine.”
Justine couldn’t answer at first, she was crying so hard. “Henning, he does not know. Arend, when we ran from the city, he . . . he . . . “
“He got you alone, when your brother and your father were doing something else, and he raped you, didn’t he?”
Justine wept hysterically and it seemed a long while before she was able to speak.
"I have been so afraid. Arend swore to me that he would kill me if I told of this. He was to be my husband, he said, and I must obey. Mein brudder, Henning, Arend, he would kill him, too. Arend, he is mad. I fear to tell Henning. Arend will kill him and I will have no one. I do not want to be alone in the world. We have no home, no money, and now I am . . ."
When Justine shuddered to a halt, Brandy knew what words she had been unable to speak. “No, Justine. You are not spoiled. You are not ruined. It wasn’t your fault, and you didn’t deserve it,” Brandy asserted. “No matter what you think, no matter what he said, that much just isn’t true."
“You do not understand . . . You do not. I feel so . . . "
Brandy’s own tears started rolling down her face. “Dirty. You feel dirty and ashamed and you don’t think you’ll ever be clean again. You feel so dirty that you can’t imagine ever being worth anything to anyone. Not even to yourself.”
Justine’s eyes widened in shock as she looked into Brandy’s eyes, and understood what she saw there. “You! It happened also to you?”
“Oh, yes, Justine,” Brandy said. “It happened to me, and I don’t even have the excuse that I was running from soldiers. I deliberately went somewhere I wasn’t supposed to go and was doing something I wasn’t supposed to be doing . . .”
“Like at a certain frat party, with a certain young man I told you to stay away from, maybe?” Donna knew she should have kept quiet. She hadn’t been able to stop the words. Both young women stopped talking, exactly what Donna didn’t want.
“How long have you been standing there, Mom?”
“Long enough, Brandy, long enough,” Donna admitted as she walked into the room. “You two were so intent that I guess you didn’t hear me come in. I’ve thought for years now that something must have happened to you and that whatever it was, it had to be pretty ugly. You just wouldn’t tell me and I wasn’t sure what to do except wait. Go on, finish your story,” she continued, as she sat down and put her arms around her daughter. “Get it out.”
“I don’t know all of it, Mom. I think he slipped me some kind of drug, maybe. I have flashes of memory, sort of pictures in my head.” Donna held her daughter tightly as Brandy started shaking. “They’re awful. He did things, things that make me sick to think of. I couldn’t talk about it. What would you have thought of me, if I told you? What would anybody think?”
All three women were crying, and talking at once. In Brandy’s case, years of poisonous thoughts, self-recriminations, fears of betrayal and discovery poured out. For Justine, it was months, but the feelings of degradation weren’t limited by the time. Eventually, the emotional storm began to wear down. Gradually, over a space of time, the weeping diminished. Finally, Donna stood and shook herself into some kind of order.
“Okay, you two. It’s out. You can go on with life and we can make it better. There’s not a thing we can do to the man who hurt Brandy, Justine, but there is something that can be done about this Arend person. You need to tell your brother.”
“Mein Gott, Henning! It is so late, he will be worried. I must go. He does not know where I am. He was to meet me after the work, and I am not there.”
The knock on the door startled everyone. Donna was relieved to find Blake Haggerty standing on the porch, along with another young man in an MP uniform. Behind them stood another man who, judging from his looks, could only be Henning Drugen, Justine’s brother.
“Mrs. Bates, do you know where Brandy is? We were passing the research center and found Henning here going a little crazy trying to find his sister. Mr. Reardon said that Miss Drugen might still be with Brandy.”
“They’re both here, Blake. Gentlemen, come in,” Donna answered. “There’s a bit of a problem, and you’re just the people we need to see.”
* * *
The young trainees, Blake and Bill, knew the correct procedures and called in the person Donna needed to see. After Marvin Tipton finished taking Justine’s statement and left, the boys stayed for a few minutes, talking to Brandy.
Noting that Justine and her brother were having an intense, emotional conversation, Donna drifted a bit closer. If Henning was blaming Justine for what had happened, he was going to get an old-fashioned chewing out.
In fact, Henning was blaming himself. “No, Henning, is not your fault,” Justine was insisting. “There was no other thing to do. He did not touch me, after that time. He never touched me at our rooms, not until today, when I would not listen to him.”
“What!” said Donna. “You’ve been forced to live with this wretch! It’s going to be a little crowded, Justine, but you and Brandy can share her room. Henning, you can sleep on the couch. Neither one of you is going back to anyplace this guy might be able to get into. You’ll just have to stay here until he’s caught.”
Donna overrode any protests, and directed Blake to go with Henning to collect any belongings, right now, and hurry up about it. Henning and Justine gave in with good grace and a show of relief. Bill Magen would stay at the house and wait for Blake and Henning to get back, just in case.
Alley, Downtown Grantville
Arend Nebel stood silently in the deepest shadow he could find, seething. So far, he had managed to avoid the police. He had returned to his rooms only to see Henning and the young MP leaving the premises. That they were burdened with bundles and bags as they left only made Arend angrier. They were going to pay for this. They were all going to pay.
His jumbled thoughts settled on one object of his anger. The blonde girl, the one who had stolen his stock that day, she was the responsible one. Yes, that one, the girl who had acted as though the stock was worthless until he dropped the price, she would be the first to die. Arend fingered the knife he carried. When he finished with the blonde, he would take care of the other witches, the faithless Justine who had gotten away, and then the Gundelfinger woman.
Bates Household
“Oh, yes, I am too going to work,” Brandy said. “And so is Justine, so is Henning and so are you, Mom. We’re not going to live in fear of that creep. We’re still going to have our celebration this weekend, too. I just got my normal life back, and I’m going to keep it. No cowardly little weasel is going to stop me.”
Donna smiled inwardly as she looked at her daughter. Brandy might not be completely healed, but she was improving, just a little bit, every day. So was Justine. Living life the way you wanted to was the best revenge against a bully. Never let the bastards get you down, Donna thought.
“Fine, Brandy,” she answered. “You will be careful, though? You won’t go running off alone, or into dark alleys, stuff like that?”
“Yes, Mom, we’ll all be careful. We’ll either be on the bus or in some other public place all the time. Just don’t worry.”
“Frau Bates,” Henning began, “I must talk to you. It is not right, that you should open your home to us this way and not accept some payment. You must let me . . .”
Donna interrupted, brusquely, “Henning, I’m not going to charge someone for a bed on the couch. It wouldn’t be right. But, I have been thinking about something, and maybe you could help. This isn’t a very big house, and it’s been around a few years, so it isn’t very fancy. Now that we’re here and cars are pretty useless, so is the garage, at least as a garage. I think we could make that space into a bedroom, or maybe even an apartment to rent to you and Justine. Do you know anything about that sort of thing?”
Henning grinned. “I learn. I learn the electric, for the ‘Kelly Construction.’ I learn it so I may teach, someday, that all may have the lights. I will ask my friends. Maybe I can get, what is it, a discount.”



Chapter 15: Attack
August, 1632, Emerson House
Mary Emerson smiled as Gannon sat down at the dinner table. For a change, all four of her family would have a chance to talk over dinner. The last two years had been incredibly hectic. Between Gannon working the “B” shift, her own work at the library, young David’s birth, and the Ring of Fire, Mary sometimes felt like she had lost touch with her family.
“There’s nothing like a dinner with two beautiful women to make a guy happy,” Gannon joked. “A couple of gorgeous blondes, a bouncing boy, and a quiet dinner at home seems like heaven to me.”
Mary and Vicky both grinned at Gannon, pleased to be together. Even the two-year-old David gurgled happily in his highchair, chanting “Da, Da” sounds and making the usual mess with his food.
So much has been going on in our lives, Mary thought. The addition of the housekeeper and her daughter to the household, while relieving her child-care concerns and domestic responsibilities, had also added an element of reserve between Mary, Vicky and Gannon. Tonight, with Margrethe and Eva away, Mary had both the time and the privacy to pay attention to her husband and daughter.
“Vicky, I swear it seems like you’ve grown-up all of a sudden. I never noticed that outfit before tonight. It looks really good on you.”
Vicky blushed, a bit, and breezily answered, “Well, I haven’t had it very long. All my old stuff was getting kind of short. I wonder if I’m ever going to stop growing up and start growing out.”
Gannon looked a little embarrassed suddenly. He hastily changed the subject, “All your investments must be going pretty well then. I was kind of surprised when I had to buy a new shirt. Just couldn’t believe the cost.”
“Oh, I’m in pretty good shape, Dad. I can afford a few things.”
“You know, Gannon,” Mary said, “that reminds me about our own savings. That money is just sitting in the bank, not doing much. Don’t you think that we should probably take advantage of having a financial genius in the house? Vicky, I used to think that you might be a little young for this, but now, with you so grown up and all, maybe you could recommend some investments for me and Dad.”
* * *
Vicky sat at her desk and thought hard. “You’ve been stupid,” she told herself, “You’ve been stupid, silly, jealous, and acting like a brat.” The other girls might have a point. She had been a little extravagant lately. Maybe she hadn’t really needed quite so many new things.
Still, Vicky knew she was good at this investing game. Not quite as good or as focused as Susan, but certainly as good as Judy. She could be even better if she wanted to. And, suddenly, she did want to. If Mom and Dad trusted her, she wasn’t going to let them down.
Vicky reached for the phone and glared at the offending instrument. Making this call wasn’t going to be easy. She had to stay in the consortium. She needed their input. She was going to have to talk to Judy.
August 1632, Barnes House
“I’m sorry, Millie,” Anita said. “I didn’t realize you were in here.”
Millicent blushed furiously as she wrapped the towel around herself. “I hate being called Millie, Mom. It sounds like a name from Little House on the Prairie. It seems like I’m old enough that you could call me by the name you gave me.”
Mom looked a little strange, kind of shaken up or something. She didn’t even complain that Millicent had been rude, just stood aside and let her leave the bathroom.
* * *
Anita stared at her own reflection while she washed her hands. When she realized that she was looking for wrinkles or gray hair, she shook her head at her own vanity. Of course she was getting older; everyone did, unless they died young. She just hadn’t thought about Millicent being a part of “everyone.” She was going to have to rethink some things. Millie, No, Millicent she corrected, might be small, but she definitely wasn’t a little girl any more.
August 1632, Grantville
Vicky was preoccupied as she walked toward another meeting with her friends and Helene. The last few days had been really busy and very informative. She had learned that her parents just didn’t understand business, and that they knew it. They were even a little intimidated by the thought of investing. There wasn’t that much in the family savings account, although there should have been more. Her parents had good jobs that paid pretty well, but they tended to spend most of their salaries.
Most of the family’s wealth was tied up in equity on the house and in a boatload of up-time equipment stored in the garage. Back when she had sold her Barbie dolls—too soon, and for too little money—the family had come to think that it was best to store their stuff. So, Mom and Dad hadn’t sold anything, just stored it. Vicky hadn’t realized until now that they were waiting for her to tell them what they should do.
The realization that her parents weren’t uninterested in her, that they were just not sure what to do, was a shock. Mom and Dad didn’t want to mess up her chances by trying to second-guess her decisions. They were proud of her but didn’t want to put any pressure on her.
Vicky was so busy thinking and planning that the arm that snaked out and grabbed her was a complete surprise. The rage on the man’s face scared her and being thrown hard against the building made her see stars for a couple of seconds. She felt the front of her blouse being grabbed and then she was being dragged into the space between two buildings.
“Bitch, harlot, thieving Daughter of Eve,” he hissed. “You thought you could cheat me, destroy me, all to buy pretty clothes. You will not do this, not to me. I am a man, not one of you whimpering, soft up-timers. You hide behind evil magic. You cheat me. You use your looks to trap me. Maybe I fix the looks.”
Vicky felt a sting on her cheek and saw a knife in front of her eye. The man giggled, with a high-pitched insane sound. The face was familiar, but she couldn’t place him. Her head hurt and she couldn’t remember.
“Who are you? Why are you doing this? Let me go,” she screamed, trying to pull away.
He threw her against the wall again, hissing “You do not remember Badenburg, little whore? You stole my life in Badenburg. I steal your life now. I will use your beauty, yes, and then I will destroy you.”
Vicky felt him grab her blouse again and saw the knife begin to come up. “No!” she screamed and pushed him as hard as she could.
He fell back a little and she felt the blouse tear. Suddenly, out of nowhere, a nightstick came down. It hit the wrist of his knife hand and she heard the sound of cracking wood as the knife flew away. Then there was a blur as someone else pushed the madman away.
Tears still blurred her vision and she blinked rapidly to clear them. Blake Haggerty and another young man were handcuffing the madman, even while he struggled and kept screaming that she was a demon and had destroyed his life.
Another policeman, this one in civilian clothes, had arrived and was helping Blake control the lunatic. The other uniformed young man approached Vicky and pressed a clean cloth to the cut on her cheek. She realized that her blouse was torn to a rag when the young man handed her his jacket. The madman was screaming, “She destroyed me. She stole my life to buy clothes. Women, they are all whores.” Vicky looked down at the expensive rag she wore and began to wonder if some of what he screamed was true.
* * *
Susan and Judy were the first of the Barbie Consortium to arrive at the mob scene that the street had become. By the time they learned that Vicky had been attacked the rest of the girls had shown up, as well as half a dozen police officers. The police officers were trying to weed out the real witnesses from the crowd and telling people to move along, trying to clear the area. The officers told the girls that they could take Vicky to the doctor’s office and then home. They also reminded Vicky that they would need to take her statement.
* * *
Doc Adams cleaned and bandaged the cut on Vicky’s cheek, but insisted on calling her mother. “She’ll want to know, Vicky,” he responded in answer to her protests, “and she needs to know. You are a minor, after all”
The cut wasn’t especially deep, so only cleaning and bandaging was needed. “She just needs to be careful and keep the cut clean and dry. Yes, she’ll have a very faint scar for a while, but it should fade in time,” Doc Adams said, in answer to Judy’s worried questions.
* * *
Mary Emerson, frantic with worry, met the girls as they were leaving the doctor’s office. “My God, Vicky, what’s going on? The nurse said you were attacked! Who did this?”
“I’m fine, Mom, just fine,” Vicky said, as the rest of her friends clustered around her. “Mom, let’s just go home, please. We’ll talk about it there, okay?”
Once at home, Mary heard the whole story. After the explanations, Vicky said, “We drove him to it, Mom. It’s our fault. If we hadn’t taken advantage of him, and of other people like him, it wouldn’t have happened.”
“What are you talking about, Vicky?” Heather asked. “You know as well as I do that a whole bunch of people laughed themselves silly when we bought their stock. They thought we were a bunch of stupid kids. They were glad to sell, and didn’t care if we took a big loss. I heard some of them laugh about it, when they thought we couldn’t hear them.”
“Not everyone, Heather. Some of them were just regular people who were scared, and afraid of losing everything. We encouraged it and we took advantage of it. Some people asked for a lot less than they should have. You know they did,” Vicky said.
“We paid them what they asked for, Vicky. It’s not our fault if they didn’t know what they were doing,” Heather insisted stubbornly. “All they had to do was hold on, and everything would have been okay. I’m not taking blame when someone acts like an idiot.”
“Don’t you think we should have told them?” Vicky asked, earnestly. “Maybe we should have tried to teach them, not just take advantage.”
“Everyone we bought stock from was selling that stock for more than they thought it was worth,” Judy said. “It didn’t matter if they were rich or not. It didn’t matter if they were in a panic or not. The one thing we know about every person that sold us stock that day is that they were willing to dump what they thought was worthless paper on anyone who would buy it. If they were willing to dump it on people they thought were a bunch of dumb girls who didn’t know any better, they don’t get any sympathy from me.
“I did tell a couple of people, you know. I tried to tell one guy, some cousin of the mayor of Eisenach. He was scared to death about his investment, but he wouldn’t dump it on someone he thought didn’t know what it was worth. He wouldn’t listen to me so I got Mr. Kunze to explain it to him. Besides, I agreed to pay what they asked. It’s just like a run on the stock market back up-time. Some people panic and some people . . . ”
Bang! Bang! Bang! The knock on the door sounded like gunshots and startled everyone. Mary, not at all amused, went to answer the door.
* * *
“Do we really have to do this, Bill?”
Bill got a really stubborn look on his face. “We will. I wish to know about this Vicky, und how she is. We have only to knock on the door and ask that she is all right. Then we will leave.”
Blake wasn’t convinced that things were going to be that easy. Girls still made him a little nervous. They just didn’t think the way he did. Still, he followed Bill up the walk to the Emerson house, determined to see this through.
It wasn’t Vicky who opened the door. It was her mother. Bill stumbled a bit, introducing himself, and Blake stepped in to explain that Bill wanted to check on the welfare of her daughter. Mary Emerson’s eyes seemed to see right through Blake’s lame explanation.
“Come on in, officers,” Mrs. Emerson said, with an odd emphasis on the word “officers.” “I’m sure the girls will be glad to see you.”
“Girls?” Blake asked.
“Oh, yes, didn’t you know? All of Vicky’s little friends are here. They brought her home and stayed to make sure she’s okay.” Again, there was a funny emphasis, this time on the word “little.” Blake had the feeling that that Mrs. Emerson might be trying to send him some sort of message.
The young men followed her into the living room, and found a cluster of girls, all talking at once. The girls fell quiet for a moment, until Vicky recognized Bill as the man who had saved her from harm. She even stood up and thanked him sincerely for saving her life. Blake was just a little miffed by this. After all, he was the one who hit Arend Nebel with his baton. Bill hadn’t been the only one there.
Blake came out of his momentary rush of memory only to hear Bill inviting everyone to Mrs. Bates’ celebration, tomorrow afternoon. Somehow, Bill had phrased his invitation to include everyone in the room, as well as anyone else who wanted to come. Mrs. Emerson, faced with the joint acceptance of all seven girls, didn’t say anything right away, but she did drag Blake into the hall for a quick talk. His ears still burning, Blake left with Bill a few moments later.
“Uh, Bill, there’s something we need to talk about,” Blake muttered. “Something that Mrs. Emerson told me.”
“The mother, she worries, as all mothers worry about young girls,” Bill acknowledged. “I know girl is too young, now. But, I will marry her one day. I know this. I wish only that she will remember me while we are in army. I will be ready in six, seven years. She will marry me then.”
Bill’s absolute certainty confounded Blake. Blake couldn’t imagine what would be happening to him in the next six days, much less in six or seven years. How could Bill, who was only a couple of months past eighteen, just like Blake, be so sure of the future?
“If you say so,” Blake remarked. “That’s if you live through the next few hours.”
Surprised, Bill looked at Blake, the question written all over his face.
Grinning, Blake answered the unspoken question. “Buddy or not, I’m not going to be the person who tells Mrs. Bates that a bunch more people have been invited to her party. You get to do that all by yourself, my friend.”
* * *
“Bill and Vicky, sitting in a tree, K-I-S-S-I-N-G,” Hayley chanted, much to Vicky’s chagrin.
“Good grief, Hayley,” Millicent muttered. “Grow up, why don’t you?”
Hayley grinned as she answered. “Well, maybe they aren’t now, but they will soon.”
“I don’t think so,” Mary said, glad to see that the girls were recovering their normal natures. “At least, I better not catch them at it anytime soon.”
The girls all giggled and blushed and continued to poke good-humored fun at Vicky for a while, until Vicky asked, “Millicent, what did you do to yourself? You look different.”
“Oh, just a little haircut.” Millicent preened, pleased that someone had finally noticed. “The stylist said that my hair was overwhelming my face, so she got rid of a bunch of it. She said it detracted from my looks.”
“Ohhhh, a stylist, was it?” Susan grinned. “You couldn’t just go to the beauty shop, like the rest of us?”
“Beauty shops are for peons,” Millicent pretended to sniff haughtily, “Us real rich folk go to see a stylist.”
Even Mary had to laugh. Millicent did look much different. Without the mass of hair, she no longer looked like a moppet, but more like the young woman she was. She still looked like a little pixie, but she didn’t look like a child anymore.



Chapter 16: Real Estate
August, 1632: Bates Household
Vicky was the first to arrive at the Bates home, along with Judy. Arend Nebel’s screamed imprecations had had a profound affect on her. She felt she had to make amends, somehow. She knew that most of the group didn’t really share her view. Still, some people had been hurt, and Vicky felt responsible.
When Brandy answered the door, Vicky handed over the covered dish that she had brought for the party. “I know we’re early, Brandy, and I’m sorry. I just really need to speak to your guests.”
Brandy looked at Vicky in surprise. “How do you know Justine and Henning?” she blurted out.
“I don’t know them, exactly. But, I’ve done them some harm and I have to fix it. Could we see them, please?”
Brandy escorted Vicky and Judy into the kitchen, where Justine and Henning were sitting at the table, enjoying a quiet moment before the party began. After introducing everyone, Brandy sat down with the rest of them and stared at Vicky and Judy, curiosity in her face.
Vicky touched the bandage on her cheek, and tried to speak, but wasn’t able to. Judy, watching with concern, decided to step in.
“The reason we’re here is that Vicky kind of thinks we may have done something bad. We didn’t mean to, exactly, but looking back on it, maybe we did. We took advantage of people and we didn’t realize that they were people just like us. People trying their best to get ahead and do well. We feel kind of bad about doing it, and we want to make it up to you, somehow.”
Henning looked at the girls with interest. He could tell that they meant their words. The shame on Vicky’s face was clear to see. He recognized her, just as Arend had. She was the girl who had driven down the price of the stock Arend had sold. She had convinced Arend that a lower price was better than no price at all. Arend had sold all the stock he owned and come close to ruining himself.
Henning, however, was a sharper player of the game. In spite of Arend’s urging, Henning had continued to hold on to his father’s investments. Those investments would begin paying, and soon, he felt. Not everyone had sold their stock at bargain prices. Quite a few people besides the girls had continued to buy instead of sell.
“You should not worry. Arend, he was always a bit impatient,” Henning explained. “Always, he was in a hurry, never able to wait. You did not cause his madness. I discovered, recently, that he was always not the man I thought I knew.”
Vicky started crying. “I feel so bad. I never meant to hurt anyone. I keep wondering how many people are in the same boat, just because of me. I’ll never do that again. Never. I’ll be honest and give honest value, I swear.”
“Is not so bad, to be, how do you say . . . sharp trader,” Henning answered. “What is American saying, Ah, yes, I have it . . . ‘never give a sucker the break even.’ ”
Judy burst into laughter. It took a while for her to calm down and explain.
* * *
“How did this happen?” Donna wondered. From a small celebration with a few friends, her “mortgage-burning” get-together had somehow become a full-blown party, complete with covered dishes, music, and dancing in the street. It wasn’t exactly what she had counted on. It was nice, even enjoyable, but not what she had planned.
She wandered around, talking to people she knew and meeting the people she didn’t know. Some of Henning’s friends from work had stopped by, ostensibly to check out the garage she wanted to remodel, and wound up staying. Susan Logsden and all her friends were here, along with a German woman and her little girl. Susan had introduced Mrs. Gundelfinger as her teacher although Donna wasn’t too clear on what the woman taught. Young Blake Haggerty had even set himself up as a DJ, with one of those silly microphone things.
Donna headed toward Blake, intending to ask him for some slightly quieter music. Heather Mason apparently had the same idea, since Donna heard her pleading with Blake to play her favorite Fats Domino CD. Blake good-humoredly gave in, and the loud music got toned down a bit.
“Thanks, Heather,” Donna said. “I was beginning to wonder if my hearing would survive that last number.”
“Me, too, Mrs. Bates. I just hate that stuff,” Heather said. “It’s a really nice party, you know. I’m having a lot of fun.”
“I’m glad to hear it, dear. It isn’t exactly what I had planned, but what the heck. I’ll have a big audience when my time in the spotlight comes.”
Heather looked at Donna curiously. “Spotlight?”
“Oh, yes, Heather. This whole thing started out as a little celebration for me. I made the last payment on my mortgage a couple of weeks ago. The house is paid for, finally.”
“But that’s just nuts, Mrs. Bates.” Heather blushed from the top of her head to the tips of her toes when that exclamation rang out. During a lull in the music, Blake’s microphone had picked up her words and sent them flying through the crowd. Everyone around them turned to look at Heather, who now seemed to be a complete loss for words.
Donna stared at the girl and said, “Perhaps you’d like to explain that remark, young lady.”
As the flustered Heather looked for a way out of the limelight, Vicky Emerson started to apologize for her. “She didn’t mean it the way it sounded, Mrs. Bates. Heather just isn’t very diplomatic.”
“I should say not. I’ve worked and slaved for years to get where I am. Some teenager doesn’t need to be telling me I’m nuts.”
“I’ll be glad to explain it, Mrs. Bates, really, I will. Vicky’s right, I didn’t mean it the way it sounded. I was just surprised that you’d be willing to keep your money locked up that way,” Heather said.
“Money? What are you talking about? I said I paid off my house, nothing about money.” Donna was becoming interested in spite of her annoyance. The whole town knew these girls were getting rich, and knew they’d gotten their start by selling their toys.
“Money, Mrs. Bates. This house represents money, and quite a bit of it, at that. Every house in this neighborhood is worth a fortune, at least a half-million dollars. Some of them are worth even more than that. What you’ve got is a great big chunk of money that’s just sitting here, not growing and not doing you any good. I’m sorry, but it isn’t the smartest thing you could do,” Vicky explained. “I’m recommending that my parents pull their equity out of their house, with a second mortgage. Then, we’ll invest that equity. Some of it will go into OPM, and some of it will go into new companies, to spread the risk. It’s called diversifying.”
People from all around the neighborhood were listening with interest. Everyone knew about savings accounts, but hearing business theory from teenagers who were getting rich was, well, weird. The attention had grown beyond Vicky and Heather’s ability to cope with. They desperately wanted out of this. Judy, always the showman, stepped up and took Blake’s microphone.
“Okay, everyone. Give us a few minutes. Listen to some music and relax. Since everyone seems so interested in this subject, we’ll get something organized and be back in a few. Just enjoy the party.”
* * *
The audience watched as seven teenaged girls and one adult went into a huddle. They huddled so long that some people, who were just watching them, started to get bored. It was almost thirty minutes before Judy returned to the microphone and started speaking.
“The first thing that we really need to mention is the difference between what’s happening now and what was going on back up-time. Economically, I mean.
“Up-time, we had what’s called a saturated economy. That means that there was business and production from all over the world. There wasn’t room for a lot of expansion, unless you had some fancy new technology or something. If you wanted to open a business, you had to compete with all the businesses what were already there, so it was really hard to make money.
“Down-time, things were different. Most of Germany, most of the world we landed in, was in the middle of a big depression, as well as in the middle of a big war. It’s not like that, now, here in Thuringia. We have all sorts of things that people know how to make, and all sorts of things we are making. And, we have millions of people to sell these things to. My sister says it’s like the beginning of the Golden Age, back in America, near the end of the nineteenth century. Right now, right here, we have the beginning of what’s probably going to be about fifty years of rapid expansion, a ‘bull’ market.
“That means that what you should do with your property is different. We already have tourists coming to see the Ring of Fire. The roads and the waterways are going to get better, so more and more people will come. That means that your property is worth a lot more than it was up-time.”
Nothing that Judy was saying was really new to anyone. Everyone had heard the same words, or read them in the paper, or seen people talk about it on TV. It was the same old thing, but now the information changed a bit. Judy took a note card from Susan and started talking about a subject near and dear to the hearts of average Americans, taxes.
“Even up-time, having your home paid off wasn’t really the most profitable thing to do. It was safe and it was simple, but not profitable. Now, in a new Golden Age, it isn’t even very safe. As the property values go up, so will the taxes. It will take a few years for the taxes to catch up, because the government has put a twenty percent per year limit on those taxes. The government had to limit the growth of the taxes or half the people inside the Ring of Fire would get evicted when the taxes come due in a few months. Think about that.
“The taxes you pay will go up twenty percent per year for at least the next ten years. That’s just to catch up to the value of your property today. It’s like it was back in the Silicon Valley, in California, when houses that people bought for fifty thousand dollars in 1960 were worth three million dollars in 1999. The government is protecting you from being forced out of your property, because no matter how much the assessed value of your home goes up, the taxes aren’t going to go up more than twenty percent. That’s still a lot of money, though. Taxes that were a thousand dollars last year are going to be twelve hundred this year. In ten years, they’ll be about sixty-three hundred. How hard is it going to be to save that kind of money?
“If you leave your equity in your home, you’re probably going to have to sell it in a few years, just to pay the taxes that are going to come due. You’ll have to do that unless you have something else to make you rich. Bad news, isn’t it?”
The crowd began to murmur. Hearing this on TV didn’t have quite the same impact that an earnest young woman talking from the heart had. She made it so clear.
“Now for the good news. Investing in stocks and bonds is probably safer now than it was up-time, as long as you’re even a little bit careful. Don’t go financing a trip for someone to raid King Tut’s tomb, okay?”
Laughter echoed through the crowd. There had been a lot of silly talk about gold rushes and treasure hunting, nearly ever since the Ring of Fire had happened.
“A lot of new companies are starting up. For the first time in history, an awful lot of them are going to make it, too. But, there’s a little more bad news. If you don’t invest, you’re going to get left behind. With the property values going up, the taxes are going up, and without some kind of investments, you’re actually more likely to lose your house if you pay it off.
“What you need to do is refinance your home and get about half or three-quarters of its market value. Then, you invest the money, either in new businesses starting up, or in mutual funds that will probably pay you something like ten percent a year interest. A good new business could pay you more like fifty percent a year on your investment.
“So, even after you make your mortgage payment, the investments will pay you more money than you pay out. Probably a lot more, but it depends on what you invest in. You just have to be careful, like I said. That’s why Heather said what she said.”
Judy then stepped away from the microphone and found herself answering question after question. She and the rest of the Barbie Consortium, as well as Helene, after people got more used to her, spent the rest of the evening answering questions for their half-disbelieving audience.
* * *
“The thing is, money gets really complicated,” Vicky explained. “Everything is all tied together, like the value of your property, and the value of the dollar. The value of the dollar is so high right now that wages probably aren’t going to go up very much for a few years, but the taxes will. It will get harder and harder to save money, so you need to invest while you have the chance.
“And, we’ve all got to stop thinking like we did back up-time. Almost every up-timer is an irreplaceable resource and knows more about how to do things than the down-timers do. We all need to start good businesses, or invest our money, and even get every bit of training we can. Just being able to read English puts you ahead of the game, so don’t waste your time in a job anyone can do. If you have things that people want, sell them and then invest the money. Just ask Heather what she’d be willing to pay for a new CD player.”
Donna was trying to both listen and maintain her grip on Helene’s daughter. The little girl was determined to get to her mother and squirmed loose just as Helene was trying to bring one of her discussions to an end. While she was running as swiftly as she could, the little girl naturally tripped and fell with a thump. She began crying at the top of her lungs.
The man at whose feet she fell gently helped her stand and brushed her off a bit. Donna had met him earlier and even asked him about matching the brick on her house. He was very tall, with broad shoulders and a thick mane of black hair that he wore in a single braid. If I were only a few years younger, Donna remembered thinking during the introduction.
The little girl stared trustingly into his face and held up her arms, wanting to be picked up. He hesitated a moment, looking around for the child’s parents. Helene caught his eye and nodded. He then picked her up with great care and set her on his shoulder so she could look all around. Her excitement and glee were really something to see.
Donna and Helene moved toward him, arriving at about the same time. Helene stood, mute, and stared up at him, obviously intrigued. Donna grinned to herself. This might be another budding romance, like the ones she had noticed this day. Bill and Vicky, while much too young, were obviously interested in one another. And, to Donna’s extreme relief, Brandy seemed to be developing an interest in Henning. She had been afraid that Brandy might have lost all interest in getting married after her experience. Donna wanted grandchildren, someday, and was glad to see that it might happen.
Well, there’s no point in just standing here, Donna decided. I guess I can go introduce them.
* * *
Judy didn’t like what she was seeing. Mrs. G looked kind of funny. Like she was really interested in the man she was talking to. She got Susan’s attention and motioned toward Mrs. G. “Look at that, Susan. What do you think? Is it what I’m afraid it is?”
Susan took a long look. “Probably.” She sighed. “Probably.”
Tyler's Restaurant, Grantville
So many changes, Vicky thought as she looked at the people gathered in Tyler’s Restaurant. She had been changed by the events of the last few weeks, she knew. In a way, though, she had found her place. She had a mission, now. She wanted to teach the up-timers and the down-timers, too. Not everyone understood the opportunities and dangers of their new world. She didn’t want another Arend, but there were reasons, good reasons, to work the stock market.
Susan still wanted to be rich enough to be safe. Gabrielle wanted money to pay for medical school and become a doctor. Millicent still wanted to be treated like a grownup with something to contribute. Hayley and Judy had things they wanted to do, too, although they didn’t really talk about it much. Heather, even after buying another CD player, spent a lot of her time researching ways to transfer her music to some other media, just in case this one broke, too.
Mrs. G stood at the front of the room, giving a lecture, as she did every month. This meeting; however, was a little different. Instead of teaching half a dozen young girls, Mrs. G now spoke to a growing, enthusiastic audience. Blake Haggerty was here, learning how to invest the money Heather had paid for his CD player. His friend, Bill Magen was here, too. Mrs. Bates and Brandy were taking notes, learning everything they could about investing the money they received for the new mortgage. So were about ten more people, all determined to learn everything she had to teach.
“Maybe,” Vicky thought, “the biggest changes are still to come.”



Chapter 17: Funding
August, 1632
Other People’s Money had rented, at rather great expense, offices in downtown Grantville near the exchange. Frantz had won the fight over the name.
David Bartley’s secretary did not have good legs. His figure wasn’t anything to write home about either. On the other hand, after a six-week intensive course he could take shorthand and was learning to type on a custom-made typewriter. He had been hired because he was conversant with down-time business practices, and getting that way with up-time ones. Leonhard was punctual, proper, and respectful. He was also something of a pain. He scheduled everything. The love of his life was a daily planner. At least that’s how it seemed to David.
On David’s schedule for today were a series of projects to make various things. There were two proposals to make refrigeration units. One of the standard type, though they wanted to use something else as a compression gas. The other was something called an absorption refrigerator. David had no idea how they were supposed to work. He flagged both for Trent to check out and put them in his out basket. Sitting right there on his desk was an in basket and an out basket. Every day when he got out of school, he came here, to his office, to find the in basket full and the out basket empty. The really funny thing was, he sort of liked it.
He hated telling people no, but it was worth it for the ones he got to tell yes. Especially for the ones he got to rescue. There were a lot of ideas running around loose. That was the problem. They were loose. All too often, they were loose cannons.
A good idea is a dangerous thing. “Wouldn’t it be great if” or “I can make one of those.”
Sure, they could make one of those—but how many could they make, and how fast and how much would they cost to make? Thank god for Trent and Sarah. The sewing machine company could have gone that way if it hadn’t been for Trent fussing over details and Sarah asking how much everything would cost.
A lot of it was thinking beyond the times.
You can do this because we could up-time.
You can’t do that because they couldn’t do it down-time in our universe.
Increasingly, the New U.S. was neither down-time nor up-time, but something new. There were things that could be done in the New U.S., things that would have been harder to do up-time because up-time there was already something that was better, or at least already established. Now they were at the start of an industrial revolution, with a road map that showed places to avoid as well as places to go. One of the classes that David was really looking forward to next semester was comparative history.
He picked up the next item. This was a proposal to buy into the little light bulb shop a down-timer had set up. It was suggested by one of the backers. David had bought light bulbs there but not many, because they were expensive as all get out. Perhaps a bit less hand-making and a bit more mass production could turn the place around. Another project for the twins, David decided. Brent and Trent were starting to get irritated. They wanted to start their companies, but OPM had been so flooded they hadn’t had the time. Proposals cycled through David to the twins, to Sarah, then back to David.
Next item. “Leonhard, what the heck is this?”
Leonhard didn’t even look up “It’s a play, Herr Barkley. Proposals of a new sort are always passed up to you.”
Ah. Battle begins anew, David thought. Almost from the day he was hired, Leonhard had determined that his role was to keep David from having to deal with silly ideas. The problem was Leonhard’s knowledge of what David was coming to think of as “new-time” tech could do was lacking. He lacked David’s grasp of up-time tech, and more importantly the new combination of up- and down-time capabilities. In his first couple of days as secretary, Leonhard had trashed a potentially profitable idea. When the applicant approached David, he had not known what was going on. Leonhard had almost lost his job over that one. Fortunately for Leonhard, two things saved his position. David had to have a secretary as a practical necessity, and having a secretary was part of the price of letting him stay in school. Leonhard was supposed to make David’s time at work be more productive. The other thing that saved Leonhard was that he never actually threw anything away, no matter how silly he considered it. He filed it. So when David asked him about it, he had it quickly to hand, and no harm done. What was worse, for tools to make tools reasons, the project wasn’t practical to do it this year but David had hopes for next. The project had been moved from the silly file to the later file and Leonhard looked for new silly ideas to plague David with.
“Would you see if Sarah has a minute, please?” David asked. That brought Leonhard’s head up. “If she does, I’ll go over there.” David picked up the next item in his in basket.
* * *
“What’s the silly idea that has Leonhard spooked this time?” asked Sarah when David stepped into her office. Sarah’s relationship with her secretary was rather better than David’s was with Leonhard.
“Actually, I’m not sure it’s silly,” said David. “Someone sent us a play written by Manschylius Schultheiss. I haven’t read it, and wouldn’t know if it was a stinker or a masterpiece even if I had, but it got me to thinking. You know how full the theater is all the time, right? And I’ve been hearing talk about turning the football field into an outdoor theater. It occurs to me that if we can find someone who’s good at that sort of thing, we could spawn a production company.”
“I don’t know.” Sarah shook her head. “It’s pretty high risk, and it’s not like we can make movies. That’s where the real money would be. Maybe we can try it later, when we can make movie film.”
“Ok, I’ll have Leonhard send the guy a nice note saying we’re not backing that sort of venture at this time, but may do so in the future.”
“Have him send back the play, too. Maybe Mr. Schultheiss can get it produced somewhere else.”
* * *
“Well, David,” said Kaspar, “I’m off for Amsterdam, or will be by the time you get out of school tomorrow.”
“How do you think you’ll do?”
“Honestly, I have no idea. When I left Amsterdam, I was unconvinced that the Ring of Fire had actually happened. We had heard stories, but even from a normally reputable source they were hard to believe. I was sent here to find out what was going on. Seeing the ring of cliffs and the difference in the land—it’s not the sort of thing you tend to believe without seeing it. So it’s entirely possible that I will be no more than another of the ‘normally responsible people taken in by whatever is really going on.’ On the other hand, I am taking back artifacts to show what’s here, and what you can make. When I left, there were vague rumors about a coming crash in the tulip market. Those rumors were mostly disbelieved. Partly because though there are rare breeds that bring good sums there isn’t really a tulip market. Now, there probably never will be. I’ve been gone three months now. I understand that some up-timers, or their representatives, have gone to Amsterdam to try to make deals. Much of what I have to tell my family and friends may be old news by the time I get there. I’m as prepared as I can be.”
Kaspar smiled. He really didn’t find David all that unusual. In a number of ways, David was a younger version of himself, a young merchant under the guidance of older merchants. The guidance wasn’t quite so overt here, because Other People’s Money was using the success of the sewing machine company and the magic of the Ring of Fire as its assurance of competence and good faith. If there was one thing the Americans did differently, it was their willingness to let anyone play. The mutual fund was not really a new concept. Similar techniques had been used by Romans to finance trading ships. The difference was the way the thing was organized to let just about anyone who could scrape up a little money in. That was the attraction, and the danger of the up-timers. They were willing to let anyone in, which meant they gathered support from the most unlikely places.
* * *
Hensin Hirsch recognized the two members of the Sewing Circle when they came in the front door. Brent and Trent were fairly famous among the teens in Grantville, down-timers especially, and by now it was common knowledge that their investment fund was starting up. What Hensin wondered was whether they were here to buy some of the light bulbs his father made, or to buy the whole shop. He rather hoped it was the latter. The truth was, they weren’t doing all that well. Hensin’s papa had been a master glass blower in Magdeburg before the sack. They had wandered into Grantville in August of last year. Papa had seen a light bulb work, and been captivated.
The small light bulb shop had taken a year of scrimping and saving, and money raised from three investors who had expected better results. The shop had two rooms; one occupied by finished light bulbs for sale, and one in the back where Papa made the bulbs. They had a vacuum pump from an old refrigerator, and Hensin baked linen threads till they were carbon. But between the rent, materials, and the sheer amount of time it took to make each light bulb, the price they had to charge meant sales were slow. They were barely making enough to feed themselves, let alone pay their backers.
* * *
“Master Hirsch wouldn’t let us examine his shop. Trade secrets, and all that. As if we couldn’t look up how to make a light bulb in the encyclopedia.” Brent was disgusted at a wasted afternoon, and it showed as he flopped into the chair. The chair was nice. Tooled leather, made with up-time power tools by a combination of up- and down-time craftsmen. It matched the other seven in the meeting slash boardroom of the mutual fund. “The son was all right. I think Hensin wanted our help, but his dad would barely talk to us. I think he was really afraid that we’d tell him how to do it better, and the idea of teenagers telling him what to do freaked him.”
“Okay. I guess we don’t mess with light bulbs for right now. We’ll look at it again in a few months,” said David. “What about Gribbleflotz?”
“Herr Doktor Gribbleflotz,” Trent corrected. “He is, believe it or not, related to Doktor Bombast. Apparently there really was a Bombast, and this guy is related to him. He’s not really bombastic though, just sort of bitter and cynical. I felt sorry for the guy.”
“So he’s a nice guy,” said Sarah. “What about increasing production of baking soda?”
“Hey, I never said he was a nice guy. I just said I felt sorry for him. He’s a good tech, and innovative in his way, but no theoretician. My hunch is his title is his own creation. He’s sort of desperate for recognition, and he really isn’t interested in doing what he’s doing. He just needs the money.”
“If we throw some money and a fancy title at him, he’ll probably do what we want,” Brent added. “He explained enough about what he was doing so that I’m pretty sure we can chop up the process he uses into different steps and get all sorts of stuff. He doesn’t understand the marketing or organizational parts very well.”
Sarah snorted at that. In her opinion, Brent didn’t understand marketing or organization at all. “So we get him a business manager.” With the help of Herr Kunze she had gathered a small group of craft masters and merchants who had been introduced to up-time management practices. They were ready, willing, and able to come in and take over the management of companies OPM bought into where the people starting the business didn’t know business. They were employed directly by the board in support positions, with the understanding that if an investment opportunity needed someone with their particular talents, they would have the first shot at it.
* * *
Frantz had been expecting this. He took his copy of the proposal from his desk. His office was in his home in Badenburg, a well-lit room on the second floor of his town house. The proposal was from Delia Higgins. She wanted to build a hotel on her property, fifteen stories tall. The bottom two floors would be shops and meeting rooms, the next offices, then the rooms for rent. The proposal specified the rooms would be large and luxurious, based on a room in a Holiday Inn, whatever that was. The top two floors would have a fancy restaurant and private residences. The thing that would make it all work was the elevators. It was the proposal he had been expecting, though not quite on this grand a scale. What he wasn’t expecting was what the kids had done. David, in fact the entire Sewing Circle, had delivered the proposal without recommendation. No note on how it should be done, no suggestion at all as to whether OPM should buy into the project.
In a way, that fit the up-timer passion for avoiding what they called “conflicts of interest,” a passion Frantz had noted was spotty in its application. Some up-timers were serious about it, others less so. He had expected a warning from the Sewing Circle to the board that they were close to the applicant which might affect their judgment. He had gotten similar warnings in several cases where they were friends with or actively disliked the applicant. Not this deafening silence. Something was wrong, and he had his suspicions about what it was. Delia Higgins had spent a great deal of money directly and indirectly on her warehouse project. She had looked into brick, quarried stone, concrete, and wood construction. With each experiment she had spent money, the largest amount on concrete. Eventually she settled on fairly standard down-time construction techniques, with concrete pillars added for support. “What do you think, Leonhard?”
“Young master Bartley was less than pleased with the proposal. I know he’s been concerned over his grandmother’s financial situation. I was rather expecting him to support the project for that reason. It would give Lady Higgins a much-needed influx of capital. From the discussions, it doesn’t seem in any way beyond the up-timers’ capabilities. While none of the children are expert in construction, there is a certain amount of expertise available. I honestly don’t see anything here that can’t be done. I would have expected Young Master Bartley to have approved it for reasons of family, and the rest to do so for reasons of personal loyalty to both their friend and the woman who gave them their start.” Leonhard was comfortable with his role as spy for the board of directors. He liked the children well enough, but they were young. They needed to be watched for their welfare, as well as that of the board. He did find them confusing in their attitudes.
August 1632: Amsterdam
Kaspar Heesters stepped onto the dock and started ordering the unloading of his good he also sent a message to his father saying he was home. He was still trying to arrange transport when his father got to the docks. He arrived by sea because the water route was more suitable to the volume of goods he carried with him. The goods had filled a barge. He had many examples of new products, mostly for his own household, and to act as examples of the goods that could be bought in Grantville. They were, for the most part, things that the up-timers could make down-time. Some, though, like the small generator were, so far, borderline.
David Heesters, Kaspar’s father, was a bit shocked at the amount of stuff Kaspar had brought home. He had seen that his son was provided with fairly generous living expenses and funds for some limited investments, but the mission had been primarily exploratory in nature. When he saw what was in all the crates he was shocked. It looked like his son had not only spent all the investment money on fancy toys, but had indebted the house as well. The only thing that saved him from seriously embarrassing himself was the faith he had in his son’s judgment. He didn’t publicly disown his son as a mad spendthrift. He waited and asked. When he learned the prices of some of the devices that his son had brought home, he became even more concerned, but no longer that his son might have wasted the family’s wealth. It was simply that it was hard to believe that so much, well, stuff, could be had for so little money.
Then Kaspar showed him the typed copies of the history of the tulip bubble. “There isn’t a tulip market. Yes, certain rare breeds would bring money if their owners would sell them but a market in tulips is just silly. Besides the price offered for even rare breeds of tulips has been dropping in the last month.”
“Yes, Father, silly, but nonetheless real. At least it would have been if not for the Ring of Fire. What would have happened without the Ring of Fire? Someone would have been a bit short of cash and gone ahead and sold some rare tulip bulb, the buyer would be offered more for it and would sell it in turn, and the tulip bubble would start. You know the price offered for the Semper Augustus was twelve thousand guilders, for ten bulbs of a single flower. There would have been tulip dealers who bought them not through any interest in tulips but because they could, or thought they could, make a profit on them. That’s how it would have gone, but the Ring of Fire did happen. There were rumors even before I left of a tulip bubble that would burst. Those rumors have caused people to be cautious about buying tulips, bringing the price down. If you have any, Father, you really ought to sell them. Because when this gets out there truly won’t be a market for them.”
“And where should we put our money, O sage of the future?”
Kaspar brought out the mutual fund prospectus. That took some explaining. “It works like this. I take a guilder and put it in the pot.” Kaspar actually pulled out a shallow pot from one of the boxes, and put a small green printed piece of paper in it. The paper had the image of a stag printed on it. “Several other people put in what money they have for investing. The pot is then turned over to the fund managers to invest in various businesses. Each person gets shares in the fund that equal the amount of money they put in. Nothing new so far. People have been pooling their money to invest forever. But now comes the interesting part. The fund managers invest what is in the pot into various companies, and a few months later, those companies are worth more than they were when we started. But now some other people want to invest in the fund. How do you determine how much their money will buy? You take all the money and property the fund has and determine its total value as of the day the new person buys in, and divide by the number of shares outstanding. So, say there are a hundred shares and the fund is worth a hundred and fifty guilders. Each share is worth one and a half guilders. The new investor can buy shares at a price of one and a half guilders per share. The original investor doesn’t lose anything because his shares are still worth the same amount.”
“And when I want my money back?”
“You sell your shares back to the fund.”
“Why shouldn’t I invest my money on my own?” David Heesters was really just testing his son here. He understood the reason for putting money into other hands to have it invested. It always came down to expertise, time, or access.
“Would you have invested in four children who intended to build a machine that sews?”
“No, and I’m glad I didn’t, because if they are selling that device for twenty-five guilders they will go broke quickly enough. It must have cost hundreds to make. Besides, even at twenty-five guilders, how many people can afford it?” But Kaspar was grinning most impudently. Clearly his son had expected the question and had an answer ready. David sat quietly and listened as his son explained. Other People’s Money, it seemed, had in its management staff those same four children who had introduced not only the machines used to make the sewing machines cheaply, but the concept of rent with the option to buy, as a way of acquiring goods. This avoided the whole problem of usury, since the buyer was getting something, the use of the product and the seller was not charging interest, but rent. The children in turn were supervised and advised by local men of consequence who knew the situation, and were themselves investors in the mutual fund, including his son.
Kaspar had made his first sale in Amsterdam. It wouldn’t be the last. This was a good thing, because Kaspar had a list of raw materials needed by the industries of Grantville.
August 1632: Offices of OPM Grantville
Brent brought the project to OPM. It was a mechanical calculator apparently invented by someone named Curta. Terrell, one of the kids in school, had brought it to him. It was something he had from his dad. He wanted to build the Curta Calculators like the Sewing Circle had built sewing machines. The calculator was more complex. It not only added and subtracted, it multiplied and divided, and other stuff. It had about six hundred parts. Brent wasn’t really looking forward to what Sarah and David would say. It was a well-worked-out plan mechanically, but only mechanically. In the whole proposal there wasn’t one word about production cost, or sale price, or potential market. But he’d promised, so he sort of snuck it onto the agenda.
This wasn’t the first time this had happened. They had been approached by most of the kids in school about this or that project. Mostly they had been able to say, honestly, that they didn’t have the kind of money it would take to start up a company, that they couldn’t sell their stock without their parents’ permission, that permission hadn’t been forthcoming until OPM, and even with OPM, Mom and Dad hadn’t allowed them to sell it all, only two thousand shares each. On the other hand, each and every member of the Sewing Circle had a portfolio of stocks in kid-started companies, a few of which were doing all right. Now the excuse not to back the projects of their fellow students was in desperate need of a rethink. OPM was designed as a source of venture capital for new start-ups, as well as to buy stock in established businesses. The kids from school had apparently decided it was time to try again.
Oddly enough, David thought they could do something with this idea. “It’s like a useful Faberge egg. Expensive as hell, pretty and intricate, but this one does stuff. There’s a good excuse to pull it out and show it off. It could be the next best thing to having a computer in terms of status, better in some ways, because it works without electricity. Give a couple away to important people, and everyone who thinks they’re important will want one.”
“They’ll need a manager,” said Sarah. “A couple of engineering types will spend the investment tinkering. Do you really think we can sell enough to get back our investment?”
“Don’t know.” David shrugged.
“Have them build a couple of prototypes. Find someone important to give one to and then see how many people ask for one,” said Trent, who had become convinced that the stupidest thing they had done in starting HSMC was not building a prototype.
“It would have to be pretty,” David added. “What I would really like to do is have the case in glass but that’s not strong enough. Gold electroplated?”
August, 1632: Delia Higgins' House
Sarah entered the Higgins house wishing she was anywhere else. David was chickening out, so were Brent and Trent. Someone had to talk to Mrs. Higgins. Liesel took her coat and asked her to wait in the living room. The down-time servants were having a strangely civilizing effect on the hillbilly up-timers. It was less than a minute before Liesel ushered Sarah into Delia Higgins’ sewing room where the original Singer sewing machine was shoved into a corner. Mrs. Higgins was working at a desk David had bought for her. Liesel quietly closed the door behind her as she left. This was horrible, the worst thing Sarah had ever had to do. After Mrs. Higgins had had so much faith in them and sold her dolls. David was a wimp to leave Sarah to do it. Except David didn’t know that she was here, and would be mad when he found out.
“What’s wrong, Sarah? You look like your dog just died.”
“Well, Mrs. Higgins. It’s, well, the thing is . . .”
“Have you and David had a fight?”
“Yes, ma’am, but it wasn’t about this, or maybe it was. I don’t know.”
Delia looked at her with sympathy. “Sit down, Sarah, and tell me about it,” she said, waving Sarah to a chair. “What was the fight about? You know teenaged boys can be fickle, ruled by their hormones. Has David . . .”
“No. Nothing like that,” Sarah smiled for a moment. In that area, at least, she had David well in hand. Then she remembered why she was here and the smile faded.
“It’s the hotel. Isn’t it? The fund isn’t going to invest in the hotel?” Delia had gotten part of it.
“Sort of. Ah. Well.”
“Well what?” Delia was impatient now. “Spit it out.”
Sarah did, in a rush. “David doesn’t think they should, and he’s right. I’m sorry, Mrs. Higgins. If it was David’s money he’d do it, you know he would. But it’s not. Its other people’s money, and not just big fat-cats, but widows, and orphans, and working stiffs, and well . . . David delivered your proposal to the board, and Herr Kunze turned right around and said the board would go along with whatever David recommended. I think he figured something was wrong when David presented it with no recommendation. Now David’s trying to figure out a way he can finance the whole thing himself so he doesn’t have to tell you no, or put other people’s money in a bad investment. He won’t even let the rest of us help. That’s what our fight was about, sort of. David is trying to run everything, take everything on. But he’s right about the hotel. The warehouse was poorly planned and overbuilt, and we’re all afraid that the hotel will be too. And the thing he really doesn’t want to say is that it would be a good project, and a sure moneymaker, if you weren’t . . .”
Sarah ran down, ready to cry. She hadn’t meant to say that last part.
* * *
Delia was in too much shock to be in any danger of tears. That would come later. Delia Higgins was a capable lady, and a good woman. But this was a hard pill to swallow. She wanted to find a reason that Sarah was wrong. She didn’t want to believe that her faith in David was not returned. But the pieces were falling into place, his hesitation on certain subjects, his recommendation that she check things with Judy Wendell and other experts. How, often when she did, those experts had explained some error she had made. And how she had recently mostly stopped checking, even when David suggested she should.
And Sarah’s last words: A sure moneymaker if you weren’t . . . If she wasn’t what? In charge? Involved? Apparently, it wasn’t the hotel that David had the problem with, but her.
“What is the problem?” Delia asked with precision. Much as some one might ask a doctor about the amputation of their leg.
Sarah sat mute.
“You have to tell me, Sarah.” Still in that detached tone. “It’s me, in some way, isn’t it?”
“Yes, ma’am. It is.” Sarah tried for Delia’s detached tone, but didn’t quite bring it off. “There is such a thing as being too generous. The money you’ve spent on the concrete program will be good for the New U.S., but in terms of getting the warehouse built, it was mostly wasted. The condos you built onto the warehouse to house the staff were a very nice gesture, and it’s made you very popular with your employees. It was also a pretty expensive gesture. The deal you worked out to build the warehouse set things up so that no matter how much you spent on it you would pay and it wouldn’t affect the other stockholders’ income. Nice for them, but it means that you’re not going to get back your investment for years. All that’s okay, as long as it’s your money you’re dealing with, though it worries the people who care about you. David figures you’ll have to sell as much as ten thousand shares of HSMC to handle the balloon payment on your loans come January. That’s all fine. It’s your money that you got from selling your dolls and trusting us. But the truth is, even there we got lucky. We really didn’t know what we were doing. This last year has been a very intense business course for all of us. Each and every one of us would do things differently now. Important things. Things that could have sunk the whole deal if we hadn’t been lucky. If Karl hadn’t fallen for David’s mom we’d probably be struggling to stay in business right now. He wouldn’t have had any reason to look for another option; he would have gone into competition with us. We needed someone like Karl, someone who actually knew how to run a business. Someone who wasn’t making it up as they went along, or reading it out of a textbook they didn’t really understand. Don’t get me wrong. Karl needed us too, especially right at first, to show him up-timer tricks. I wouldn’t bet on it happening that way though. Not now.”
“So you’re saying that betting on you kids was a bad investment?” Delia was almost bemused now.
“Yes, and if you ever tell Mr. Walker over at the bank I said so, I’ll deny it,” Sarah said, trying to inject a little humor into the discussion.



Chapter 18: Investment
August, 1632: Amsterdam
The party was a bit less successful than I had hoped, Kaspar thought, as he was seeing the last guest to the door. This was his public welcome-home party, and the one at which he had introduced the mutual fund. His family had invited the wealthiest people they knew, twenty-three merchants of means. He had shown the goodies from the New U.S. and described things that might be made in the future. Then he had talked about the OPM Mutual Fund. How it worked. What it had to offer. Sales had been less than expected, but everyone had taken a prospectus. This made Kaspar feel hopeful. Surely they just need some time to think about it.
Two days later he learned of the forming of another mutual fund. Then he heard about two more the next day, and two more the day after that. By the time of the next OPM party, there were five mutual funds available for purchase in Amsterdam. The funds specialized in shipping ventures, commodities trading, and even one in tulips.
That last was the one that bothered him the most. One of the topics of discussion had been the aborted tulip market. Now that the Ring of Fire had warned everyone, that market wouldn’t happen. He knew it, and he was quite sure the fund managers of the tulip fund knew it. So why? Was the tulip fund a way to dump tulips, by suckering lots of people for a little rather than a few people for a lot? But why would they need to dump tulips? Was it possibly an attempt to start the tulip craze early? But that was silly. With the documents he’d brought there wouldn’t be a tulip craze.
His father told Kaspar simply to make sure his name didn’t get tainted with the tulip fund. And how am I to manage that? Kaspar wondered.
* * *
Kaspar was called in by the authorities shortly thereafter, to provide them with an explanation of mutual funds and how they worked. He spent two days being grilled. He stated for the record, his disapproval and suspicions of the tulip fund, but he ran into a problem. There was an important clause in the fund contracts that OPM and the tulip fund shared. For OPM it was what David called the “twins” clause and everyone else called the “Sewing Circle” clause. On that first day, when OPM was forming itself out of rumor and innuendo, the rumor that Trent and Brent would be financed exclusively in the production of washing machines and home power plants by OPM, had, like so many others become fact. So a clause had been inserted into the OPM contract that specifically allowed OPM to invest in businesses started or controlled by David Bartley, Brent Partow, Trent Partow, and Sarah Wendell, even while they were employed by the fund. Kaspar didn’t explain all that. He simply pointed out that the youngsters involved were thought lucky as well as talented. They were a sort of combination of young Leonardo Da Vinci and rabbits’ feet.
The tulip fund managers had put a similar clause in their contract. Actually, they had left one out. There was no restriction on the fund managers as to what they might, or might not, buy from, or sell to, the fund. This meant they had the right to buy and sell tulips, or anything else, to the fund at a price they set.
“Since the fund manager is both the buyer and the seller,” Kaspar explained, “it’s unlikely there will be much bargaining, especially since it’s his money on the one side and other people’s money on the other. Unless he’s an unusually generous fellow, it’s not hard to guess who is going to get the better of the deal.”
The tulip fund managers had apparently not made a point of bringing up the missing clause when discussing their mutual fund with potential buyers. In fact, the clerk of the “inquisition” hadn’t been aware of it till Kaspar had pointed it out. Kaspar showed them the restrictions on OPM board members. OPM board members could not sell commodities or stocks to OPM or buy them from OPM. All investments had to be authorized by the board. A member of the board of OPM could buy shares in OPM or sell them, but that was about it. The possibility of sweetheart deals was there, but required a third party.
It took a few days before it became clear what the tulip fund meant. Its founders had apparently heard the rumors of the tulip bubble but had read them differently. They had felt that if it had happened it would happen, and decided to get in on the ground floor and sell out at the top. They had not considered the changes the Ring of Fire would make in the markets. When Kaspar explained the effects the Ring of Fire had already had, they had realized their error and decided that a mutual fund would be just the way to get out safely. What Kaspar found most remarkable was that they had called it the “tulip fund.” They might as well have painted a sign saying come and be fleeced. His father was less surprised, and concluded that it was pure and simple arrogance.
* * *
When what Kaspar told them to look for was found, it made him both friends and enemies in Amsterdam. It had also defined him to the city as the acknowledged expert on mutual funds. That was not all together a good thing. It made explaining the special provision for the sewing circle harder, and some people assumed that since he could use a fund to defraud them, he would.
The tulip fund had not broken any laws, nor had its managers quite broken the contract. What they had done was sell their tulips to the fund at a nice profit for themselves. They had then sold their shares in the fund, leaving the other investors in the fund holding the bag of tulips. It had gotten them out of the tulip market at no financial loss. It had also pointed out the dangers involved in any investment where the people you’re dealing with aren’t honest. The tulip fund managers had been fairly selective in choosing their victims from those without a lot of political clout. But while the victims individually didn’t have much clout, collectively they had some. The idea of a class action suit was put forward, but the fund managers hadn’t actually done anything illegal. It looked like the outcome would be that the managers of the tulip fund would come out of it financially sound, but would never again be trusted to create and manage a fund. Their general reputations as men of business had also taken a hit, for which they blamed Kaspar Heesters.
Between the tulip fund and the resentment of the technical prowess of the up-timers, there was a segment of the Amsterdam power structure that didn’t really like the New U.S. Kaspar spent quite a lot of time mending what fences he could. For a while it looked like mutual funds would be outlawed in Amsterdam. The other funds were more honest, though, and mutual funds were an excellent way of allowing people to invest with relative safety in ventures that they could not afford to participate in, or have access to, without mutual funds. The shipping fund and the various commodities funds came to his rescue. In a strange way, so did the attack on Grantville.
* * *
With the tulip fund and the other complications, Kaspar had already been home longer than he had intended. He wanted to leave the sales of OPM shares in his father’s hands and return to Grantville with its movies and indoor plumbing. Then the rumors about Spanish troops on the move began to hit Amsterdam. Suddenly everyone was terrified that the up-timers, and more importantly, their investments would be wiped out by a Spanish army. Kaspar had a decision to make. He would be within his legal rights to insist that investors who wished to withdraw from the fund lose the loading. Loading is a fee charged when you buy into a mutual fund, and when you sell out of one quickly. Because of the distance and communication lag, OPM shares were bought in Amsterdam at a price dependent on the share price when the money arrived in Grantville, but they were bought when the agent received the money. Kaspar had already received the money, but he didn’t insist that the panicky investors sacrifice the loading. Instead he voided the contracts and gave them their money back. He resolved to ride it out.
It was an especially difficult decision because of his second job in Amsterdam. He was buying raw materials. The idea was that he would use OPM investment money to buy things like lacquer, iron, silk, chocolate (if he could find any), and other supplies needed by the industry and consumer base in and around the Ring of Fire. The profits on the deal would go to OPM. By now Kaspar had bought quite a lot and contracted for even more. He had to go to his father and ask for help. He managed to convince his father that Grantville would survive.
September, 1632: Delia Higgins' House
Delia Higgins was sitting at her desk, explaining to herself, again, how she had been right in her decisions about the warehouse. Granted it was a lot of money, but she wasn’t just thinking about the warehouse. She was trying to develop the infrastructure for building the hotel. The concrete program at the school was developing a group of young people who could make structural concrete, and form it into structures that would support tremendous weight. Hiring Michel Kappel was done both to get a down-time builder familiar with up-time building techniques, and as favor for Karl Schmidt. Claus Maurer was a master builder with more experience than Herr Kappel, but again, part of the reason for hiring him was to get him familiar with the available up-time tech. It wasn’t her fault that they had fought with each other and with the teachers at the tech center and Carl over at Kelly Construction. Besides, materials were so expensive that the cheapest halfway decent material was quarried granite from the ring wall.
The radio, which had been quietly playing the morning music program in the corner, became suddenly louder. “Attention! There is an attack!” the radio blared. “Raiders, probably Croats, but we don’t have that for sure yet, are attacking the high school and the town! Becky is at the high school.” The announcer was clearly upset though not quite in a panic. “Chief Frost wants everyone from . . . ” There followed a list of streets and locations to be evacuated and places for the people to go. “Everyone else who is not part of the reserves should arm themselves and stay secure in their homes.”
Delia Higgins stayed in her home and listened to live reports of the battle on the radio. She thought about how stupid the fight over the hotel was.
When faced with the flat-out choice of investing in the hotel with other people’s money, David had turned down her proposal. He’d then tried to finance it on his own, not even allowing the other members of the Sewing Circle to help. And what did I expect him to do? David has always been a stubborn little cuss, and I’ve encouraged him in it more than most as long as it applied to Ramona or Karl, but when he looked at me, at my project and didn’t approve . . . David’s lack of faith in my judgment. Ha! That was his job. To use his best judgment and determine if a project could do what it claimed it could. He’s just been trying to do what was right.
In the weeks since Sarah had broken the news, Delia had made her displeasure known, but she and David had never actually talked about it. Delia had done the right thing. She had called the bank and put a temporary freeze on David using his shares as collateral for a loan, so he couldn’t invest his own future in her hotel project. But she had done it for all the wrong reasons. She hadn’t done it to protect David. She had done it to show that it wasn’t the money that she was upset about, but David’s lack of understanding of what she was trying to do. Now, with the Croats raiding the school, she wondered if she would ever have a chance to heal the breach.
September, 1632: Kassel
Lauer Traugott liked his shop in Kassel. He had been a tailor in Badenburg before the Ring of Fire, of moderate skill but good business sense. Now he ran a sewing machine shop and hardware store in Kassel, where he had relatives. Over all, he was fairly pleased with his situation. Among the attractions of his shop was the only radio in town. It had been pulled from a 1984 Ford that hadn’t run for years before the Ring of Fire. It had a twelve-volt car battery and a pedal-cranked generator that provided power for it. It picked up the one and only radio station in the world, the Voice of America, or, as it was also known the “VOA.” From a bit before dawn to a few hours after and again in the evenings around sunset, it reported the news and provided entertainment and education to anyone with a radio. Most radios were crystal sets, but his was a real up-time “transistor” radio. This morning the program was music and he was mostly enjoying this alone. Later this evening there would be a class in sewer systems, and his shop would be full of kids and some adult parents picking up some up-time knowledge.
“There is an attack!” the radio blared. Lauer sat entranced and frightened as the events and instructions unfolded. There was a vivid description of Chief of Police Dan Frost standing in the middle of the street and bringing the Croat charge to a crashing halt. There was less information about what was happening at the school. It was horribly frustrating. There would be a few minutes of what was going on in one place, then a delay while the announcer described and discussed what they knew of the overall situation, then a vivid description of what was going on somewhere else. The Spanish attacks on Eisenach and Suhl were proclaimed to be no more than diversions. By the time the radio cut off for the morning the attack had been repelled, but the number of casualties and amount of damage that Grantville had suffered was not clear yet. What was clear was that the attack would have been worse if a contingent of the king of Sweden’s army hadn’t shown up to save the day.
That evening, Lauer and a considerable contingent of Kassel’s elite were sitting by the radio when VOA came on the air. “Ladies and gentlemen, I am pleased to report that there were very few casualties from this morning’s attack.” The announcer went on to name every person killed or injured in the attack. It was a short list. One American woman and a few Finns killed in the actual attack, some wood-cutters killed as the Croats snuck in, some injuries, not quite twenty names all told. “Two hundred and thirty-four Croat bodies have been found so far, and more than twice that number of injured have been captured.” It was a terrifying thing. Three armies sent, two as a distraction, three armies destroyed, and Grantville not even hurt, just angered. The battle was discussed in some detail, and the anger at Wallenstein’s Croats’ focus on the high school was clear. Then things got vague. It was clear that something politically important had happened, but not exactly what.
The real news came the next day. Gustav Adolf, the king of Sweden, had led the Finnish rescuers himself. He and the President of the New United States had negotiated an alliance forming the Confederated Principalities of Europe. More, the New U.S. was to receive the administration of additional lands. Kassel would not be part of the New U.S., but it was part of the CPE. While all the details hadn’t been worked out, the outline of the agreement said one thing clearly to anyone that would listen. The New United States now had a protector and the king of Sweden had a new ally, both militarily and economically. It would take the news a bit longer to reach Amsterdam, but it had traveled better than a third of the way instantly.
September 1632: Amsterdam
David Heesters was sitting his office and fretting. Kaspar was worried as well, he could tell. It had been almost a week since the news of the Spanish army had hit town. When the message from Lauer Traugott arrived it was a surprise. David had never heard of the man. Well, the message was to Kaspar. Kaspar it turned out had met the man a total of once. Kaspar had received the message with apparent trepidation, read it, and passed it on. God, it seemed, would not allow Grantville to be destroyed or even badly damaged. It read like one of the westerns Kaspar had told him of, with the cavalry riding to rescue at the last moment.
“You need to do something nice for Herr Traugott, son. He is a man who can think quickly and well.” Hiring the messenger to make the trip was not cheap. Now, at least a few hours ahead of most of Amsterdam, they had the news that the expected attack had been thwarted, that future attacks were unlikely, and were even less likely to succeed and that the ease with which Grantville could reach new markets was greatly increased. All in all, the New U.S. had come out of the attack rather better off than it had been before.
Now for the important question, what to do about it? David Heesters had no doubt. He could get backing, based on this letter, to buy commodities whose value had fallen when the rumors of attack had started. When Kaspar had started buying things in the Amsterdam markets, the price of the commodities that Grantville needed had increased. When the rumors of an attack on Grantville and the up-timers had surfaced, the price of those commodities had fallen bellow what they had originally been. When this got out, prices would shoot through the roof. Herr Traugott’s messenger was standing tiredly in the corner.
“Herr?” David Heesters asked, looking at the messenger.
“Fiedler, sir.”
“I understand from the message you carry that you were promised a bonus of five guilders if the message reached us in good time and its contents were not discussed with anyone?”
“Yes, sir. That’s what Herr Traugott told me. I haven’t said a word about what the radio told us to anyone.” Clearly Herr Fielder was a bit concerned about his bonus.
“Good man,” David Heesters continued. “If you will consent to be our guest for the next two days and fill your mouth with the best food we can manage instead of gossip, I’m minded to make the bonus a full ten guilders.”
Herr Fiedler grinned, showing some missing teeth. “I never was one for gossip, sir, and do enjoy a good meal now and again. Not but what the news we heard over the radio doesn’t make a good story, but I’ll be content enough to let others tell it for the next few days.”
“Very well then. I may want to talk to you some more later. But for now . . . ” He rang for a servant. “Show Herr Fiedler to the blue room, and see if you can come up with something especially nice for his dinner.”
“So, Father, who do we ask?” Kaspar had clearly realized the situation.
“Not, I think, the tulip fund.” David Heesters grinned at his son. “And we must move quickly.”
They spent a few minutes discussing who to contact. They would need to tell some potential investors. Show them the message, and then find through them an agent who was not associated with OPM, and arrange for them to do the buying. Messages were sent quietly.
Herr Fiedler spent some of the next morning “gossiping” to selected friends of the Heesters. They had most of that day before another messenger arrived with a somewhat garbled account of the Battle of Grantville. By then they had most of the goods Kaspar was supposed to get. Then the merchants of Amsterdam started putting it all together and the orders for OPM shares started pouring in. It was all very exciting, and seemed, to many, proof of divine favor.
November, 1632: Side Room, Tyler’s Restaurant
Judy the Younger Wendell rushed into the room, then looked around like she was checking for any listeners.
"What has your panties in a knot?" asked Millicent Anne Barnes.
Judy looked around again just to be sure. "The Sewing Circle finally has word from Amsterdam."
"And?" asked Mrs. Gundelfinger.
"And Kaspar Heesters made a killing. I heard Sarah talking to David on the phone." Judy went on to describe the events in Amsterdam in some detail.
"OPM is going to be flush and looking for investments," Susan said.
"Duh!" said Vicky and Susan made a rude gesture at her.
"Ladies!" said Mrs. G. "If we can get back to the point." For the next hour they discussed where that money was going to go, comparing information. Each of the girls had their own sources and so did Mrs. G. Hayley Fortney knew which of the projects were likely to be technologically feasible. Millicent Anne Barnes kept track of information and conclusions, with the help of a down-timer girl named Gertrude von Bachmerin, usually called Trudi.
The next morning, before Sarah got to the bank, the Barbies—as individuals and through agents—bought into several companies. As has been mentioned before, acculturation works both ways. While by up-timer standards their actions might be questionable, by down-timer standards they were the least that any investor ought to be doing.
November, 1632
“I’d like to see Mr. Walker.”
“What is this in regard to?” Jackie Lowry asked. Sarah Wendell had had run-ins with Coleman Walker before. Indirectly, when he had refused the loan to start HSMC, and later on directly, when she was negotiating to sell the paper on rent with the option to buy purchases of sewing machines.
“A deposit.”
“I can take care of that for you.” Jackie didn’t want another fight.
“Not this one.” Sarah opened a briefcase and showed letters on parchment. Parchment was not a good sign. It was expensive and tended to be used only for very large transactions. The number of letters was not a good sign either. Jackie yielded to the inevitable and called Mr. Walker.
Sarah was suffering the financial version of buck fever as she strode into Mr. Walker’s office. OPM was in danger of failing from its success. She needed Mr. Walker’s help. At the same time it was a vindication.
* * *
Coleman Walker was a small-town banker who had been faced with a very sudden change of circumstance a bit over a year ago. He was also a stubborn man. The combination had had a few negative repercussions. In general he had done pretty well, first in setting the initial exchange rate, then in making a lot of very good loans. Coleman had a wife and two sons. He was a firm believer in the bunghole theory of child rearing: “put them in a barrel and feed them through a bung hole.” The standard bunghole theory says to drive in the bung when they turn eighteen. Coleman’s version suggested the bung should be driven in about twelve and they should be let out to go into the army at eighteen. When they came back they would be people. Probably to everyone’s advantage most of the family’s child rearing was done by his wife. He had never been comfortable around children. He didn’t have much faith in their judgment. Hadn’t when he was a child, hadn’t when he was raising his boys, and didn’t now.
There was a grand total of one exception to that rule. Making that exception had taken most of the last year, and had not been a comfortable process. The exception was walking into his office. The fact that he had come to respect Sarah Wendell didn’t make him fond of her. In fact she was an affront to many of his most deeply held beliefs. His explanation of Sarah Wendell was that she was a freak of nature, like a two-headed goat. But from what Jackie had said, she was a two-headed goat with money. And the Bank of Grantville needed money. The Bank of Grantville now had two sections, the Reserve and the Bank. The Reserve determined how much money the Bank could loan out. The Bank part was getting close to the limit. Coleman didn’t want to raise the limit because he was afraid people would lose confidence in the dollar. He was, however; fully aware of the need for more money. They needed money to finance the industrial revolution, especially the roads. Getting the products of Grantville industry to the surrounding towns and villages was expensive. “Miss Wendell, I understand you have some deposits.”
“Yes sir.” Sarah smiled. “Herr Heesters’ trip to Amsterdam produced rather larger investments in OPM than we had hoped for.” She started pulling out the documents. Most of them were certificates confirming ownership of this or that product: lacquer, silk, chocolate, and other goods, each with an estimated value in guilders. Then she got to the one directly from Bank of Amsterdam, all properly set out, assigning ownership of a large amount of silver to OPM. The silver itself was still sitting comfortably in Amsterdam. But this wasn’t the first such note the bank had received, just the largest. By far the largest.
* * *
Kaspar’s trip to Amsterdam had brought a tremendous addition of funds to OPM, making it possible to invest in larger projects. In light of that and Delia’s willingness to accept the aid of a financial manager, the hotel project with modifications was finally agreed on in late 1632. Brent and Trent never actually got to start their respective companies, not exactly. They ended up handing them off to friends from school and managers provided by OPM. The Partow Washing Machine Corporation, PWMC, used Trent’s designs and the Home Power Plant Corporation, HPPC, used Brent’s, but though they did own stock they never actually ran either company. PWMC started putting out usable human-powered washing machines in the spring of 1633, about the time that Johan Kipper met Darlene Braun. But that’s another story.



Chapter 19: The Music of Commerce
January, 1633: Small barn in the hills outside Grantville
Heather Mason knocked on the barn door then opened it and went in. "How's it coming, Hans?"
Hans Huber looked at her with a certain level of trepidation. "Well enough, Fraulein Mason. We are getting better results now."
"How much better?" They had sort of succeeded with making working magnetic paper tape back in July. The problem was quality. To get magnetic tape isn't hard. To get good magnetic tape, high fidelity or even medium fidelity tape, is much more difficult. The particles of iron had to be just the right size and they had to be spread just right and they had to be bonded to the paper or celluloid just right. Then it turned out that you needed to magnetize the stuff while the goop was still wet. There were a whole set of processes that had to be developed, and while there was some information in the library there were also a whole lot of gaps. Filling in those gaps had cost Heather a good thirty thousand dollars in employee salaries and rental of a barn with an electrical outlet over the last six months or so.
"No really, Fraulein. The new recorders and the wider tape are working quite well. It will be a while before we can do cassettes or use the up-time equipment, but we can do transfers and dubbing, even mixing."
Heather nodded and spent the next couple of hours going over the results. She tried not to look over Hans' shoulder too much. He was a sharp guy, a student at Jena who had transferred to Grantville High and the tech center to study electronics.
* * *
"We're making real progress," Heather told the rest of the Barbies the next day. The tape shop was her baby, but all the girls were invested in it. "The issues in the early days of audio recording were as much as anything in the initial recording. By using the magnetic tape, we can already make and the recording gear that it fits, we can make recordings of much better quality than they could in the early part of the twentieth century."
The new equipment was a combination of cannibalized up-time components and down-time craftsmanship to make audio tape recorders that used inch-wide paper tape to get the fidelity that a one-eighth-inch-wide plastic tape would get up-time. They could now record Heather's doo wop music and a lot of the rest of the recorded music that had come across with the Ring of Fire.
"Is it time to invest in production?" Gabrielle asked. "I heard Els Engel singing in the Sound of Music production they did at the theater last week, and she was glorious."
"I don't think so," Heather said. "There are already other people working on production, and what Hans Huber is doing out at the barn should plug right in to whatever they end up with. So let's wait till there's more infrastructure."
And they did, mostly ignoring the music scene for the next few months. It wasn't as though they didn't have other stuff to do.



Old Folks’ Music
July 1, 1633: The Jones House
“You reckon we could afford to do something special for the Fourth?” Ella Mae Jones was sipping iced chamomile tea and making faces at it at the same time. “Lord above, I wish a person could afford sugar,” she muttered.
Nancy Simmons ignored the comment. Ella Mae was always griping about something. “What do you mean, do something special?”
“Well, you know Huey was born on July seventh.” Ella Mae made another face at the tea. “And your boys, well, they all have summer birthdays. I was thinking we might have a barbeque. Smoke some ribs. And the corn is coming in. Corn on the cob. We could spare a few ears for a holiday, couldn’t we?” Casting a look at Mildred and Regina, Ella Mae smirked a bit. “Well, for those of us who can eat corn on the cob, I mean.”
Regina gritted her false teeth for a moment. “Tastes just as good when you cut it off, Ella Mae. And it’s a damn sight easier to eat, too. But I figure we can probably do it. The party, I mean. Sort of combine all the boys into one big shebang. I’ve been saving up from the canning and I think I have enough green beans to last the winter—I could probably get enough for the extra to buy enough sugar for a cake. A yellow cake, unless one of you is holding out on cocoa.”
Ella Mae, Nancy and Mildred shook their heads. “All gone the first winter,” Milly mourned. “Bucky drank cocoa like it was going out of style when we couldn’t get coffee. I’ve got a little bit of vanilla left, though. That will do for the frosting, with the cream cheese they’re producing now. If we can grind the sugar down to powder, that is.”
“We’ll find a way.” Nancy grinned. “May have to run the blender to bits, but we’ll see what we can do. I can’t tell you how much I’d like some real frosting, even if we have to use cream cheese instead of Crisco.”
* * *
The “boys,” not that they could be remotely called boys by anyone but their wives, trudged home from the bus stop, trying not to glare at the boarders.
“Ah, youth,” Henry muttered. “Wish to hell I had that kind of energy.”
“I wish to hell they could carry a tune in a bucket,” Jerry Simmons complained. “At least what we did was music.” The boarders and some young friends were experimenting with rap, of all things. In a combination of two different dialects of German and badly accented English. Mixed in was a lot of laughter and not a lot of tune. To be honest, not that much rhythm or rhyme either. The kids weren’t all that good.
“Good grief.” Bucky looked over at Jerry. “It’s been a long time since we played, hasn’t it? We all got caught up in all the hoopla . . . I haven’t pulled the banjo out of the closet since, well . . . ” Bucky’s face creased. “Must be six years, now.”
“We ought to pull the banjo and the mandolin out for that barbeque the girls are planning.” Huey grinned. “Show these boys some real music. You’ve still got the guitar, don’t you, Jer?”
“Might just do that,” Bucky said, when Jerry nodded. “Might just do.”
July 4, 1633: The Jones Home
The day of the party was clear and bright. And a great deal of work. A blender can turn granulated sugar into powdered sugar. It can even turn rock sugar into powdered sugar. It’s not the best way to go about it, but the girls didn’t know that. A blender or food processor is made to cut, not to crush. A mortar and pestle would have probably been less work and certainly used less electricity. Still, they had powdered sugar.
“Out.” Ella Mae flapped a dish towel. “Out of the kitchen, all of you.” Good grief, she thought. Dealing with all these boarders could be a pain.
“Smells good.” Karl, one of the youngest ones, smiled hopefully. “Very good.”
“And there will be enough for everyone. Just get out of the kitchen, out from underfoot, please. We’ll be eating around five. Until then, out. If you need something to do, you could always weed the garden.” Ella Mae laughed as Karl scooted out the door, followed by two more young men, Johan and Peter. “Good boys,” she muttered. “Good boys, all of them.” She peered out the door to see that all three of them had headed for the shed and taken out hoes. “Work like the devil, even on a holiday.”
Ella Mae went back to her cooking, enjoying the sounds of young people laughing at their work. Not that she didn’t have plenty of her own work to do. Between them, the four families boarded fifteen of the younger miners. That took a fair bit of cooking. Not to mention all the dishwashing.
* * *
“Drat.” Bucky plucked a string. “If this thing was any further out of tune . . .”
Henry grinned. “Shoulda taken better care of it, Buck.” His mandolin sounded pretty good, he thought.
Bucky turned the peg a bit tighter, then tried it out. “That’s got it.”
“What do we remember best?” Jerry plunked at his guitar.
That took some discussing. Titles flew back and forth for a while. Just as they settled, Nancy hollered, “Come and get it.”
It was a great meal. The girls had had the boarders set up the picnic tables in a line and used some old sheets for tablecloths. There was much discussion of the merits of sweet and spicy barbeque sauce. Some liked it, some didn’t, but the racks of ribs disappeared, along with the pile of corn on the cob. And all the other side dishes.
“Almost like it used to be.” Henry rubbed his belly. “All of us, sitting around in the yard. Food that isn’t soup.”
“And,” Ella Mae said, “genuine real birthday cake.”
Ella Mae had slipped into the kitchen and back. She stood at Bucky’s side, holding her treasured cake plate. “Small slices,” she warned. “I only made the one.”
More discussion followed, along with the sounds of forks scraping against saucers. Then a certain amount of burping followed the discussion. With a general clean-up afterwards. “Nope.” Nancy smiled. “Just this once, since this is your birthday party, you four don’t have to help. Just sit on the porch and talk; we’ll all take care of it.”
Huey settled into his favorite chair. The boys got out the old lawn chairs. “I’m glad we kept these old metal chairs. Lots better than the aluminum framed jobs. That webbing wears out too quick.” They grouped the chairs together in the shade and retrieved their instruments. Huey gave his tambourine a shake. He couldn’t play anything more complicated, but he had a pretty good voice. Well, at one time, back in the day. It was getting a bit reedy nowadays.
Bucky strummed for a moment, then began a song. The others, once they figured out what he intended, began to chime in. Huey started singing, and the boarders who weren’t on cleanup duty drifted closer.
By the time Bucky got to “You told me once, dear, you really loved me,” the younger boys were chiming in on the chorus.
“Listen to that.” Nancy peeked out the kitchen window. “Not too bad, are they?”
“Sounds good.” Johan paused in his dish drying. “We go out, soon? Hear more?”
“When we finish up.” Ella Mae wrung out a sponge. “Now that they’ve got started, they aren’t going to run out of steam anytime soon. They never did, once they started the pickin’ and grinnin’. That’s what started all of this. Hee Haw.”
Regina waved at the door. “You all go on. All that’s left is the counter wiping, anyway. I always thought it was the girls on Hee Haw, myself. Draped over the porch like they were.”
Ella Mae grinned. “That Bucky. He loved that show.”
Bucky started in on “Big Rock Candy Mountain,” and Regina grinned. “I always did like that one.” She started humming along.
The girls finished the clean-up and drifted outside. Ella Mae got there just in time to do the whistle part at the end.
Huey was feeling pretty good. He rattled the tambourine a bit. “Girls, your turn. What song?”
Ella Mae smiled. “You know my favorite.” The boys nodded.
“Sure do,” Bucky agreed. He started grinning. “Take it, girls.”
Ella Mae waited for the intro, “Some bright morning, when this life is o’re . . . “
Jerry added is deeper voice for “In the morning.” The chorus of male voices caught on to “I’ll fly away, Oh glory,” real quick.
Bucky, Jerry and Henry really got into it.
* * *
“That was fun.” Jerry massaged his fingertips later that night. “More fun than we’ve had in a while. But my fingers are sore.”
Nancy grinned. “Lost all your calluses, did you?”
“Yup.”
July, 1633: The Buckner Home
“Herr Buckner?” The question came from young Johan.
“Hmm?” Bucky looked over at him.
“You and your friends, you will play the music today?”
“Reckon we could,” Bucky said. “Didn’t realize you boys liked it that much.”
“We like it.” Johan nodded. “Much better than Mountaintop, at the Gardens. Is . . . more sound we like. I invite friend, next time.”
Bucky had to admit that having all the boys around was kind of fun. The boarders all chipped in with the work. And youngsters had so much energy. “I’ll go check with the others. Here, you finish this row.” Johan took the hoe and began carefully weeding the row of corn.
* * *
“Johan wants to know if we’re going to play tonight, since we’re off today.”
“Which Johan?” Huey asked. “We’ve got three of them.”
Bucky grinned. “The one that stays in my attic. At least I think he’s in my attic. For all I know, he’s in yours. These kids run in and out of our houses like they’ve lived here all their lives.”
“I like it.” Jerry’s face was sad. “It’s like having the kids and grandkids back. Sort of.”
They grew quiet for a bit. Loss and grief was a familiar feeling to them all. “Anyway.” Bucky shrugged off the mood, “Johan liked the music. Asked if we’d do it again. Reckon we could just sit around the yard and play for a while, since they like it.”
“Why not?” Henry stood up. “Beats cleaning the chicken house, don’t it?”
* * *
It became something of a ritual over the rest of the summer. More of the young miners began showing up, invited by the boarders. They sang along, even. Started bringing girls with them. And refreshments, food. Picnicking under the trees.
“How did we wind up with so many people here?” Nancy asked. “Never imagined anything like this.”
“There’s about thirty extra,” Mildred pointed out. “And they brought stuff. Loaves of bread, cheese. Like they’re paying admission.”
Regina shook her head. “To hear us and the boys? Who’d have thunk it? We were just messing around, that’s all. Never serious about it. Playing.”
“Well, they like it.” Mildred smiled. “And they’re learning the songs. Johan says it helps his English.”
“Which Johan?” The question came from three women.
“All of them.” Mildred laughed. “And that little weedy one is learning banjo from Bucky. Paying him for lessons by doing Bucky’s chores, even.”
October, 1633: The Simmons Home
“It’s getting a little chilly for this.” Jerry shivered to demonstrate. “Really chilly.”
The late October afternoon was pretty chilly. “We’re probably going to have to give this up till spring,” Huey said. “It’s getting too cold. Hate to disappoint the kids, but we can’t keep this up. I’m not good with cold.”
* * *
“What?”
“We want to offer you t’ gig.” The big Scot waved a hand. “Your boarders have told us about you. So we’ll pay you to play at t’ Gardens. Drinks and a meal. Pass the hat for tips.”
“Don’t that beat all?” Bucky looked at his group of friends and grinned. “Don’t that just beat all?”
* * *
Going “pro,” as it were, meant they had to come up with some kind of program. Which caused a good bit of argument.
Regina clattered around the kitchen, practically slamming the cabinet doors. “But I like it. And I don’t see why playing it at the Gardens would be a bad thing.”
Gospel hadn’t ever been Huey’s favorite, so he’d suggested losing most of it and just going with the old bluegrass favorites.
“It’s still a bar.” Huey took a sip of coffee. “I’m just sayin’—”
Jerry put a stop to it, though. “We’ll just do it like they used to do on the television shows. They all pretty much had a bit of gospel, near the end, usually.”
After that the program fell in line pretty well.
October, 1633: Thuringen Gardens
Mildred gulped when she saw the audience. “I’m all over nervous. All over.”
“Buck up there, hon.” Bucky grinned at her. “You’ll do just fine.”
It was an unusual night at the Gardens. Rather quiet, in fact. Right up until the audience started joining in, that is.
Nancy started this one. She began the rhythmic clapping and sang the first line. The rest of the girls followed her. “Go to sleep little baby . . .”
Bucky was up next. Just about brought the house down with his rendition of “Cold, Cold Heart.” Of course, he followed up with “Your Cheatin’ Heart,” which had all the young ones chiming in.
One set followed another. They’d agreed to do four. Regina had been looking forward to the last set all evening. She took a deep breath. “Oh, sisters, let’s go down . . .”
The girls did the sisters and mothers lines, while the boy’s did brothers and fathers. The whole house was chiming in on the sinners part. Everyone had the melody down by this time.
It worked much the same way for many other tunes. Of course, the miners helped that along a good bit. They’d memorized a lot of them by now.
“Angel Band” was a big favorite. Everyone in the place joined in for “Bear me away on your snow white wings.”
“All right.” Bucky looked out over the people in the audience. “One last one, folks. Then us and the girls are giving it up for the night. We’ve got a meal coming, you know.” The audience laughed, those that understood it, anyway. “The Old Folks want you all to join in for this one.”
Bucky stood back and began the music. Nancy, Mildred, Regina and Ella Mae began. It was another favorite of the younger folks. They all joined in for the “Keep on the sunnysides,” in that one.
* * *
“Every couple of months,” Huey agreed. “None of us are getting any younger and we’re not up to a lot of this. Same deal, I suppose? Drinks, a meal and pass the hat?”
“Agreed.” The Scot extended his hand. “We’ll be glad to have you back. Now, enjoy the meal, all of you.” He motioned the waitress over to take their orders. “On the house,” he told her.
“This was fun.” Nancy looked around the Gardens after they ordered. “Never dreamed it would be, but it was.”
“I’ve got so many people wanting lessons,” Henry pointed out, “that I could quit the mine and just do that.”
“Me, too.” Jerry grinned. Bucky nodded agreement. “Same here. And it’s a lot more fun than the mine, that’s for sure.”
“Something to think about,” Huey agreed. “Not that I’m a player, but they like the singing, too. It’d keep us busy, right enough.”
Nancy, Ella Mae, Regina and Mildred shared a smile.



Chapter 20: Stumble
November, 1633: Factory outside Jena
"It's junk."
Hayley Fortney noticed Susan Logsden wince as they heard Trent Partow's pronouncement. Not that it was really unexpected by now, but this had been Susan's deal.
They were in the office of a warehouse near where the Saale River became navigable for shallow barge traffic. The warehouse, owned by AEC, the American Equipment Corporation, was full of down-time made up-time style office equipment. Typewriters, adding machines, loose-leafed folders, pencils, pens, the works.
Susan said, "The examples were all good quality."
"Apparently it was also carefully chosen," Trent said. "What's in the warehouse mostly wouldn't work."
"It's not your fault, Susan," Judy said. "We all agreed."
"Of course it's her fault, Judy. This was Susan's deal," Vicky said.
Hayley wanted to slap Vicky cross-eyed, but Susan was calmer. Instead of snapping at Vicky, Susan nodded. "Vicky's right. This was my deal. What about the work on the semiconductors?"
"That's the one slightly bright spot, in spite of Father Smithson's article." Trent's voice didn't carry a lot of brightness. "My people have talked to the staff over there. They are doing good solid work. It's years away from actually producing anything and a lot of it's probably being duplicated by other companies in the field. And this business of the water computers . . . man, I don't know what that's going to do to semiconductor research."
Susan nodded again. As soon as Trent made his pronouncement, Hayley knew what had happened and apparently so did Susan. "Fuhrmann was putting it all into the semiconductor research and scrimping on everything else. So will TwinLo be interested in acquiring the semiconductor division?" Trent and his twin brother, Brent Partow, were the owners of TwinLo Park Research and Development, which did technological research and recommended companies to OPM investments.
"Could be. It's possible," Trent said, but he didn't sound like he really believed it. "Sorry, girls, but probably not at a price you're going to like. It's still too far out for us to pay full value. What they're doing here is building the machines to build the machines to make chips. They are doing some decent work in photo-lithography, but they aren't the only ones."
"Thanks, Trent. We'll talk to you guys about price once we've had a chance to absorb what we've got here. Meanwhile we have plotting and giggling to do," Judy said.
"Right." Trent grinned. "Never let it be said that the Barbie Consortium let a little thing like losing half a million bucks interfere with talking about makeup and boys." Which made Hayley want to giggle.
Judy was actually grinning. "I'm glad to see you have your priorities straight. So many of Grantville's new business class seem to think making money is actually important."
Hayley looked over at Susan and lost all thought of giggling. Hayley was the youngest of the girls and arguably the smartest since she had skipped the fifth grade. But Susan was by far the most focused on making money. What was still pretty much a game and something Hayley did mostly to be with her friends was, for Susan, very important. Hayley sort of understood why after Judy had gotten her alone to talk to her about it. Susan's homelife was pretty bad until she got away from her mother. Hayley could understand it intellectually. She was quite good at "intellectually." Emotionally, though, was just too weird.
Once Trent left the room, Susan said, "The twins will just take it to David."
"David is still in Amsterdam and so is Papa Kunze," Vicky said.
"Which means Ostermann," Susan said. "Which is worse." Francze Ostermann was the temporary chairman of the board of OPM, and while he didn't understand up-time tech all that well, he did understand business. Worse, he was one of the down-timers who had "stuck" the girls of the Barbie Consortium with stock so that he could buy into OPM. He was unlikely to be all that helpful since they had sold that stock for half again what they bought it for only days later. Ostermann was a total jerk in the girls' opinion.
Aside from the research they had acquired, all American Equipment Corporation had to offer was the stuff in the warehouse and the warehouse itself. All of which wasn't worth half what they had paid for the corporation, and most of which would take time to sell if they didn't want to lose any more than they were already going to. The girls weren't broke; they had plenty of assets. But they were short of cash and would be until this all worked out. And, unlike some of the older entrepreneurs, there was no way the Bank of Grantville was going to give them a loan.
This meant that they would either have to sell the stuff from AEC at fire sale prices, liquidate some of their other assets—again at a loss—or be out of business for several months while they gradually sold stuff off. And they still wouldn't get what they'd been expecting for it. This was all a lot more complicated than it had seemed when they started out.
The Barbie Consortium weren't long-term players. Not for the most part. They bought into a failing business, fixed what was wrong, and sold out—mostly at a profit. Sometimes at a rather amazing profit. Which Hayley knew was one reason that Susan had let herself get sucked into this deal. It gave them a corporate shell wholly owned by members of the consortium, but it was supposed to do it without costing them anything. They should have been able to sell the corporate assets for more than the stock had cost. They had several other irons in the fire that were going to need cash in the next few months.
"Judy, what about Sarah?" Susan asked. "Could she get us some cash to hold us over?"
"Sarah? She doesn't have any money," Judy said. "Just her salary and bonuses from OPM and some stocks. Not real money."
"Good grief, Judy. Only you could say your millionaire sister doesn't have 'real' money." Vicky laughed.
Judy came back with, "She doesn't have real money. Not even compared to you. A million dollars just isn't that much."
Vicky stuck out her tongue.
Hayley shook her head at their antics. She knew that Sarah wasn't an investor—she was a banker. As the CFO and acting CEO of OPM, Sarah had quite a bit of control over the allocation of truly phenomenal amounts of money. It just wasn't her money.
Susan said, "I know, Judy. But we're good for it. A three month loan . . . "
Judy was shaking her head. "Fiduciary responsibility and Caesar's wife. She wouldn't get involved at all because I'm her sister. If we went to Ostermann and he asked her, she would recommend against it. She thinks we're too wild. Heck, she's tried to get Mom and Dad to rein us in."
* * *
Dana Fortney grinned as her daughter talked about school and her little friends. She didn't exactly let the chatter wash over her, she paid attention. But at the same time she was being amused by how normal her wunderkind daughter was. She had been worried about advancing Hayley a year in school before the Ring of Fire and even more worried about the Barbie Consortium when her twelve-year-old daughter had joined her older friends in their plots and plans. By now Dana had gotten used to the idea and had noticed that Hayley was still a fourteen-year-old girl, just one whose after-school job paid rather well.
 "Bobby Metzger said that he is going to be a soldier." She shook her head. "What is it about boys? Do they all think we will be impressed when they say they want to get shot at?"
"Testosterone poisoning," Dana told her.
Hayley sniffed in female superiority, of which Dana wholeheartedly approved. Dana had met young Wilhelm Metzger and wasn't all that impressed by the German boy.
"In any case, he is too young to join the Army."
"Yes, but he is in the JROTC and he wears that silly uniform all the time."
"Well," Dana said, "it could be that he can't afford other clothing."
"Yeah, maybe. But I think he does it just to show off," Hayley insisted.
"Who does it to show off?" Brandon asked as he shot into the room. "What kind of a sandwich is that? I want one too."
"Bologna and cheese. And you need to wash your hands first," Dana told him. "Especially if you've been handling those rabbits." Brandon, at eleven, was snakes and snails and rabbit tails. Brandon was a rabbit breeder for the 4-H Club.
"So what are you talking about?" Brandon shouted, heading for the bathroom to wash up.
"Testosterone poisoning," Hayley yelled back.
"Dad!" Brandon yelled, "Mom and Hayley are dissing us again."
Dana and Hayley shared a smile.
"So what else has been going on?" Dana asked her younger daughter. "Aside from boys being boys?"
"Not much. We are going lose a little on the AEC deal but it's no big thing. Herr Fugger is going to be introducing a new book in Latin and Herr Nadel is after me to take accounting, but I want to do calculus."
"How much are you going to lose on the AEC deal?" Dana asked. She didn't want to interfere in Hayley's financial dealings, but she did worry. She couldn't help it.
"About half a million, but that's divided between all of us." Hayley said though a mouth full of bologna sandwich, and with apparently less interest than she had in in the sandwich.
"And you have seventy thousand dollars?" Dana asked. Seventy thousand dollars was more than she and Sonny together made in a year.
Hayley looked at her for a second. "Didn't you read the quarterly report?"
"I tried, dear," Dana said, "I really tried. I got lost somewhere around the debentures."
"Yes, Mom, I have that much money, I'm gonna lose about a hundred and fifty grand on the deal because I had more dolls than the other girls when we sold them for starting capital." Hayley said with teenage patience. "All it will mean is that we won't be all that liquid for a while, but it's not a real problem."
* * *
Millicent Anne Barnes looked up from her computer, glaring. "The situation with AEC is a lot worse than we thought."
"What's the problem?" Judy asked.
"It's a shell game," Millicent said.
"It's all perfectly legal," Vicky said.
"Maybe so." Millicent shrugged. "But it was still a shell game."
"I'm a people person, not a number nerd," Judy said. "How was it a shell game?"
"For those of limited intellectual abilities . . ." Vicky sneered. "The corporate structure of AEC and its subsidiary, Up-time Financial, is a shell game. Preferred stock is a loan. When you buy preferred stock, you are loaning the company money. Have you got that, Judy?"
Judy tilted her head, batted her eyelashes twice and said, "I think so, Vicky."
"It turns out that AEC was in debt up to its eyeballs. If it had eyeballs, that is. AEC owned Up-Time Financial. Up-Time Financial had loaned AEC money by buying their preferred shares. In fact, about ninety percent of UF's assets were AEC preferred shares, while AEC in turn owned all the common stock in UF."
"And this means what," Judy asked. "And go ahead and talk down to me all you want, Mistress of the Universe."
"This made it look like AEC owned the other ten or so percent of UF's assets, but those are actually owned by UF's investors."
"Whoa, whoa," Judy said. "I thought AEC owned UF."
Millicent piped up with, "That's exactly what you were supposed to think. In fact, Up-time Financial was itself in debt to a whole bunch of investors through its sale of preferred stock. AEC actually has a mountain of debt. Hidden debt, but debt all the same."
"Not legally," Vicky insisted.
"Morally," Millicent said.
Judy held up her hands. "Back up, you two. Up-time Financial owed a whole bunch of people money?"
Millicent and Vicky nodded.
"And AEC owed Up-time Financial a bunch of money. And that means that we owe those people a bunch of money, right?"
Millicent nodded. Vicky shook her head.
"We are not legally liable if Up-time Financial goes bust," Vicky said.
Millicent's face was turning bright red. "Damn it, Vicky . . ."
"I understand that we're not legally liable," Judy said. "But if we screw all these people, the Barbie Consortium is going to look like crap, a lot worse than we did after the wedding."
"But we don't have the money," Vicky wailed. "It might ruin me. Maybe not you guys, but me." And it might. Vicky had been careful to keep her family's money separate from her Barbie money. While she had been conservative with her family's money, she had played much closer to the margin with her doll money in an attempt to catch up with the other girls of the Barbie Consortium. It had left her overextended and not in shape to ride out reverses like this one.
"It's not going to ruin any of us," Judy said.
"How is it not going to ruin us? How do we fix this?" Vicky asked.
"I don't have a clue," Judy said. "We'll buy some time until we figure it out. How do we do that, Millicent?"
"By not doing anything. We don't have Up-time Financial declare bankruptcy. We keep paying dividends on the Up-time Financial prefered. We can do that for the next quarterly payment, but it's going to eat most of our liquidity and we will have to find some money before the quarterly payment after that. Probably by selling stock, and there is a ripple effect if we are close to the margin limit like Vicky is."
When Judy later told Hayley about the talk, Hayley decided that she wouldn't mention it to her mother. It would just make her worry.
* * *
By the time David Bartley got back from Amsterdam, the Barbies had missed the merger of Hills Properties with Traugott Foundations. They had known about it, but been unable to act because they didn't have the cash. They had, in desperation, gone to Sarah who had gone into big sister mode and told them that they should learn their lesson and be more careful in the future. "You're as bad as Prince Liechtenstein. The only reason he bought so many gilders was because David was buying them."
Which was utterly unhelpful in one sense. But, when Judy mentioned it to the rest of the girls, it did get them interested in Karl Eusebius von Liechtenstein. Millicent remembered something about Liechtenstein being some sort of a banking haven. They did a bit of research at the library and learned that right now the Liechtenstein family was really, really rich and Karl Eusebius von Liechtenstein was the heir. Well . . . sort of. It was kind of a family business, but Karl was the head of the family—at least officially. He did have a couple of uncles, but they were in Austria.
January, 634: Grantville
"Because, Josef," Karl Eusebius von Lietchtensten said, "I really don't have that much interest in money or trade. And you know it."
Josef sighed. As Karl's tutor he was certainly well aware that Karl disliked financial detail. His interests had more to do with ways of spending money than in making it. "You know perfectly well that your uncles Maxmillian and Gundaker agreed to you staying in Grantville so you could learn more about doing business, especially the way up-timers do business. And, at the moment, you've simply got too much cash on hand with nothing to invest it in."
"You complain when I spend money, Josef! Then you complain when I make money! I can't win!" Karl said with a grin.
"I'm not complaining! I'm just informing you. We need to find some way of putting all that money to work!"
When Karl Eusebius returned from the trip to Amsterdam he returned with a satchel full of parchment. That satchel represented ownership of goods from all over the Netherlands, Amsterdam as well as Antwerp, Brussels, and indirectly from the Americas and Far East. Quite a bit of it was immediately convertible to cash. And too much cash could be a problem. For Josef, cash was useless unless it was growing.
"Send it back home," Karl said. "Invest in the improvement of the lands. In fact, have them buy more land. You know what Max and Gundaker really want."
"I'd love to," Josef said. "But that would take time. Especially with the current political situation. And never forget Wallenstein. You can't afford it, not if your family are ever to become ruling princes. And cash will only wind up going into the pockets of Emperor Ferdinand."
* * *
Karl looked at his man of business and tutor in frustration. Mostly because he knew Josef was right. Karl's primary interest wasn't in money or trade. He had been forced by his birth to have considerable knowledge of the subject, but it held no pull for him. Karl loved art, architecture and horses, not necessarily in that order. Since coming to Grantville he had added computers, baseball, fast cars and airplanes to the list. His problem lay in the fact that even if you're profligate—which Karl wasn't—there is only so much you can spend on art and fast cars.
Josef Gandelmo, in addition to explaining the problem of having too much money sitting around in the Grantville bank pulling 1.5 percent interest per year—for what seemed like the fortieth time—then began to expound upon the dangers of putting that money into Emperor Ferdinand's sphere of influence in Austria-Hungary. When the butler knocked on the study door, Karl was overjoyed.
The door opened without noticeable pause. "Miss Wendell to see Prince von Liechtenstein."
Suddenly Karl's day seemed much brighter. Sarah Wendell played a major role in his fantasy life, in spite of the fact that he knew she was dating David Bartley. He didn't know why. Perhaps it was the intense way she focused on her job. Perhaps it was the way the sun sometimes shone on her strawberry blond hair or the map of freckles. "Show her in."
* * *
Judy the Younger Wendell walked into Prince von Liechtenstein's study and saw his face fall. Sudden disappointment was not a reaction she got often; she was, after all, the pretty sister. Still, it only took her a moment to realize that he had been expecting her sister, Sarah. "Sorry. I'm the pretty sister. You were hoping for the smart one, I can tell." Then she laughed to take the sting out of it. "Perhaps I can take her a message?"
Karl Eusebius recovered himself with visibly admirable speed. "Not at all. I was simply surprised. What brings you to visit?"
This was going a little faster than Judy would have preferred, but . . . "I have a business proposition for you. We have a friend who figured out a way to make what amounts to Styrofoam out of down-time materials." Grantville was no longer the small town that it had been before the Ring of Fire but neither was it the size of the up-time financial world. While everyone in Grantville didn't know everyone else anymore, most people in the business world at least knew someone who knew someone. With a bit of effort you could find out what people had done business and what people thought of them. Reputation was important; it was also complex and sometimes contradictory. In spite of what Sarah had to say, Prince von Liechtenstein had a reputation in Grantville as a sharp, but—unlike his father—not dishonest, businessman. But there was really only one way to find out for sure. "It uses rosin as the primary ingredient."
Both the prince and his man, Josef, were suddenly quite interested in what she had to say. She added, "Not to be rude, but just so we're clear, we have documented the process in sealed letters with the court." Considering the somewhat rambunctious nature of patent disputes, one of the tricks used was to copy your notes and store them in sealed envelopes with the court. Then if a question came up, you could prove that you had had the idea.
There was a slight tightening around Karl Eusebius' eyes and Josef stiffened noticeably. Judy smiled disarmingly. "It's one of those things you have to say, gentlemen. So my partners tell me." She gave them her overdone innocent look. The one that said. "I'm just a dumb little girl who doesn't know what any of this really means," but says it too loudly. Judy was testing for reaction. Not really consciously, but testing nonetheless. If she had bothered to think about it, she could have told you what she was doing. But the fact of the matter was that she read, and manipulated, people as naturally as she breathed and rarely thought about it anymore.
The prince grinned back, sharing the joke and indicating to Judy that he "did social" too. Josef's reaction was different. While not socially blind like Sarah or Susan, he demonstrated his social nearsightedness by getting even stiffer. He apparently realized that Judy's stupid look was put on, but thought it was an attempt to deceive, not a shared jest. All of which was quite clear to Judy somewhere in the back of her mind. Most of her attention was still focused on the fact that the prince was interested in Sarah. That offered all sorts of interesting possibilities.
Meanwhile, Prince Karl was giving her a curious look. "Perhaps my English is not as good as I thought. Could you define for me the difference between the articles 'the' and 'a'?"
"What?" English wasn't Judy's best subject. Though she had picked up conversational German like a sponge, she didn't keep track of things like articles and pronouns and stuff. "Ah . . . you use, 'the' when you're talking about one of something and, 'a' when you're talking about. . . Ah, well, that is . . ." Judy looked around the room. There was a painting of a rather harsh-looking fellow over the mantelpiece and a vase of cut flowers near the door. Red and yellow roses which had to have been grown in a greenhouse at great expense considering the time of year. Both the painting and the flowers indicated great wealth and considerable taste. Judy pointed at the painting. "The painting over the mantelpiece is very well done." Then she pointed at the flowers in the vase. "A yellow rose symbolizes friendship, a red rose love."
The prince nodded. "I thought so, but you confused me when you said.you were 'the' pretty sister and Sarah was 'the' smart sister. It is quite clear that both of you are pretty and, after even short acquaintance, that both of you are smart." Then he looked at her as though asking her to explain the discrepancy in linguistic usage.
Suddenly Judy found herself blushing. Naturally skilled as she was, she was not yet sixteen. "Ah . . . perhaps I should have said 'smarter' sister." Darn it. I should have said something like "Who me? Smart?" then batted my eyes. This guy was dangerous. She didn't think the prince was hitting on her, just letting her know that he could play too.
"That might have been better," Prince Karl acknowledged, then switched back to business. "Now about this rosin process for making Styrofoam . . . I'm interested because among the goods I acquired in Amsterdam is a good amount of Swedish and Danish pine resin. But you knew that." Then he looked over at Josef and grinned. "I bought it because I knew that resins and rosins were among the closest things to plastic available in the here and now, and because David beat me to all the Castilloa elastica sap, ah, latex, available in either the Spanish or Dutch Netherlands. I was quite confident that I could get a good price for the resin."
Judy grinned back at him, relieved at the change of subject. "That's partly why I'm here. You haven't quite flooded the resin market, but you've managed to get it pretty damp."
"Partly?"
"Well, there is the matter of money. We're a bit short of cash at the moment."
"Yes, that could be a problem." The prince said, grinning.
"Not if we can work a deal." Judy didn't know the details but Heather and Susan had briefed her. "You're too flush at the moment. You have plenty of cash sitting in the bank at a poor rate of return. At the same time, you're having to sit on warehouses full of commodities to get full value for them . . . including the resin. Right now you're actually losing money."
Josef was clearly upset. "Where did you find that out?"
"Susan told me. It's common knowledge." Judy put on her most vapid expression, blinked twice and said, "I don't even know what it means."
The prince groaned. "The Barbie Consortium strikes again."
"The Barbie . . ." Josef paused looked at the prince, then looked back at Judy. "Judy the Younger Wendell!" He said it like an accusation. "You should emulate Cato the Younger. He at least had a reputation for honesty."
Judy felt herself stiffen. She didn't much like being called "the Younger," and was unused to having her honesty questioned. To her face, anyway. It was not all that uncommon behind her back. Not since the wedding of Ramona Higgins and Karl Schmidt summer before last. The Barbie Consortium's adventures at the wedding had convinced the business community of Grantville that they were worth paying attention to, but a lot of people had felt ill-used by them. They had tried since then to reform their reputation, but not entirely successfully.
Prince Karl cleared his throat loudly. Judy looked over at him and saw that he was looking at Josef. Who looked back and winced then pulled himself up. Josef looked back at Judy and said, "I apologize, Miss Wendell. That was uncalled for."
"Perhaps, sir. At the same time, it's good to know how one is thought of. Perhaps once you get to know me in person rather than by reputation, you will change your mind. In any case, now that we have each found it necessary to say regrettable things, maybe we should get down to business?"
"So tell me about this Styrofoam," Prince Karl said.
Judy had already given her warning and decided to just lay it out. "It's really just foamed rosin. Take rosin, heat it to the melting point, blow in air and you get bubbles. Blow in the air from an outlet with lots of little holes and you get lots of little bubbles, foam. The air cools the rosin, which solidifies in the foam state. Right now we're experimenting with different additives, like wax, to see if we can get a bit more flexibility. But even if that fails, it's still going to be an incredibly useful material for insulation in ice chests, packing material and flotation devices like life preservers.
"For you it offers a new market for your resin, which will help keep the price up, and an investment opportunity . . ."
They talked about possible uses and potential competition from other products like fiberglass. Fairly quickly, Judy started to get out of her depth. But so did the prince and Josef. Another meeting was arranged which would include other members of the Barbie Consortium and Hildegund Lehrer, the down-timer whose idea the whole thing had been.
As Judy was leaving, Prince Karl said, just a bit too casually, "Do give my regards to the other pretty sister."



Chapter 21: The Bank of Liechtenstein
January, 1634
Judy met the other members of the Barbie Consortium directly after the meeting with Prince Karl. "I got our foot in the door," Judy told them, "but it's not a done deal."
"We need that money, Judy!" Millicent said. Millicent had brought them the young down-timer who had come up with foamed rosin concept. Vicky wasn't in the rosin foam deal. She hadn't had the cash.
Judy nodded, but she was distracted by Prince Karl's obvious—to her—interest in Sarah. Things with Sarah and David had been cool since that business with the hotel when Sarah had told his grandmother that David didn't trust her with that kind of money. David hadn't liked that Sarah had interfered, even if it had worked out for the best. Sarah had rarely mentioned David while he was in Amsterdam. And when she had mentioned him, it had been to complain about the fact that he got to go and she didn't. Which was Dad's doing, not David's. Mostly, Judy figured, they had gotten sort of bored with each other, which was perfectly understandable since they were both boring people. Nice people, well, good people, but boring. Outside of their professions, anyway. Prince Karl, on the other hand, was not boring. He was just the sort of person who would put some spice in Sarah's life.
But for now the girls wanted to talk business.
* * *
Judy was planning to tell Sarah that Prince Karl had asked after her and maybe tease her a bit, just to see what was there. But when she got home she walked into a storm. David and Sarah had had a fight. Sarah had brought it home, where Dad had taken Sarah's side and Mom had taken David's.
"There are laws," Dad was saying as Judy walked in.
"Yes, there are," Mom said. "Laws that were a stupid idea and the next best thing to unenforceable up-time, and are utterly unenforceable down-time."
"What laws?" Judy asked more to distract from the argument than anything else.
"The laws against insider trading," Sarah told her.
"Oh! That again!" Judy sighed loudly. She agreed with her mother and disagreed with her father and sister. The issue of insider trading had been the basis of more than one family argument. Whether it was workable up-time or not Judy couldn't say, but down-time it sure wasn't. A jury of down-timers wasn't going to convict someone for doing what they would consider just good business. Not in a world where demanding payoffs for doing your job was pretty much standard practice. State of Thuringia-Franconia clerks didn't require tips in Grantville, but they often did in Jena and other cities. Which was causing increasing tension between up-timers and down-timers. Using what you knew to make yourself a bit of extra money wasn't a crime to most down-timers, but not doing so was considered stupid.
"Members of the board of OPM are buying up shares in companies that OPM is going to finance or take over, and David knew about it!"
Judy shut up. This was not a fight she was getting into. The notions of conflict of interest that the up-timers had brought with them were in direct conflict with what most moneyed down-timers thought of as the natural perks of their position in society. And she wasn't at all convinced that the up-timers like her dad and Sarah had it right. But she knew darn well that her parents weren't prepared to hear that. Besides, Sarah seemed more upset than usual about it. So she started looking for someplace else to take the conversation. "How was work today, Dad?"
"We're still trying to work up the United States of Europe Treasury Department. It's a lot more complicated than it was when we made it up after the Ring of Fire. For one thing, Sweden isn't part of the USE, and it looks like Saxony and Brandenburg aren't either at, least for the moment. There are a lot of mints out there minting a lot of coins, and a lot of printing presses printing paper money. Most of which are almost as valuable as toilet paper." By which he meant toilet paper down-time, which was worth more than it would have been up-time, but still not what money should be worth. "We don't want the USE dollars to fall into that category, so for the moment, we're limiting the issuing of USE dollars to buying other coinage based on silver content. And, at least for now, we're not taking anyone else's paper. Not even the Wisselbank's banknotes."
"At whose rate? Grantville or Magdeburg?" Sarah asked, referring to the price of silver.
"Magdeburg, for now. With the radios, there's only a few cents difference between them and it's better politically. Of course, the American dollars are one-to-one with USE dollars."
"Which decision dropped the American dollar by twenty points," Judy said. "And almost gave Coleman Walker a heart attack."
"It wasn't tying the USE dollar to the American dollar that freaked Coleman out. It was the rumor that you guys were going to melt down all the silver coins and give them to the emperor," Sarah said.
"There is some truth to that rumor," Fletcher said. "Sweden is still short of silver, but they have lots of copper. So Sweden is selling the USE a whole bunch of copper in exchange for certified pure silver ingots. With the amount of copper wire we're going to need, it's a good deal for everyone. And it will restore Swedish money to something approaching respectability."
"Wait. I thought Sweden had already gone to paper money," Judy said. Arg! Drawn in in spite of herself. Before the Ring of Fire all she had known about money was that it was what you got your parents to give you when you wanted candy or a toy. Now it was money every night—and not the fun, buy candy, kind. It was the old, dry, theoretical kind.
"They're trying to, but after the copper-based money, people are hesitant to accept Gustav's paper, so they are trying to establish a bank. Also, they have decided they need the best in printing equipment and with the war everything is delayed," Mom said.
Before the Ring of Fire Sweden, with very little silver of its own, had introduced copper coins. Great big copper coins that mostly no one wanted.
"Perhaps more importantly," Mom continued, "everyone knows that Sweden is separate from the USE. So the confidence in the American dollar isn't spreading to Swedish money. That's what the silver is for along with a major loan to the new bank. They are going to make some coins, but mostly it's going to act as a reserve to prop up the paper riksdaler."
Judy singsonged, "The magical, mystical, American dollar."
"Not so much anymore," Fletcher said. "At first, yes, it was the Ring of Fire and the miraculous nature of our arrival here. But by now it's more people having faith in our monetary policy. Mostly because of how transparent its been."
Judy snorted. "If one person in a thousand actually understands monetary policy, I'd be amazed. I'm certainly not one of the rare ones who gets it."
"That's not the point," Sarah said. "You don't understand steam engines either, but you still ride the train. Because you know that the engineers understand what they are doing. You don't think trains are magic, and neither do most down-timers."
Judy forgot all about Prince Karl's request that she mention him to her sister.
* * *
Judy and her friends had met with Prince Karl and Josef Gandelmo twice before they had enough of an agreement to take them to the little building outside Jena where Hildegund Lehrer was experimenting with foamed rosin.
"So, after I heat the rosin," Hildie said, "I use the air pump and this nozzle to pump air into the container. That gives us a block of foamed rosin, which can easily be cut into shapes with a saw and file. Foamed panels can be glued together with heated rosin to make complex shapes. I can add a piece of fine linen cloth, then paint it with hot rosin and get a hard surface that resists dents. Then I either add another layer of fabric and another coat of rosin or sand it smooth and lacquer it." As she was talking she had pointed at projects that were in various stages of completion, ending up with a mostly finished ice chest. You could see the weave of the fabric just under the smooth shiny surface of the lacquered finish.
"I've found that a couple of layers of rosined fabric give it a pretty hard surface. And unless the food is hot enough to melt the rosin, it works as well for storing hot food in the chest as it does for cold."
"I'm sold," Prince Karl said. "Well . . . almost sold. You have a good business here. You could sell that for quite a bit. It's a lightweight insulated container that can easily be packed in a cart or a even on a mule. What do you need me for?"
"Industrialization," said Susan Logsden. "We have a nice little business here, accent on the little. And if we keep doing it this way, it will stay a nice little business. What we need to do now is organize the process. Figure out what machines we need to increase output. Can we blow the foam into forms? If so, should they be hot or cold and how hot or cold? How big can we go without having the bubbles get too big and damage the structural integrity? Will paraffin mixed into the heated rosin produce a more flexible foam? Can we chemically treat the rosin to make it more flexible or harder? Then there is library research. What was Styrofoam used for up-time and what else might it have been used for? What can it be used for down-time? It's still more expensive than Styrofoam was up-time, even if it is ninety percent air by volume. Can we make it cheap enough to make throwaway cups and plates worthwhile?" Susan handed him a prospectus.
Judy could see that Signore Gandelmo was itching to his hands on the document. She gave Susan the nod and she passed another prospectus to him. "Now, why don't we head back to the inn so we can freshen up for dinner and you can read that thing."
* * *
Josef Gandelmo was annoyed. Mostly at himself. It was his second reading of the prospectus and he found it irritating for a lot of reasons. First, it was quite well done, indicating that he had severely underestimated the girls of the Barbie Consortium. Second, if he had found Fraulein Hildegund Lehrer first, he and the prince wouldn't have needed the Barbie Consortium at all. They could have done the deal without them. Third, and this was the part that really got his goat . . . he wouldn't have done it as well. There were a number of approaches, both to research and sales, that Joseph would never have seen.
It was enough to tempt a man to go around the girls, or it would have been . . . but Prince Karl would never go for it. The first Prince Karl von Liechtenstein, Karl Eusebius' father, had severely damaged the family's reputation for honesty and fair dealing with his part in the Kipper and Wipper scandal. This Karl, Prince Karl Eusebius, was trying to restore that damaged reputation. Also, Josef was aware that the prince was especially concerned with his reputation where the Wendell family, and particularly Sarah Wendell, were concerned. There was a bit of the troubadour's romantic love from afar in that, since Sarah Wendell was dating David Bartley. As long as David and Sarah were dating, this would remain a harmless infatuation. Mostly harmless, anyway. It did mean that Josef's young charge was bending over backwards to treat the Barbie Consortium fairly. Josef doubted that the Barbies were equally concerned with treating Prince Karl the same way. They would make the deal, but Josef did have one thing he wanted. He had a second cousin who was a master craftsman of bronze bells. Claudio Gandelmo had come here from Italy at Josef's recommendation to study up-time techniques of both casting and business. He was living in Prince Karl's household and was in need of a job. It would also give them an eye inside the business.
* * *
"One million shares of preferred stock in the American Equipment Corporation," Josef Gandelmo read. "At five American dollars per share.
"I know I am going to regret asking, but why are you giving these young girls such a — what is it the up-timers call it? — a sweetheart deal?"
"Because they're sweethearts!" Karl said, grinning. "More seriously, because they are quite capable girls who I think will make the family a lot of money. And because even if they don't, it will still make it easier for me to live and work here in spite of the fact that the Liechtenstein name is altogether too closely associated with the Habsburg name for most people's comfort. That comfort level is worth cleaning up their cash flow problems. In exchange, the deal lets me into their little consortium, and those girls know everything this is going on in the Ring of Fire."
"One of them called you the Ken Doll."
"Excellent. What is less threatening than a doll?"
Josef looked back to the contract. "The members of the Barbie Consortium agree to handle at least half their deals through the American Equipment Corporation, and any dividends that are paid to the common shareholders—the Barbies—must first be paid to the preferred shareholders, mostly you, Prince Karl. At the same per share rate and in the same form. So, if the girls get $0.50 a share in dividends, so do you. The girls can buy back the preferred shares at $5.25 a share on demand."
"And once they pay back the loan, they are free to do whatever they want," Karl finished. "But frankly, Josef, I hope that they will not buy back that stock anytime soon. Because, as I said before, I think they will make the family a great deal of money."
* * *
Sarah had had another fight with David. It was getting, Judy thought, to be a regular thing. This time it was about whether to invest in the Magdeburg chemical plant. Sarah wanted to invest because it was needed for the overall economy. David agreed that it was needed, but it would happen with or without OPM investing in it and the profit on the investment was probably going to be less than other investments they could make. Besides, it was partially government owned and David preferred OPM to stay out of joint ventures with the USE Government. He wasn't fanatical about it; OPM did own quite a bit of railroad stock, a piece of the Magdeburg shipyards, and Treasury bonds. But in this case, David felt that for the amount of control that the government wanted, it should be putting up more of the cash.
"What's really getting to me," Sarah complained, "is that David won't even talk to me about it. He just said no and told me to send my own recommendation to the Board separately. He's like some damn dictator."
"Does sound pretty dictatorial to me," Mom said.
Judy rolled her eyes behind Sarah's back. "Um . . . Sarah? Don't you think that not fighting with the government is a good idea? If they want that much control, why aren't they putting up more of the money?"
"Because the government is already concerned with the amount of debt that's piling up," Sarah said.
Mom looked uncomfortable. "Having the government so involved is kind of . . . well, like socialism."
Now Judy and Sarah looked at each other and rolled their eyes. They knew that the notion of socialism bothered some of the older up-timers. But not Gustav Adolph and the mostly down-time government of the USE. To Judy the Younger, it just made sense to avoid a pissing match with the government over how the company was to be run.
Judy was thankful for the interruption when her father got home, at least until he dropped the other shoe. "I had a meeting with Mike Stearns today. He came up from Magdeburg and talked to several people," he said. "He asked me to be the Secretary of the Treasury for the USE."
The only good thing about that announcement to Judy the Younger's way of thinking was that it shut Sarah up about David.
"Damn," Mom said. "You have to take it, Fletcher."
"What?" Judy almost screeched. "I don't want to move to Magdeburg. I like indoor plumbing, thanks. Besides I've got school and my after school job. We're about to close a five mil deal with Prince Karl on the Rosinfoam project and we have the trucking business . . ."
"Five mil?" Dad's face was pale. "Five million? Dollars?"
"Prince Karl?" Sarah asked.
Mom was just staring at her.
There was silence for a moment. Then Judy mumbled, "Oh, shoot!"
"Young lady, I think you've got some explaining to do," Mom said.
"It's not a secret. Well, not from you. We don't want what we're doing to get out yet, because we want to have the manufacturing process improved before it becomes public. You would have read about the deal in the next quarterly report," Judy insisted. One of the family rules was that both Sarah and Judy turned in quarterly reports on their financial dealings. By now, those quarterly reports proclaimed that Sarah was a millionaire and Judy was considerably more than that. But Judy's last quarterly report had pointed out that the Barbies were having liquidity problems and five million American dollars would have been a lot for Judy to have in one project even without those problems. Another family rule was that fifty percent of the girls assets had to be in reasonably secure investments. That wasn't a problem for Sarah; she had over seventy percent of her assets in HSMC and OPM, both of which their parents felt were quite solid. Judy, on the other hand, through the Barbie Consortium, was a venture capitalist with the accent on venture. There had been occasional arguments about just what constituted a secure investment, but if Judy sometimes pushed against the rule, she didn't break it. "Prince Karl is putting up the money, not us. We'll be giving him a pretty big piece of it to get him to pony up, too."
At which point everyone had to know all the details about the deal. Judy finally pulled out the prospectus and let them look that over.
"You're giving him too much for the amount he's investing," Mom said after reading the prospectus.
"No. There's another part of the deal," Judy said. "He's buying up a bunch of the Up-time Financial preferred stock as a long-term investment. Which will let the present owners get out without losing much. You know we had to defer the last dividend and the price went down quite a bit."
"How big a bunch of stock is he buying?" Sarah asked.
"Most of it. Possibly all of it," Judy said. "He's offering $4.90 a share, which is down from the $5.00 par that most people bought it for, but more than its present market price. It will let people out with their skin intact. He's agreed to sit on it for up to five years. Which solves most of our liquidity crisis and gives us time to figure something out." Actually the deal was more complicated than that. The UF preferred was being bought by AEC in exchange for AEC participating preferred, so the deal with the debt holder, Karl, would be different.
"Now it sounds like you're ripping Karl off," Sarah said.
"It sounds to me like the girls are going to a considerable effort to avoid ripping off the investors in Up-time Financial," Fletcher said.
"Maybe, Dad, but at the expense of Karl von Liechtenstein."
Judy noted more than Sarah's normal annoyance with the Barbies in her voice and wondered if there was really something there on her side as well as Karl's. She glanced at her mom and realized that Judy the Elder had spotted the same thing. While their dad was the entertaining parent, Mom was the one the girls went to when they had problems. For a moment Judy was torn between defending herself and needling Sarah.
"No, we are not. Karl knows the situation with Up-time Financial. Besides, we're doing the whole foam rosin deal through AEC and we're going to do other deals using it, too. He'll get part of it back on this deal and more than he invested in other deals later." Judy then decided to have a little fun. "Oh, by the way, Karl is always asking about you. But I think he needs glasses. He called you lovely."
Sarah turned beet red and looked for something to throw. Of course, Dad knew Prince Karl fairly well after the trip to Amsterdam. But Mom had never met him. So Judy was instructed to invite him over for dinner.
* * *
Finally the evening's discussion turned back to Fletcher's new job. The Treasury of the USE wasn't to be quite the same as that of the New US, just as the New US Treasury wasn't quite the same as the up-time US Treasury department. Stripped of the technical details, the balance of power between the Treasury and the Reserve Bank had shifted toward the Treasury. There were three kinds of money: bullion coins much like the up-time Krugerrand which weren't tied to the value of the up-time dollar but to their content of monetary metal, money issued by the Treasury, and money issued by the Federal Reserve Bank. The Reserve Bank could limit how much total money was issued, but the Treasury got first dibs on the issuing thereof. Gustav Adolf was not willing to completely give up the profits from issuing money. The Treasury, aside from issuing Treasury bills and bonds, also had the option of depositing money in a Reserve Bank account. How much money could be deposited in the Reserve Bank account was to be determined the by Reserve Bank's estimation of the size of the overall economy and projected growth rates. Once that determination was made, however, the Reserve Bank had to trot on over to the Treasury and ask them how much of that money they wanted to deposit for the use of other banks and how much the government wanted to, ah, spend. Coleman Walker hadn't lost the economic argument, but he had lost ground.
Judy didn't bring up her objections to moving to Magdeburg. Now was clearly not the time. Besides, Dad wouldn't be moving to Magdeburg until next month at the earliest.



Chapter 22: Dinner and Finance
February, 1634: Wendell House
Prince Karl Eusebius von Liechtenstein arrived at the Wendell's house dressed in a sable overcoat, tight black pants with a red stripe down the side and a wide-brimmed fedora with one side turned up, to hold a feather dyed gold. He was also bearing a pound of coffee and two pounds of cocoa, which he gave to Mrs. Wendell. "I would have brought wine, but the wines of Vienna don't travel well."
He removed the sable overcoat, revealing a red doublet embroidered with his family crest in gold thread and an up-time, silver gray rayon shirt. Up-time, it would've looked like a comic opera outfit. But not now. Now, with the mixture of styles over the last few years, it was roughly the equivalent of a Savile Row suit or perhaps something from Rodeo Drive in L.A. You could see the up-time influences in the cut of the outfit. He was still a bit overdressed for a family dinner, but he carried it off well. Unlike David, who looks like a kid playing dress up when he's decked out, Sarah thought. Prince Karl was smooth and easy with the family. Comfortable with his rank and theirs, and pleasant with, Sophie the maid, when she took his coat.
Over dinner they talked about the economics of the USE and the effects of the new money. Prince Karl wasn't all that sure how well the USE would do with American dollars. "They worked quite well in the New US, but a lot of that was caused more than anything by the Ring of Fire itself." He paused a moment as though looking for a delicate way to phrase an indelicate subject. "The miraculous nature of your arrival provided a faith in your money and everything else you brought with you, from your products to your politics. I'm not saying that's the only reason people trust you, but it tipped the balance in your favor. I know you up-timers don't like to consider yourselves a miracle, and it does you credit that you don't make more of the circumstance of your arrival.
"In any case, the point I was trying to make is that so far that faith in your American dollars has not transferred to other paper money. Certainly not in its entirety. The paper thalers, gilders, rubles, doubloons, and other moneys that have been issued from Moscow to Madrid have met with less success. Much less success. Even those that are backed by gold or silver have been only partially successful. In Muscovy, in spite of the fact that the czar, duma, and church have all endorsed the paper money, it is accepted only because there is little other money to be found. And they are not accepted outside Muscovy save at an incredible discount. I'm not sure that USE dollars that are issued under the seal of Emperor Gustav will carry the same, ah, magic, as American dollars."
"We are aware of the problem," Dad said. "That's one reason I'm to be USE Secretary of the Treasury and Coleman Walker will be the chair of the USE Federal Reserve Bank. To reassure people that the up-timers are still in charge of the money supply and their USE dollars will be worth just as much as their American dollars are. Up-timers aren't any more honest, but people think we are." Dad paused a moment then added, "Please keep that under your hat for now. That is, don't mention the fact that I have been chosen as the new Treasury Secretary. It won't be announced for a while."
"Certainly, I won't mention it. But, back to my point. What is believed is that you up-timers look farther ahead. No, that's not it either, not entirely. We don't trust you more with our money, I think. We trust you more with the idea of money. The arguments between the government and Herr Walker are one reason. Almost no one knows or cares what you're talking about, but everyone is reassured that you seem to know. Your work with the towns and villages is another reason you're money is trusted. Mostly the American dollar itself." Karl shrugged. "It works."
"We've been lucky," Mom said.
"And much as I hate to admit it, Coleman was right," Dad admitted.
"No. He was lucky, too," Mom disagreed. "Without the arguments with you, Tony, and President Stearns, Coleman's tight fiscal policy wouldn't have worked. I swear, sometimes I think Coleman is a secret Austrian. The difference between what he wanted to do and what you wanted to do would have made no appreciable difference to money supply, not even locally. It was the arguments, not their outcome, that saved the day."
"Austrian?" Karl asked.
"The Austrian school of economic theory," Sarah said. "As opposed to Keynesian economics. The Austrian school are almost gold standard guys."
"And Coleman is really more Chicago school than Austrian school, anyway," Dad said. "He's just a bit conservative in his estimation of how fast quantity is growing."
"Now we're in for it," Judy told Karl. "You get these three talking economics and you're in for hours of equations. Not to mention weird names of theories mostly based on where the guys who proposed them taught. Don't, I beg you, get them started on the Chicago Boys and their effects on the economies of South America. Jeez, Dad. At least the Fed Fairies were funny. But the Austrian School, the Chicago Boys, supply side and Keynesians versus Able-sians! Money is worth what people think it's worth."
"Which brings us back to lucky," Mom said. "The different theories of economics aren't all that different. Sure, in the long term they are going to make a difference that matters, but we're talking fifteen to twenty years before it causes problems for us. Simply because there is so much to build."
* * *
Karl Eusebius looked around the table as Frau Wendell made her second comment about luck. While Sarah looked interested, Judy the Younger hadn't been entirely joking in her complaint. "That too is understood," Karl said. "Events conspired to help you survive and prosper after the Ring of Fire, brought you to the here and now. Little things and large events helped. As though the hand of God, or at least the hand of fate, rests upon your shoulder to prevent you from making a wrong step. What is the expression? 'It's better to be lucky than good.' You up-timers as a group have been incredibly lucky. Combined with the Ring of Fire, well, we're not the superstitious peasants of the dark ages, but neither are we a world of statisticians."
Judy the Younger grinned. "You're saying you're almost superstitious peasants, but not quite?"
Karl grinned back at her. "Well, I wouldn't want to put it just that way, but it's not too far from the truth. In our defense, how do you tell a pseudoscience from a science if you're looking at both from the outside? What makes economics or meteorology more scientific than astrology?"
"You're no more superstitious than we are," Sarah said. "Just about different things. If superstitious is the right word, and I'm not sure that it is. Most up-timers believe in meteorology over astrology, not because of understanding but because that's what we've been taught."
"Thank you, Sarah," Karl said. "I wish that realization was more common among up-timers."
"Is it really that uncommon?" Fletcher asked.
Karl hesitated. The notion of their superiority was fairly common among the up-timers if the blatant expression of it wasn't. "Well, it can seem that way."
"It depends on whether you're looking at it as an up-timer or a down-timer," Judy said. "We've done some stuff on it in school. Sometimes up-timers over explain stuff to down-timers. Sometimes down-timers think up-timers are talking down to them when they aren't. The good news, according to Herr Nagel, is that so far it's mostly considered cultural, not innate. At least, among the up-timers. So that kids from the high school get it less than their down-time parents. The bad news is that's changing. Herr Nagel thinks that we could end up with the up-timers as a sort of new unofficial nobility." She looked at Karl. "And that's less the up-timers doing than the down-timers. It's part of the same thing you were talking about earlier, about why people are so accepting of American dollars and up-timer innovations. According to Herr Nagel, up-timers would call it giving us all expert status or scientist status. Down-timers do the same thing but tend to think a bit more in terms of divinity. Divine right, that sort of thing. There is a lot of automatic deference to up-timers and our opinions among down-timers. A lot of lower and middle class down-timers think of us as a new nobility already. Divinely brought to this time."
"That's ridiculous," Sarah said.
"Oh. I'm not divine . . ." Judy started to explain.
"That much is obvious," Sarah said and smiled sweetly at her younger sister.
Judy stuck out her tongue.
Karl laughed. He couldn't help it. "On the contrary, Sarah. I find you both to be utterly divine, each in your own way. Totally without regard to your origins, of course. I do see your point and agree that the Good Lord didn't endow you with any special rights beyond those granted others." He considered what Judy had said. "But I think your sister might have a point. She was talking about perception, not reality."
"And not about universal perception," Judy said, "but a sort of average of perceptions. With some people thinking we really are divine like angels, demons or something and others thinking we're not a the least bit special in spite of how we got here. With most people falling in between assuming that God must have had a reason to send us here, but not that we're some kind of supernatural beings, so they should listen to us more than others or watch us more carefully, but not worship or exorcise us."
"Well, I have to agree that you girls bear watching," Judy the Elder said. "But like Prince von Liechtenstein, I don't think it has anything to do with how we got here."
All in all, it was a pleasant evening. They did discuss the investments Karl had made with Judy and her Barbies and Karl was admonished to talk to the parents if it seemed to him that the girls were being unfair.
Lichtenstein House, Castle Hills, outside the Ring of Fire
Prince Karl had hesitated to call David Bartley and talk to him about his new relationship with the Wendell family. In all honesty, he felt a bit guilty. He had grown to like David during their time in Amsterdam, and even though the relationship was a matter of business and didn't directly involve Sarah, well, it felt odd. On the other hand, he really did need a read on Judy the Younger Wendell and the Barbie Consortium. After dithering for a while, he picked up the phone and dialed. "Prince Karl von Liechtenstein for David Bartley, please."
"Yes, Your Highness. I'll put you right through."
Karl grinned. From David's description, Leonhard putting him through indicated that, old Grantville hand or not, down-timer rank still mattered.
"Yes?" David said.
"Good day, David. I'm calling to ask you about Judy Wendell."
"Which one?" David asked "The mother or the daughter?"
"Judy the Younger. Though, come to think of it, anything you could tell me about the rest of the family would probably help."
"Oh. The reason I thought it might be Mrs. Wendell was the modernizing you want to do on your lands. The Wendells did taxes and insurance before the Ring of Fire and were a big part of getting the American dollar accepted after it, which took some real salesmanship early on. As I understand it, these days they are mostly involved with selling down-time produced up-time tech to towns and villages all over what is soon to officially become the State of Thuringia-Franconia. He's the salesman and Mrs. Wendell the accountant. In fact, you probably do want to talk to her about integrating systems as you try to upgrade your lands. You might have to, since your lands are mostly outside of the USE. Rumor has it that Fletcher is on the list for USE Treasury Secretary. I doubt he'll get tapped, though. Not that he wouldn't be a good choice, but it would be bumping him at least a couple of levels. Not that I think anyone is going to stop you from shipping plows to Bohemia or Silesia, but it's the government and we are at war with what's left of the Holy Roman Empire, Austria-Hungary, or whatever they're calling it this week."
Karl smiled, realizing that at least in this instance, David was behind the knowledge curve. "I'll see if I can talk to Mrs. Wendell about it. But what about Judy the Younger?"
"Well, where there's Judy, the rest of the Barbies are close by. Judy, and to an extent Vicky Emerson, are the sellers for that bunch, but all those girls together are a pretty sharp group. I call Judy, Judy the Barracudy,///stet/// but that's just teasing. The real shark is Susan Logsden. Probably the best thing I can tell you about the Barbies is if it looks like you're taking advantage of them, run."
"What about if it looks like they're taking advantage of me?"
There was a pause. "You know, in that case, I think you're all right," David said. "I hadn't thought about it before, but the Barbies seem to focus on financial aikido."
"What's aikido?"
"It's a fighting style. Japanese, I think. I don't know that much about it except that it's supposed to be totally defensive. I just remembered a quote about it. 'How do you defeat a master of aikido? Don't attack.' The idea being that as long as you don't attack him, there's nothing he can do. It's not a perfect analogy, but in general, the Barbies seem to feel that it's beneath them to rip off someone who is treating them fairly. But try to take advantage of them and they won't just take your shirt, they'll take your shorts, too."
Karl laughed. "Well, in that case, I'm relieved. Josef's complains that I'm letting them take advantage of me. I have no desire to have my privates made public."
"One other thing, Karl. They're players and sometimes players lose. Give them money and you may end up with more . . . even a lot more. But you may lose what you give them."
"That much I had gathered," Karl said. "Thank you, David. I'll keep it in mind."
February, 1634
In February of 1634 Fletcher Wendell was living in Magdeburg trying to set up the Treasury Department of the USE, while his wife and daughters stayed in Grantville. That was scheduled to change at the end of the school year. Judy the Elder Wendell was trying to figure out what to take with them to Magdeburg when the doorbell announced a visitor.
"Pablo Nasi is here to see you," the maid said.
"Thank you, Sophie. Show him in." Judy the Elder was curious. Pablo was a second cousin to Francisco Nasi and had been tapped for the Magdeburg Branch of the USE Federal reserve bank. In a political compromise, the main office of the Fed was to remain in Grantville, but the Magdeburg Fed branch bank was to have the Office of Economic Projection. Which made absolutely no practical sense, but that's politics. The OEP, mispronounced Oops by some, would be trying to project economic growth to give the Fed and Treasury estimates of how much money should be introduced into the economy to match economic growth. Or, in the case of economic contraction, how much money would have to be pulled from the economy. Also as a political compromise, the OEP would have a down-timer head. Olaf Sorenson had gotten the job and didn't know what to do with it. He was a capable administrator, but this was still very new stuff outside the State of Thuringia-Franconia. He'd tagged Pablo to be his number two.
When Pablo was ushered in, he gave her a rather awkward bow. Pablo was a bookworm and accountant by nature. Very bright, but not socially adept. "Thank you for seeing me, Mrs. Wendell."
"What can I do for you, Herr Nasi?"
"It's about your daughter . . ."
"What's Judy done now?"
"What? Isn't your daughter Sarah Wendell?"
"Ah. Yes. I just assumed it was one of Judy's schemes. Something to do with OPM, then?"
"Ah. No." Pablo paused. "It does make sense, though."
"My daughter radar seems to be on the fritz today," Judy the Elder said. Pablo looked at her in obvious confusion. "Perhaps you should tell me what this is about."
"It's about her paper Projecting Economic Trends from 1631 to 1650. I spoke to your husband about it in Magdeburg day before yesterday, and he suggested I discuss it with you."
Judy remembered the paper. Sarah had turned it in along with a computer program based on it, in December of 1633. It was an advanced placement paper based on two data sets. The data set for the original timeline was horribly incomplete and the one from the new timeline much more complete from 1600 to mid-1633, but blank after that. It was Sarah's work, though much of the data gathered for it had been gathered by people who worked for her at OPM, scouring the records for data points. Which is why she turned in a copy to the board of directors at OPM, as well as one to her teacher at Grantville High.
"Yes, I remember. How did you come to see it?"
"Her teacher, Robert Mun. He is an acquaintance, a correspondent, of mine."
Judy knew that Mun was man of business and member of the Mercers from England, who had come to Grantville and was involved in up-timer economics. That is to say, he was one of the down-timers who was using a combination of his down-time knowledge and up-time theories to try to become an economist. She hadn't known that he was a correspondent of Pablo's, but it wasn't all that surprising. He was in Grantville because that was where the economics literature was. And he was quite impressed with Sarah in general, and with her paper in particular.
But Pablo was still talking. "Indirectly, in this case. He sent copies to the university at Jena and the Mercers in England. A friend at Jena sent me a copy. And I understand that the Mercers sent it on to the new economics department at Gresham College in England." Pablo smiled. "The economics department at Gresham College is all of three people, one teacher and two students. In any case, I found your daughter's paper quite impressive, as did many others. It is well referenced and at the same time carries the feel of experience talking."
The paper drew quite a bit from John Maynard Keynes, Adam Smith and others, but it also drew on Sarah's real life experience with the Higgins Sewing Machine Corporation and the OPM mutual fund. And it set out an algorithm to take data from many sources to estimate growth in industrial capability.
"Ah . . . yes?"
"It's precisely the sort of thing we need at the Office of Economic Projection." Pablo paused as if that explained everything. Judy the Elder kept her expression blandly curious, while she waited for him to drop the other shoe. Finally he did. "I am here to offer her a job with the Office of Economic Projection. Though I doubt she would take it. It would mean giving up her position at OPM, I'm afraid."
Judy the Elder sat back in her chair and thought about what Pablo had said. She wasn't at all sure that Sarah would reject the offer. CFO of OPM increasingly seemed a poor fit for her bookish daughter. "Well, I wouldn't object to her going to work for the Magdeburg Fed. So why don't we leave it up to her? I'll give her a call and let her know she has a visitor."
* * *
Sarah thanked Pablo Nasi for the offer and promised to think about it. And think about it she did. At OPM she was increasingly caught between what she wanted to do and what was fiscally responsible for OPM. She didn't like telling some bright, hard-working person that their dream didn't measure up and she didn't like balancing the good of OPM's investors against the good of the wider world. In point of fact, she had discovered she didn't like being a corporate fat cat. It wasn't at all how she had thought it would be when they had started Higgins Sewing Machine Corporation. Oh, it had worked. HSMC, OPM and the companies that OPM had invested in were a part of what made the Ring of Fire successful.
Absent a disaster of some sort, she was set for life money-wise. But that success hadn't come cheap. It wasn't the hard work she objected to. She had discovered she liked work. It gave her a feeling of accomplishment.
What Sarah hated was that her decisions were hurting people. It might be the same in government service, but at least she would be working for the common good rather than the bottom line for the investors in OPM. Besides, the challenge of projecting the effect of plows and reapers on the productivity of farm labor and how that would affect the cost of bacon appealed to her.



Chapter 23: Rosinfoam
February, 1634: Warehouse on the Saale River
Claudio Gandelmo looked at the little shop with a mixture of excitement and dread. As a bronze foundryman, he had to be something of a businessman, but applying those skills to a different sort of business was a new thing for him. He had not quite a year of adult education in business administration and chemistry to complement his ten years as a bronze worker. He had read the prospectus and he knew from his cousin that Hildegund—Hildie—Lehrer, wasn't that interested in the business part of her invention. She preferred to experiment with all the things that she could do with rosin foam. His thoughts were interrupted by cursing from within the building.
He rushed into the building and saw a young woman, late teens or early twenties, cursing over a form that looked not that different from the bronze forms he was used to. Remembering some cursing he had done over the failed pours he had made, he couldn't help but smile. Which was perhaps not the best possible action.
The young woman glanced his way. "What are you grinning at? For that matter, what are you doing here? This is private property." She was clearly not pleased.
Claudio shrugged. "In order asked, I was remembering cursing just that way over failed bronze pours in years past, and I'm here to manage the business end. I'm Claudio Gandelmo. Are you Hildegund Lehrer?"
"You're early!" Hildie squeaked.
Claudio pulled out his new Grantville-made pocket watch. "Actually I'm a bit late. The train was delayed."
Claudio watched as Hildie looked at the window and the way the shadows angled on the floor of the shop. It was quite clear that the day had gotten away from the young woman. "Never mind, Fraulein Lehrer. I've had important pours, too. What went wrong?"
"If I knew that it wouldn't have gone wrong," Hildie bit out. "So far none of the forms have worked. It foams up fine, but when you try to force the foam into molds it leaves gaps. Great big gaps. But that's my problem. You're here to manage the business part."
Her tone made it quite clear that she didn't want his help, so Claudio retreated to the office. But he couldn't get it out of his head. Bubbles in bronze cannon were a thing to be avoided and there were techniques to achieve that. Bubbles in rosin foam were necessary to provide its insulating qualities as well as to keep the amount of rosin used to a minimum. He focused on the books and found that Fraulein Lehrer was meticulous in her notes on experiments, which made it easy enough to calculate the cost of those experiments, if rather tedious. It also made it clear that she needed more help. So far it had been basically a one-woman shop, supported by what amounted to the Barbie Consortium's spare change. However, with the amount of resin and money that Prince Karl was providing, keeping it a one-woman shop would simply delay things.
Fraulein Lehrer had experiments waiting that would take her at least a year to do on her own. They would need about twenty people and several pieces of equipment. More pumps, more forms, high temperature aerators, nitrogen if they could get it to use as a gas to avoid oxidizing the rosin foam, all sorts of stuff. Through all his work something kept nagging at him, something he couldn't put his finger on. Foamed rosins were economically workable because they were mostly air. Using rosin to take the place of solid plastics mostly wasn't workable, because rosin was a lot more expensive than oil based plastics were up-time. Composites using rosin fell somewhere in between. They were more expensive than the equivalent had been up-time, but so were the competing materials. All that was true, but it wasn't what was bothering him. Still, it was something about relative costs—he was sure of that.
March, 1634: Warehouse on the Saale River
Claudio walked into the shop more because he had to get out of the office than because he felt welcome on the shop floor. He wasn't one of Hildegund Lehrer's favorite people. She had made that much clear. Claudio knew why. He had been forced on her by the deal with Prince von Liechtenstein. Hildie had gone to the Barbies and if they hadn't had the money problem, he wouldn't be here. Someone else would, Claudio had no doubt. The Barbies would have hired someone to handle the business end. Hildegund Lehrer lacked both the talent and the interest. None of which made it any easier for her to have to come to him to approve purchases. Mostly, he had approved them and even insisted on some that she hadn't wanted. Hildie had an esoteric system of organizing things that apparently worked well for her but not for others.
Claudio watched as a workman pulled apart a framework to reveal a foam shape, noting that they were still having problems with the frames sticking. He considered sand as iron castings were made, but it would probably be too unstable. Then it hit him. Claudio was quite familiar with the lost-wax method of casting bronze. It had never occurred to him to use rosin in place of the wax, because wax was cheaper than rosin. Now it occurred to him that the rosin foam wasn't just rosin, it was mostly air. Air didn't cost them much at all. A pound of wax would fill a volume less than a fifth as large as a pound of RosinFoam. For a moment Claudio wondered if wax could be foamed, then he put the thought aside. RosinFoam could make iron, steel or bronze castings less expensive to produce. Which brought another problem to mind. The prince, his patron, owned an interest in the RosinFoam shop but only an interest. For lost foam casting, the prince could own the whole deal. He started looking around for Hildie to tell her that he would be traveling to Grantville to consult with Prince von Liechtenstein while trying to come up with something he would need to consult with him about. Something that didn't involve RosinFoam.
March, 1634: Liechtenstein House
"Well, cousin, what brings you from Jena?" Josef Gandelmo wasn't all that pleased to find his cousin back here when he was supposed to be looking over the prince's interests in the RosinFoam shop. But he kept his expression pleasant.
"I found something, Josef. Or perhaps invented something. It's a new way of casting metal using the RosinFoam. It should have considerable savings over the lost wax method." Claudio paused visibly. "I didn't tell Fräulein Lehrer because while His Highness owns only a part of the RosinFoam process, he could own all of this."
Josef knew that Prince Karl was being very careful about the appearance of impropriety and that the Wendell family was moderately high in the councils of the up-timers. Fletcher Wendell had been chosen to be the Secretary of the Treasury for the USE. A position of considerable rank, a bit like the Exchequer in England, but not quite. How to handle this was something the prince would have to decide. "All right, Claudio. We'll go see His Highness."
* * *
"It's not even close to worth the bad feelings it might generate," Prince Karl said. "My family in Vienna may be cash poor, but here we're rolling in the stuff. I do want you to get credit for the innovation, Claudio, but do it within the framework of the RosinFoam company and AEC. If the ladies should prove stingy, I will make good the loss."
March, 1634: Warehouse on the Saale River
Hildie was surprised at Claudio Gandelmo's sudden departure and starting to wonder if she was in trouble. She had, after all, treated him rather abominably and he hadn't really done anything to justify it. It wasn't what he'd done, she admitted to herself, or how he had acted. It was how he looked. He was a handsome man in an over-groomed Italian way. Carefully curled shiny black hair, a thin black mustache, the latest Grantville fashions . . . the sort of man that you couldn't imagine getting his hands dirty and who, in her experience, looked down on those who did.
The fact that he hadn't done or said anything to make anyone think he looked down on them hadn't quite penetrated till he had suddenly gone off. Now she wondered what it was all about. Had she run him off? Was he going to tell Prince von Liechtenstein that he couldn't work with such a surly, uncooperative woman. Did he know enough about what was going on to steal the work and set up elsewhere? The Liechtenstein family was famous for sharp dealing, to put it mildly. Which was another reason why she had been less than pleased when Judy and Susan had told her that Prince von Liechtenstein was their new partner.
Meanwhile, she discovered that his absence left a hole in the organization. The staff kept interrupting her with questions about where stuff was and what they could use in this experiment or that job. By the time he got back, she was torn between relieved gratitude that he had come back at all and fury.
"Fräulein Lehrer, might I have a word with you?" Claudio motioned her toward his cubbyhole office. After he had her seated, he seemed to take his time. All while Hildie was getting more and more nervous. Which made what he finally did say all the more surprising.
"I must apologize to you, for the way I ran off yesterday and even more for the reason." He hesitated, then continued. "I have my obligations to Prince von Liechtenstein and the idea isn't one that had occurred to you."
"What idea?"
 "Using foamed rosin instead of wax in the lost-wax method of casting. Because the foam is mostly air, it will be much cheaper."
 "So you went to give it to Prince von Liechtenstein. What are you doing back here?"
 "The prince decided that it would be unfair, in spite of the fact that it's a completely new application of foamed rosin."
 "Well, not completely," Hildie said. "It does use RosinFoam after all, and whether you're making a shawl or a dress, you still need linen."
 "That's how His Highness saw it," Claudio acknowledged. And Hildie found that her relief was making it hard to be mad at him. He did have a point, and custom would obligate him to report such a discovery to his patron first. Of course, up-timer business practice as she understood it would, have dictated that he report it to the whole board not just the guy that got him the job. But Claudio wasn't an up-timer and neither was she.
 "All right. We'll look into the use of RosinFoam as a way of casting metal," Hildie managed to say it with only a little resentment in her voice. It was the beginning of a thaw in relations between them.
March, 1634: Liechtenstein House
The Barbie Consortium and Prince Karl met to discuss the developments at the rosin foam shop. Also in attendance were Claudio Gandelmo, Hildegund Lehrer and a representative of the shop workers. After the reports on progress were delivered, Susan Logsden said, "It's time to go public."
"Do you really think so?" asked Prince Karl. Clearly it seemed early to him.
"Yes, I do. We haven't gotten all the bugs worked out yet, but we've gotten enough of them that it's clear we're going to get there."
A bit of time was spent going over how the stock would be divided up although most of them had been covered when Karl had bought in. Prince Karl asked for, and got, a stock bonus for Claudio. No one really objected that much. Claudio's idea about using the rosin foam for casting had considerably increased the value of the company. It also helped that Karl was willing to take the bonus out of his shares.
March, 1634: Wendell House
"Having the Ken Doll pay his buddy, Claudio, out of his shares is a disincentive, Sarah," Judy the Younger said.
"Oh, bull! You guys just got greedy. And don't call Karl a Ken doll."
"Why not? He looks like a Ken doll. Except for all that long hair." Judy grinned. "Besides, a Barbie Consortium needs a Ken, don't you think? And it was a disincentive! Besides I didn't ask you to comment on the morality, just the legality." Sarah had looked over lots of incorporation papers in the last couple of years and drawn up more than a few.
"Judy Wendell, you're ripping off a prince of the Holy Roman Empire."
"So? Mike Stearns and Gustav Adolph are ripping off the Holy Roman emperor to the tune of half his empire. And you're worried about us ripping off Karl Junior von Liechtenstein for a few thousand shares of stock? Don't be ridiculous."
"Business dealings are supposed to be fair," Sarah wailed.
Judy just stared at her older, presumably more experienced, sister, letting her mouth hang open in shock. Good God! Sarah had been doing this stuff longer than her, and she dealt with more money than Judy and the Barbies did, even if most of it wasn't hers. And somehow she had maintained enough school-girl innocence to think that the purpose of entering into business negotiations was to reach a fair deal, not to get the best deal you could while the guy across the table was trying to do the same thing to you.
Sarah was looking back at Judy and starting to blush. Which indicated that at least she knew how silly the notion was when dealing with the real world rather than the pretend one that teachers liked to talk about. "Well, they are!" Sarah insisted.
"Sarah, you know that job that Pablo Nasi offered you? You should take it."
Sarah left in a huff. Which was pretty much what Judy thought she would do, but it had to be said. Sarah had a head for business all right, but she didn't have the heart for it. She could probably make it work, but she would never be happy in business.



Chapter 24: Economics and Business
March 1634
The reason Sarah was so upset was because she knew Judy was right. She thought about it for a while, then went to see David.
David was in his office, as usual. Leonhard nodded to her as she came in. "He's studying Latin." Which was no surprise. Latin was not David's best subject. In fact, he still spoke German with a considerable up-timer accent. He had tutors in several subjects, paid for by OPM, both because he was trying to catch up with the time he had missed while in Amsterdam and because much of his class work was also stuff that would at least help him as CEO of OPM. It was one of many gray areas involved in being both a student and a CEO of a publicly-held corporation at the same time. It was also, as both David and the Board had pointed out, chump change, when compared to OPM's profits over the last year. Or, for that matter, the end of year bonuses they had received in December. But it still bothered Sarah.
"I need to talk to him."
Leonhard gave her a look, then pressed the intercom button. "Miss Wendell to see Mr. Bartley."
"All right. Send her in," came from the little speaker.
Sarah went into the office and passed the exiting Latin tutor.
"What's up, Sarah?"
"I've been offered a job," Sarah blurted.
"What? We get offered jobs all the time." David paused. "You mean you're thinking about taking it. What's the job?"
"It's in the Office of Economic Projection at the Magdeburg FED."
"Why are they putting Oops in Magdeburg, anyway?"
"Politics," Sarah said, "and don't call them Oops."
"They get it wrong every year. And it's still stupid to put them in Magdeburg. Grantville has much better infrastructure for computers."
"Oh, come on, David. You know no one hooks computers directly up to the power grid anymore. They're all on batteries, to protect from surges."
"I surrender." David held up his hands, then put them down on the desk. "It's an obvious conflict of interest, so I assume that what you're really talking about is quitting OPM?"
Sarah nodded.
"I know you've been unhappy, Sarah. But I don't know why."
"It's not my dream job, David," Sarah found herself saying. "CFO, I mean. Remember when we were starting the sewing machine company? Trent and Brent were going to be the engineers, I was going to be the CFO, and you the CEO. It was important. It was going to save Grantville from going broke. But, honestly, I don't think it was my dream job even then. We were kids. We didn't know what our dreams were going to be. Since then we've been working so hard we haven't had time to find out.
"The twins have found their dream job, in that R&D shop of theirs. They're getting to play all day building stuff and making the world a better place while they do it. You get to be the boss. But, me? I crunch numbers all day. No, that's not it. I like crunching numbers. It's what I'm crunching them for that's the problem."
"We're making a lot of people rich," David said. "Including us."
"We're making a lot of rich people even richer. And that's fine, but I want something more." Sarah paused and thankfully David didn't interrupt her while she was trying to work it out. "I don't know what I would have been if it hadn't been for the Ring of Fire. I didn't know what I wanted to be when I grew up. None of my options looked all that great. After the Ring of Fire, suddenly we had the opportunity to do something that mattered. Getting rich barely entered into it, at least for me. And what we did, did matter. Not just the sewing machines. A lot of other stuff that people had thought was too complicated to reproduce got considered after we started turning out sewing machines. OPM was the same way, even if we did just fall into it. As an instrument of financial change, a financial technology, mutual funds and investment banks are already starting to change the world. It's important and needs doing, but it's also pretty ugly sometimes. The way some of the players are manipulating things to their own advantage . . . I've been mad at the world for months. Because everything we do gets twisted into another way to get money. Never mind if it does anything productive. Try to cut the other guy's throat while he's trying to cut yours." Sarah knew she was overstating the case, but that was how it felt to her.
"It's not that there aren't lines," David said. "It's just that they draw them in different places down-time. You know as well as I do that the wealthy are probably more likely to give to the poor down-time than they were up-time. Yes, pay to play is standard practice, but so is helping the needy. And people who don't help out often find it difficult to do business."
"I know, David, but I can't live with it," Sarah said.
"Do you really think it will be better in politics?"
"Maybe. At least where I'll be," Sarah said, realizing that she had made up her mind. "We'll make accurate predictions, as accurate as we can, anyway. And those predictions matter. It's necessary work that needs to be done without regard to how it's going to affect someone's bottom line."
"Granted, it would be good to know whether we're suffering inflation or deflation with something approaching confidence," David said, and Sarah found herself as disappointed as she was relieved that he was taking it so well. She would have liked to think that he would be more upset, that he would consider her more vital to OPM. Nor did he seem all that upset about her moving to Magdeburg.
Sarah wondered what had happened to their romance. It seemed to have just faded away somewhere, with both of them too busy to notice.
March, 1634: The Exchange, Grantville
Prince Karl looked over the exchange floor waiting for the opening bell. The Barbies, especially Millicent Ann Barnes, were in charge of the book-building for the roll out of RosinFoam. Millicent and Vicky had put together the prospectus. All the girls had passed them out to friends and acquaintances in the Grantville stock market. Those interested called Millicent to place their bids. Millicent had closed the bid book day before yesterday then spent yesterday morning arguing with Josef over the initial price to set. Millicent wanted twelve dollars a share and Josef wanted eight. Their initial offering was fifty thousand shares and at twelve they only had orders for a bit over forty-five thousand. But Millicent was convinced that a lot of the players were low-balling their bids in the hope of keeping the initial price low. The compromise was ten. Karl tended to agree with Josef . . . or rather, he trusted Josef's judgment a bit more than Millicent's. Which was why he was here this morning. He was prepared to buy the stock left over starting at noon today, to avoid embarrassing the girls. They had gotten orders for about forty-seven of the fifty thousand shares of the initial offering at or above ten dollars a share. If they'd set the price at eight, they would have sold them all, plus had extra orders.
The opening bell rang at nine AM on the dot and the ticker started with yesterday's closing prices. "RFP-10" scrolled across the ticker. Nothing was happening. No one was selling or buying RosinFoam Products, no offers, no bids. Karl waited a few minutes then called over his broker. He wrote a quick note and handed it to Fredrich. A couple of minutes later it came up on the big board. "RFP-10 Bid 100 @ 10." Nothing happened. No one was selling at ten dollars a share.
Karl looked over at Josef and raised an eyebrow.
Josef shrugged. Karl wrote another note and waited. Shortly it was "RFP-10 Bid 100 @ 10.50." Nothing happened. Another note "RFP-10 Bid 100 @ 11." Nothing happened.
"Well, Josef?"
"No one is buying either, Your Highness."
"Including me." Karl snorted "And my last offer was eleven bucks a share. You can't buy if no one is selling."
"Remember the options," Josef said. Each employee of had an option to buy a number of shares at $10 at any time in the next six months. How many depended on how long they had been working for the company. Plus several bonuses had been given in the form of increased options. Including Claudio's bonus, altogether they amounted to almost a hundred thousand shares. If all those options were exercised, RFP would sell a million dollars worth of its reserve shares and presumably the people with the options would make a little something, too. For instance, at $11 the company would pay out what amounted to a hundred grand in bonuses in the form of shares sold at below market value.
"Thanks for reminding me." Karl wrote another note and Josef winced. "RFP-10 Bid 100 @ 12." Still, nothing happened for a few minutes. Then "RFP-12 Bid 50 @ 12." Someone had sold fifty shares at $12, but not the whole hundred. That pretty much established it. The market price for RFP was $12 or better.
"Good enough," Karl said. "We'll come back this afternoon just in case, but it seems unlikely that there will be any issues."
There were no issues that afternoon. The final three thousand or so shares sold for an average price of $12.27, but the ending price for the day was closer to thirteen.
* * *
Over the next couple of weeks, the Barbies sold most of their interest in RFP at prices hovering around thirteen dollars a share, which went a long way to eliminating their cash flow problems. Karl's initial investment of five million dollars, much of it in pine resin, was now worth six and a half million, at least on paper. The price his pine resin was getting had also gone up, increasing its value by around half a million. An annualized return on investment of more than double. Even Josef was happy. Best of all, Judy the Younger had invited him to dinner with the Wendell family again.
April, 1634: Wendell House
"I'm wholly pleased with how it has worked out," Karl assured Judy the Elder over roast beef and potatoes.
"You shouldn't be," Sarah said. "You got taken to the cleaners."
Judy the Younger groaned and Judy the Elder gave Sarah a censuring look.
"Oh?" Karl asked.
"You didn't actually need the Barbies," Sarah said with some heat. "Yes, they should have gotten some small share of the company, both for their investment—minor as it was, and as a finder's fee. But not the over three million dollars they made on the deal. Nor should your friend Claudio's bonus come out of your share. And you would have made more if you were selling the resin at today's market price. For the amount of money you put at risk, you should have made more."
Karl looked at her and realized that in a weird abstract way she was right. If you were looking at in pure terms of relative gain. That's when Karl realized the difference between an economist and a businessperson. Sarah was an economist and she had an economist's blind spots. A deal was a calculation. And to her it was unfair that he had gotten less for what he had risked than the Barbies had for what they had risked. She was also strong enough and fair-minded enough to stand up to her family to warn him of his error. And maybe, just maybe, she cared about him too, at least a little bit. He hoped so, anyway. Which left him with a problem. "Sarah, I'm quite sure that you are correct." He hesitated.
"I'm pretty sure I heard a 'but' in there somewhere," Sarah said.
"Yes, I guess you did," Karl acknowledged. "Josef complained of the same thing, at least basically the same thing, several times in the last few months. But he has stopped complaining. Because if your younger sister and her friends keep cheating me at this rate, in a decade or so I will have been robbed into more money than my father gained from Kipper and Wipper and the—call it what it was—seizure of the Protestant lands. With no one cursing my family's name for the gain. I could have taken the same five million American dollars and made a fairer deal with someone else, but it wouldn't have made me nearly as much money and probably would have entailed much more work on my part. I could have forced them into a fairer deal, but then how would I get them to rob me again? They would go looking for an easier mark."
At first Sarah was looking at him like he was crazy or perhaps a village idiot, with a sort of combination of sympathy and contempt. Then she got this abstracted look on her face. Karl could almost see an abacus clicking away behind her eyes. Then she nodded. "You're right. You did make a good deal, but you still got cheated. Which I guess makes you quite astute, but still leaves Judy and her gang as cheats." She gave Judy the Younger a severe look. "And that is bad, even dangerous, for our reputation."
She had a point, Karl knew, and a pretty good one. The Wendell family and the up-timers in general had a very good reputation for honesty and fair dealing but less so now than they had had in 1631 or 1632. The Barbies were a part of that change. On the other hand, that wasn't altogether a bad thing. When Karl had arrived in Grantville, the up-timers were considered so honest and fair as to be easy marks. The fact of the matter was, you could cheat an honest man, and generally more easily.
"Well, now that I have been properly chastised by the smart one," Judy the Younger said, "the Barbie Consortium is ready to rob you again."
"A smart one, Judy." Karl grinned. "And perhaps I should see if I can get your pretty sister to protect me as you rob me this time."
"What?" Judy the Elder asked. "I'm sorry, but I couldn't parse that last sentence."
"When Judy and I first met, she introduced herself as the pretty sister while describing Sarah as the smart sister. As though the two things were mutually exclusive. I found it quite confusing, since it's obvious at a glance that both sister are beautiful. And in even short conversation, it's equally obvious that both sisters are brilliant. Having met you, it becomes obvious where they get both traits."
"Watch out for this one, girls," Judy the Elder told her daughters. "He's a flatterer. It probably comes from all those years at court." Then she looked over at Judy the Younger. "How do you plan to rob Prince Karl this time?"
"It's the VOC," Judy said. "The Dutch East India Company has been losing ground since Kaspar Heesters introduced OPM to Amsterdam. Up to that time it had been pretty much the only game in town for general investment. And it was a pretty rigged game. Anyway . . ."



Chapter 25: Cars and Spies
April, 1634: Sanderlin House
Istvan Janoszi looked at the car with a mixture of interest and resentment. If the imperial prince had sent him after horses, Istvan would have been in a much better position to judge. Instead he had learned just enough about cars to realize that it would take as long to learn to judge cars as it had to learn to judge horses. They were amazing things, these automobiles. The 240Z he was looking at even looked fast. Like a bird or a fish, all smooth surfaces and curving lines.
"Yes, Herr Sanderlin. Prince Ferdinand of the Holy Roman Empire is interested in buying a car like this and in hiring someone to maintain it."
"Well, that's the thing. I hadn't figured on moving, Mr. Janoszi. I could use the job, I guess, or else I wouldn't be selling the car in the first place. I put a lot of love and way too much money, my wife says, into that car. It's in top shape, I can tell you that much."
"Then it works out to your advantage in all ways," Istvan assured hím.
"I'll need to talk it over with my wife."
* * *
When the Polack—at least Ron assumed he was a Polack—left, Ron headed back into the house, trying to figure out who he knew that worked in the government. "Gayleen, who do we know in the government?"
"Which government, Ron?" his wife asked. She was feeding Little Ron while trying to keep Carri from throwing her supper on the floor.
"I don't know. Spies and stuff."
"Spies?" Gayleen looked at him. "Ron, what have you been doing?"
"Nothin'! Nothin' at all!" Ron said. "But the guy who was just here wants to buy the 240Z and wants to hire me to look after it. He wants to ship it off to Vienna, and last I heard that was in Austria. And if we ain't at war with Austria, we're too darn close for my piece of mind."
"I told you that car of yours was going to be trouble."
"No, you didn't. You told me it was a waste of good money."
"Ron Sanderlin, don't you try using facts to get out of this. That's cheating and you know it." But she was grinning when she said it. It had taken Ron and Gayleen a while to find each other and they had planned to wait before having kids. Honestly, they hadn't decided to get married yet, when the Ring of Fire happened. Or to have kids at all. They just hadn't decided not to. When the Ring of Fire happened, the question had become more immediate. Absent the pill, it was either Ron got snipped or let nature take its course. They had still been deciding when nature took its course less than three months after the Ring of Fire, and that led to the marriage in November of 1631 and little Carri in May of 1632. They had been expecting breastfeeding to keep Gayleen from getting pregnant again, but it hadn't. Little Ron showed up less than a month ago.
Gayleen said, "Robyn might know."
"That's a good idea." Ron said.
As it turned out, Gayleen's sister Robyn did know someone — or at least knew who to ask. A couple of days later Ron got a call back from Robyn telling him that he was going to get a call from an old friend, Sonny Fortney. Of course, Sonny Fortney had been a senior and running back on the Grantville High football team when Ron had been a sophomore who didn't make the team. Ron knew who Sonny was, but hadn't talked to him in years. In fact, Ron didn't remember ever saying more than "Hi" to him. And if he recalled correctly, Sonny hadn't bothered to say "Hi" back.
April, 1634: Thuringen Gardens
"I hope you can forget how much of a jerk I was in high school," Sonny Fortney told Ron once they were seated in a quiet corner of the Thuringen Gardens. "If it helps, I realize how much of a jerk I was, especially since the team that was going to buy me a college scholarship finished five and seven."
"Not a problem." Ron grinned. "I was much too busy trying to figure out girls to notice how rude a bunch of seniors were."
"Did you ever figure them out?"
"Nope."
"Me either," Sonny said, "but I hoped you had and could give me a clue."
Ron shook his head, grinning in commiseration. Then he got back to the point. "So what's this all about, old buddy?"
"Your car. That and the fact that Don Francisco Nasi would like to get an up-timer into Vienna to look at how well they are adapting to up-time tech."
"Look, I'm not a spy, man."
"No one expects you to be," Fortney told him. "All you're being asked to do is ask that I go along. If they don't buy it, you can back down. And don't think I'm going to be blowing up bridges or seducing Pussy Galore, either. My wife would kill me if I tried it."
"Just what will you be doing?"
"Not much. Mostly my day job, building roads good enough so that your car won't be getting a flat every time you turn around. And maybe surveying for a rail line, if Prince Ferdinand wants me to. If you mean what am I going to be doing for Francisco Nasi, just what I said. I'm not a great mechanic or a great road crew supervisor or a great a lot of other things. Not good enough at them to get a job at them up-time, not even the best at them down-time, but good enough to see what's going on and figure out if it's going to work."
"Then what?"
"Then I write up a report and send it to certain people." Sonny shrugged. "The truth is, Ron, as soon as you suggest me they are going to start wondering if I am a spy. But so what? There are probably as many spies in Vienna as in Grantville. After all, Vienna is a much bigger city. Ferdinand II knows that Nasi has spies in Vienna. One more isn't going to make much difference."
They talked about the role that Sonny would play in the matter of the prince's car and track. At that point, it was very unclear where the car would be driven. But certainly the roads in and around Vienna wouldn't do in their current condition.
Ron wasn't talked into spying for the USE. After all, he had called them. But he agreed that Sonny would be his old friend from school who knew enough to build good roads for the cars and even railroads if they wanted them.
April, 1634: Fortney House
"I have another job, Dana."
"Francisco Nasi is a dangerous man to know. What is it this time?"
"This time it's fairly major, love," Sonny said. "At least in it's effect on the family. We'll be going to Vienna. If it works out." He hesitated. "It's early yet, but I think it may well work out."
"Why?"
"The heir to the Holy Roman Empire sent agents to Grantville to buy a car."
"What?" Dana sat up in bed, pulling the covers off Sonny. It was cold in the bedroom. Blankets are cheaper than central heat and work just as well, assuming your wife doesn't steal them away.
Sonny grabbed at the blanket unsuccessfully, then continued. "Oh, I'm sure they're also gathering general information Mike and Francisco aren't worried about that. You know the policy."
Everyone knew the policy. It had been one of the hot button issues between Mike Stearns and John Chandler Simpson in the lead up to the constitutional convention, along with the citizenship question.
Mike, with the strong support of Doctor Nichols and at least moderate support of the rest of the Executive Committee, had insisted on free availability of technical information unless a compelling and immediate reason was demonstrated to withhold it. Simpson had argued that the knowledge from up-time was as valuable a trade good as anything in the Ring of Fire and giving it away to anyone that wanted it was crazy, if not treason against the rest of the up-timers. And Sonny had to admit that a damn good argument could be made for Simpson's point of view. The truth was, a good argument could be made for most of Simpson's positions even back then. He was a smart and capable man. He just thought that laws would work the way they were "supposed to." Sonny knew, from experience before the Ring of Fire, that they didn't—at least not always.
That was what Mike got, that Simpson hadn't. Laws have other consequences than the ones they are officially supposed to have. A literacy test sounds like a good idea, but quickly turns into only the connected get to vote. Just like restricting the information from up-time would quickly become only the connected get to start businesses plus a black market in technical information. and the introduction of a criminal class of researchers.
Sonny had had experience back up-time with some of those "unintended" consequences from laws and how they are enforced. So had Dana. That was why Sonny had taken on the job as an agent for Mike. "We hold these truths to be self evident. Everyone deserves a shot, even the sons of bitches you hate." That was the concept that Sonny had bet his life, fortune, and sacred honor on when Mike had approached him in '31.
"Sure, I know the policy. But why a car?"
"Why not a car? His daddy is the Holy Roman Emperor and on a par with Kim Jong-il from up-time. His subjects may starve, but he wants a car, so he gets a car."
"What will your job be?"
"The usual. Gather information and send it to Francisco."
"Your official job?"
"I don't know yet. Probably assistant auto mechanic. Maybe consultant on steam engines. Second assistant pet up-timer."
 "And for that we need to go to Vienna and give up electricity and flush toilets?" Dana didn't mention the risks. They both knew the risks were there, but the world they lived in now was a dangerous world and they had long since decided that freedom was worth it. For them and their children.
"Yes, I think so. Francisco knows a lot about what's going on in the HRE from his other sources, but the up-timer viewpoint is different. We see things that down-timers ignore because they are expected. Also, if it turns out that there is a war, we are going to need good maps and a good way to get those maps would be surveying roads or the like. And finally I'm to act as an unofficial back channel if I'm approached by their spies which I probably will be."
"Tasha's graduating in June and she'll be going into the student teacher program. We could leave the kids with her."
"If we were going to do that, you should stay here too."
"No. That's not going to happen."
Sonny laid back on the pillow with a sigh. They had gone over this before too. Dana insisted that if Sonny was going to go be 007 she was going too.
"All right then. It might be a bit obvious if you go, but we leave the kids with their sister."
"And it wouldn't be if you go off without me?"
"Less so. Having the menfolk go off for jobs is fairly standard. Bringing the wife and leaving the kids is more likely to raise a red flag." That was true. It might not raise that big a red flag, but it would raise one. And bringing his kids would act to make him seem less of a threat.
Suddenly Dana was laughing. "Hayley is going to have a fit."
Sonny laughed too. "That's another reason to take the kids. I really don't want you and I to be in another country when Hayley finally notices boys."
"Oh, she's noticed them," Dana said. "She doesn't have a clue what to do about it, but she's noticed them."
"Then getting her away from the Barbie Consortium is another plus," Sonny said and at Dana's look he explained. "It's not the Barbie's that are the problem, but the fact that the Barbies are known to be rich. It will make her a target for every money-grubbing Romeo in Grantville. And Hayley's a year younger than the rest of the Barbies and about three years less experienced."
"So we're taking her into what's left of the Holy Roman Empire with the holy inquisition and their red hot pokers in order to keep her safe from teenage boys?"
"It, my dear, is a matter of relative risks," Sonny said as pretentiously as he could manage. "On the other hand, we probably don't want to mention the move to her till we're sure."
"Hah! you just don't want to face her."
April, 1634: Wendell House
"I'm not going to Magdeburg," Judy the Younger said calmly. They were sitting around the dinner table. Sophie set a plate with fresh-baked rolls on the table in front of Sarah. Both Wendell parents worked and both daughters were rich, so they had a maid and a cook. "I'll stay here and look after the house. Next year is my senior year in high school and I'm not missing it."
"See what you did?" Fletcher Wendell told his wife.
Judy the Elder looked back at her husband in confusion and irritation. She was virtually certain that Fletch was about to make one of his occasional leaps into irrationality. "I did?" she asked cautiously.
"It all started with that 'take the family to dinner' compromise you and David Bartley worked out. The girls have been ignoring the rules ever since. Now this one thinks we're going to let her sell the house and build a mansion. Then throw orgies while we're in Magdeburg."
"Don't be silly. That's just her starting position," Judy the Elder said, and had the satisfaction of seeing her daughter wince. She wasn't as socially adept as her husband or her daughter, but she had a great deal of experience dealing with them both. "Why don't we just cut to the chase and you give us your ending position before your dad tries to sell you an insurance policy?"
Fletch looked hurt and Judy rolled her eyes, but after a moment they both settled down and Judy the Elder continued. "Sarah is taking the job at the Fed in Magdeburg. So the option of having her act in loco parentis won't work. What about your brother Marcus?"
"No!" Judy said. "Look, Dad, their house is too small. I'd have to share a room with Alison. And with Grandma living there too, it won't work."
"You're not staying in this house by yourself. It's not safe."
That was certainly true. Judy's money made her a target and they all knew it. The same was true of Sarah.
"What about the Higgins?" Sarah asked.
"I don't see your little sister throwing parties in Delia's new toy as all that much better than her throwing them in the house."
"Dad, you want to stop with the parties and orgies?" Judy the Younger complained. "It's not like I'm Velma Hardesty."
"Besides, just checking her into the Higgins wasn't what I had in mind," Sarah said.
"Just exactly what did you have in mind?" Judy the Younger asked. And Judy the Elder felt herself smile at the suspicion in her younger daughter's tone.
"Delia can look after her," Sarah told her father.
"I don't need looking after. I'm sixteen now, and . . ." Judy trailed off, apparently realizing that she had goofed. It's never a good idea for a kid to mention their age when arguing with a parent over matters of responsibility. The parent remembers how irresponsible they were at that age, whatever that age happens to be. Parents, it seems, are by nature less responsible at any age than their children are at the same age.
"I'll give Delia a call," Judy the Elder said. Then, seeing the expression on her younger daughter's face, she added, "There was never any possibility of you staying here alone, Judy, and you knew that. Take what you can get or you will be moving to Magdeburg with us, senior year or not."
* * *
It had all worked out fairly well, Judy the Elder thought as dinner ended. Then she heard Judy the Younger whisper to Sarah, "Thanks, Sis."
Sarah just nodded in acknowledgment.
May, 1634: Higgins Hotel
Delia came out to greet them at the front desk.
"Hi, Mrs. Higgins." Judy the Younger waved, then pointed at Susan Logsden, Heather Mason and Hayley Fortney. "I'm going to show the girls around while you and my parents plot my incarceration."
"That's fine, dear," Delia said. "I'll have Fritz heating the red-hot irons and measuring the chains."
The girls headed for the restaurant, and Delia waved Fletcher, Sarah, and Judy the Elder to the elevators. They stepped in, Anna Maria closed the door and turned the handle to get the elevator going up. "Why aren't you just dragging her to Magdeburg? They have excellent schools there," Delia asked.
"Judy threatened to become an emancipated minor," Judy the Elder said, though she didn't sound particularly upset. Delia doubted the threat was serious.
"This is a compromise," Fletcher added. "I'm increasingly coming to share Coleman Walker's views on child rearing." He sounded quite put out.
Delia gave him a look. "Drop it, Fletcher. You're just upset because you think you're supposed to be.
"I thought so," said Judy the Elder.
"Is that why you were all over David?" Sarah asked, then stopped and looked a little nervously at Delia.
"There is a certain type of male who thinks he's supposed to act like a neandertal, even though he isn't one," Delia said, giving Fletcher a hard look.
"The secret is to let them rant a little to prove that they are regular guys, then you can get away with anything," Judy the Elder said sweetly.
Anna Maria giggled and Fletcher gave all four women a hurt look. The elevator slowed and came to a gentle stop at the penthouse. "Watch your step," Anna Maria said as she opened the door. There was perhaps a quarter of an inch step. The manual elevators of the Higgins didn't have automatic systems to line them up with the floors and depended on the skill of the elevator operator. Anna Maria was very skilled, but it was rare that the elevator was perfectly aligned without adjustment and Anna Maria knew that Delia prefered to just take the step and go about her business, rather than wait while Anna Maria tweaked the elevator's position.
As they exited the elevator, Judy the Elder said, "Fletcher has to go up to Magdeburg almost immediately. I'm going to be staying here at least till July, maybe even August, working with Randolf Wagner to get him up to speed."
Delia nodded. Randolf Wagner was going to be taking over Judy's job with the Department of Economic Affairs.
"And Sarah will be staying here till she graduates in June." Judy continued.
Delia led the Wendells into her penthouse. "I thought we would put Judy one floor down from here, next door to Johan Kipper and Darlene. That way, any boys who decide to visit will have the knowledge that Johan and his shotgun are just next door."
"That sounds excellent!" Fletcher said, grinning. The Higgins had serious security. The people who lived here required it. And the top four floors had even better security. Delia, David and Johan weren't the only millionaires who lived in the Higgins. The owner of the Daily News lived two floors down and there were others.
"You'll be taking your servants to Magdeburg with you?" Delia asked.
"Yes," Judy said. "They want to come."
They entered a room that looked out onto what would probably have been a beautiful view, if it weren't raining. The room had leather-clad couches and a bookcase along one wall, as well as the picture windows. The Higgins used incandescent lights, in spite—or perhaps because—of the expense.
Delia waved Judy, Fletcher, and Sarah to couches. "Do you really think Judy is going to need a lot of supervision?" Then, quickly, before Fletcher could say anything, she added, "Be quiet, Fletcher. I was asking Judy."
"Not really. It's more a case of I think she needs the knowledge that there is adult supervision."
"She needs to know the fence is there, lest she wanders out into the wild," Delia agreed. "And what about their wheeling and dealing?"
"Leave that to Mrs. Gundelfinger," Judy said, and this time it was Sarah's turn to look upset.
Delia decided to leave that alone. She already knew how Sarah felt about her little sister's financial dealings.
"So when do you want the apartment?"
"Soon," said Judy the Elder. "We'd like to make the move gradual."
"Well, it's going to be mid-June before it's vacant," Delia said, and went on to explain about some of the family's personal employees who were living in the apartment just now. They talked about not wanting to put them out, but Delia explained it wasn't a problem. They were going to Magdeburg too, to take over the running of the Magdeburg Higgins when it opened.
"It's turning into a real chain, isn't it?" Fetcher said.
* * *
The Doll Room at the Higgins was the main restaurant. It had, along one wall, a set of shelves. And on the shelves were Barbie and Sandi dolls, each dressed in a style from one of the centuries between the seventeenth and twentieth, and occasionally from earlier times. The shelves had panels of glass in front of them and the glass was locked. It was very much a case of "look, but don't touch." There was a Barbie dressed in a replica of the wedding gown of the queen in the Low Countries next to a doll dressed as a cheerleader with a scoped rifle in one hand. Obviously, Julie Sims. The Barbie Consortium was quickly shown to a private table and brought menus.
"I think I'm going to be sleeping over a lot," Heather Mason said a little dreamily.
"I would too," said Susan, "but after Grampa Fred died, I haven't wanted to leave Tina alone. For that matter, if I moved out of our house, my mother might get ideas of trying for control of my money. I'm gonna have to stay in Grampa's house and use my old laptop instead of the computer center here. Besides, what are you going to be paying for rent on a penthouse suite?"
"Susan, you have to learn to live a little, not just invest," Judy said. "You need to take some lessons from Vicky. I don't mean you have to go on a spending spree, but now that we have the Ken Doll to back our plays, you need to spend a little of your money on living."
The waitress came and took their orders, then they got back to plans.
"Heather, what does Adolph say?" Judy asked.
"He'll get Maria Fuchs to run it," Heather said. "She's the graveyard manager of at the steam engine plant." Adolph Schmidt was the son of Karl Schmidt and gradually becoming a medium-sized fish in the Magdeburg business community. Karl and Adolph were speaking to each other again after the blowup in 1632 that had caused Adolph to move to Magdeburg and set up Schmidt Steam.
"How much is he putting up?" asked Susan. Adolph was mostly running his expanded steam engine plant but he was also getting into other businesses, using his steam engine plant as a training ground for industrial workers and managers and investing his profits in new business. This was an existing business. A ready-made shop that made clothing in standard sizes, but left the finishing to the local tailors. It had been run using sewing machines and as close as made no difference to slave labor. One of the slaves had gotten loose and called the cops. The place had been shut down and Heather had learned about the auction for the location and equipment.
"He wants ten percent for a hundred grand," Heather said. "But he's there in Magdeburg, and he'll be able to get employees."
"CoC shop?"
"Not as a requirement. But Maria Fuchs is hard core CoC, so most of the employees will be at least CoC sympathizers."
The appetizers arrived and there was a short interruption. Then they went back to talking about percentages of investment and ownership. By the time the meal arrived, they had switched to boys and school.
"So has Bill asked her yet?" Hayley asked Judy.
"He's asked her mother's permission to court her when she turns sixteen," Judy said with a grin they were talking about Vicky Emerson and the young man, Bill Magen, who had fallen in love with her at first sight. "Sort of asking to get ready to ask. Meanwhile, he's got her interested in guns and he took her to the Badenburg Gun Club last weekend. He was helping with her aiming. A lot of hands-on instruction." Now Judy was smirking.
Susan, however, was almost scowling. It wasn't that she didn't like boys, but her mother's example had encouraged what Judy thought of as a kind of prudishness in her relationships, and at the same time had convinced some of the boys at Grantville High of "like mother, like daughter." So they had tried their luck with out bothering with seduction, just grabbed. The combination had left Susan uncomfortable with sexuality.
"What about you, Judy?" asked Heather.
Judy sighed. "I'm playing the field. There are a lot of cute guys in Grantville High, and now that I'm sixteen I don't have to get them to take out the whole family before we can go on a date. A lot of the guys can't afford that. Hans Bauer is struggling to make ends meet." Hans Bauer was the pitcher for the Grantville Huskies and one of Judy's string of admirers. He was also a genuinely nice guy, if a bit monomaniacal about baseball.
May, 1634
It was a bright summer day for such a sad event. The girls of the Barbie Consortium gathered to support Susan Logsdon at the graveside. She had been surrounded by family at the Presbyterian services and it would have been taken as interference by the family if they had tried to sit with Susan. The Barbies cared about Susan and knew that Velma Hardesty would make trouble if she could. Heck, Velma had already tried, showing up at Tina's funeral like that.
"Susan, are you going to be okay?" Judy asked. "Is there anything we can do?"
"I've got to go to the family dinner, which I'd rather not do," Susan said. "But there's no getting out of it. I went to see Judge Tito yesterday and petitioned to become an emancipated minor. He said it wouldn't be a problem. I told him no way was I going to stay with Aunt Betty, that I'd run off to France if I had to, to get away from her hypocritical ways. Grandma and Grandpa don't really have room, and Grampa Fred did leave me and Tina the house. It's mine now."
 "That's something anyway," Judy said. By this time there had been several instances where parents or adult guardians with even the best of motives had stepped in and managed to trash the burgeoning fortunes of teenagers from the Ring of Fire. Of course, there had also been cases of teenagers blowing it and ruining themselves. The Barbies had adult guidance in the person of Helene Gundelfinger, though the way she was getting into politics now, that was less the case than it had been earlier. Still, Judge Tito had plenty of reasons to trust Susan to handle her money by now, and no reason at all to put it in the hands of her relatives. "I still think you should sell your house and move into the Higgins with me, though." Judy wasn't moved into the Higgins yet, though she was going to be soon.
"No, I don't want to think about that for now," Susan said.
Judy let it drop. Susan was still hurting too much over the death of her sister. Everyone she loved and trusted was dead now, except for the Barbies, and Judy was afraid that Susan was going to turn into a hermit like Howard Hughes. They had studied Howard Hughes in school. He was an example of a successful entrepreneur, but still a loon. But now wasn't the time to talk to Susan about it.



Chapter 26: The Wagon Train
June, 1634
"My parents are kidnapping me!" Hayley Fortney wailed over the phone. Hayley wasn't quite fifteen.
Judy the Younger Wendell held the phone away from her ear for a moment but she still heard in the background, "Hayley! It's nothing like that and you know it. Your father got a good job. That's all!"
"Like I said," Hayley continued. "My parents are kidnapping me. I need to know what to take to freaking Austria!"
"I don't have any idea, but I think I know who to ask."
"Who?"
"Prince Karl."
"The Ken Doll?"
"He's from there. He should know what they have and what they need."
"Okay," Hayley agreed, sounding less panicked. "But he's the Ken Doll. You know, stands around looking pretty and giving us money."
"Sure, but he was a royal prince before that. Besides, I think Sarah has the hots for him."
"What about David?"
"She's still dating him. Too. I didn't think Sarah had it in her."
Apparently even juicy gossip about Judy's older sister wasn't enough to distract Hayley for long. "Never mind that. I know he's a prince and you know that just means one of his ancestors was a successful crook."
"His dad, actually," Judy explained unnecessarily. "And both his uncles, one way or another. Don't you pay attention to anything but nuts and bolts?"
"Nope," Hayley said proudly. "The rest is just paperwork so I have the nuts and bolts I need." Which was another patent falsehood. Hayley was the Barbie Consortium's mechanical "genius" though she wasn't in the same class as Brent and Trent Partow in Judy's opinion. But she was not really ignorant of what the rest of the Barbies did.
Judy wisely let it pass. "Karl will know what opportunities there are in the sticks." It didn't occur to Judy Wendell that there was anything odd in calling the capital of the Holy Roman Empire "the sticks." To her, civilization had arrived on Earth with the Ring of Fire and she lived in its center. As soon as she was off the phone with Hayley, she called Karl.
The next day, Susan Logsden's Home
"Is there any way you can get out of it?" Susan asked Hayley
"No. I suggested moving in with you or Judy, but Mom wouldn't go for it. I'm too young to be left on my own, so they are taking me into enemy territory," Hayley complained.
"In that case," Vicky Emerson said, "the only question is how much of your fortune you're going to take."
"I don't know that yet. There is a meeting between Dad and the Ken Doll, but even if the Ken Doll says take it all, I can't. It's too much wealth to pack on a wagon train."
"By a couple of orders of magnitude," Millicent Anne Barnes agreed, and Trudi von Bachmerin nodded her agreement.
"Why is your dad going?" Judy asked.
"He has his reasons," Hayley said. She was sure that even her mom, her sister, and her little brother didn't know those reasons, but she had seen him talking to Fransisco Nasi several times back in the day and had figured out that her dad's changing jobs happened when there was some problem somewhere that Fransisco Nasi or Mike Stearns needed looked into. Her dad would get a new job, work there for a few months or even a few weeks, then in would come the auditors or the cops or someone, and her dad would get another job. She was convinced that what her dad did was important, so she didn't complain. Well, she tried not to. Besides, maybe it would be fun to be away from all the stuff that went with being a Barbie.
* * *
For the next few hours, they discussed the management of Hayley's investments and who would be in charge of her money while she was out in the boonies, away from civilization. Hayley wanted Susan as the final say in handling her money, but told the others, "Listen to Gabrielle about tech stuff. She will understand it."
Later they would decide that Hayley was going to take almost twenty percent of her assets in the form of a wagon train full of equipment and, of course, the mad money that the girls put together for her.
The deal that Prince Ferdinand of the Holy Roman Empire had made though his agents had included a place to live and regular pay—quite good pay by the standards of Vienna and not bad by the standards of Grantville—for Ron Sanderlin. Not enough to get them to move by itself, but they had gotten a fortune up-front for the car and the employment contract had been part of the deal.
Including Ron Sanderlin's uncle Bob in the deal had been a minor detail and including Hayley's family had also been a fairly minor addition, considering the price of the car. They were willing to include the extra expense of Sonny Fortney because he was an up-timer and they were actively recruiting up-timers. At least Prince Ferdinand was.



Chapter 27: Heather's Obsession
September, 1634: Small house in Deborah
The doorbell didn't work. Heather knocked, waited, and knocked again. The door opened and Marge Beich opened the door with a jerk. "What do you want . . . ? Oh. Sorry, Miss Mason." Marge was twenty-two, a refugee of sorts, who had hit grantville in 1632. She hadn't been displaced by the war, exactly. She had just failed to find employment, so she had moved to Grantville looking for work. She first been hired as housekeeper, and then learned about computers. She was a bright young woman and was one of a group of people who were writing new computer programs in the available programming languages, and even in machine code. She was a geek and had in her pursuit of geekness had adopted the more objectionable habits of geeks. She was unkempt and, from the aroma, hadn't recently bathed.
"So what's going on?" Heather asked.
"It's the compression algorithms!" Marge said, continuing with a technical description of bits and notation subroutines and data density that had Heather lost inside a half a sentence. Marge ended with, "It's not my fault. The machine code is fine. It's Hans' Forth loops that are causing the problems. They're treating the addresses as data."
"It's not the loop. You have the addresses in the wrong place on the stack," shouted Hans.
"Why is it that in a house full of techno geeks," Heather asked plaintively, "the doorbell doesn't work?"
"The doorbell doesn't work?" Marge asked.
"Why do you think I was knocking?" Heather sighed. "I'd hire an electrician, except there are three of them working here already." It was true too. The Digital Preservation Project, DPP for short, that Heather embarked on when her CD player died back in '32 was a haven for seventeenth-century geekiness. Unfortunately, with Hayley gone to Vienna, Heather didn't have anyone who could talk to these people. She had started this project and been working on the infrastructure to copy and store in digital format music. It had expanded on its own to record video in digital format, and the conversion of digital to analog and back again. It used a combination of up-time scraps and down-time made components. They had three up-time computers and hand-wound tape heads. DPP made their own magnetic tape that would hold an eight bit byte of data on a strip and record it or play it back in real time.
DPP also had five digital cassette recorders, one eight track player, two video cassette players that played the tapes and output to one of the computers which converted the analog output into digital video and audio files which were then recorded onto the down-time made digital tape recorder.
DPP was one of three shops in Grantville that had the equipment to do digital-to-analog conversions, so they were used by the people that were making videotapes into celluloid movies. Even now, three years after the Ring of Fire, and using a lot of up-time gear, the process was both time consuming and expensive. On the up side they could put a single frame of a videotaped movie up on a screen and leave it there for the seconds needed for the slow responding films they could make to get it in good detail. DPP made a nice chunk of change doing that. Not enough to pay for all the music and video that they had bought and archived but a fair chunk of change none the less.
"When are we going to get the new aqualators?"
"Soon, I hope," Heather said. The aqualators were a down-time doable digital technology that, if less powerful than up-time digital electronics, allowed for processing of data at a phenomenal rate compared to the down-time methods. The shop already had mechanical switch-based memory but even with tiny magnetic switches the aqualators were going to be faster. And the whole goal of the project was to make sure that the digital data from up-time would not be lost when the last CD player died.
Next day, Higgins Hotel
"How are your geeks?" Judy asked.
"They're fine," Heather said.
"You're losing money on those people," Susan said for the hundredth time.
"DPP is making a profit," Heather insisted.
"Not the kind of profit you'd be making if you were backing a steam plow company." It was true and Heather knew it. There were enough projects that were going to make more money sooner than the DPP, so in economic terms she was wasting money. But there was no way that Heather was going to let Buddy Holly's music disappear from the world. She wasn't even going to let Frank Sinatra be lost to future generations. Though she was more sanguine about the possibility of losing the stylings of LL Cool J, she supposed even they ought to be preserved somewhere. Preferably where she couldn't hear it.
 "Let her be, Susan," Vicky said. "Everyone needs a hobby."
"Okay, Vicky," said Gabrielle, "go ahead and show us."
Not waiting to see if the invitation would be seconded, Vicky pulled a case from the oversized bag she had brought with her. The case was black and inlaid with gold. She opened it and there was a snub-nosed .38 Special. "It's for Bill."
"How is Bill going to feel about that?" Judy asked. Bill wasn't fanatical about it, but he wasn't entirely comfortable with the difference in his and Vicky's economic status.
"He'll be fine with it," Vicky insisted. Which Heather sort of doubted. Vicky had a tendency to expect others to share her views, whether they really did or not. She wanted to give Bill an expensive present, so Bill would want the expensive present she gave him. It didn't always work that way, and Vicky had a tendency to get pissed when it didn't. On the other hand, Bill seemed to be doing a fair job of civilizing her, so maybe she was right.
"Fine. Now that we have covered Vicky and Heather's respective obsessions, can we get down to business?" Millicent asked.
"We've only covered one of Vicky's obsessions," Judy offered.
"Which one?" Trudi asked. "Bill or guns?"
"Maybe Bill's guns?" Judy laughed.
Vicky made a rude gesture at Judy. And they got down to business. For the next hour they talked about projects and Trudi and Millicent recorded the discussion. They would use the notes, suitably redacted of any proprietary information, for extra credit at school. Unredacted copies would go to Prince Karl's man of business, along with their intended investments and where they wanted to use Karl's money. But Karl wasn't the only one. Dave Marcantonio would get parts too. So would the Kunze family and Count Count Ludwig Guenther of Schwarzburg-Rudolstadt would each receive prospectus on potential investments. Millicent Anne and Trudi would be in charge of preparing those prospectuses.
"So who are you going to the Christmas dance with?" Vicky asked Judy.
"I haven't decided," Judy said. "I think Hans has settled on going with Maria Maurer, so I'll go with Jase or Georg. What about you, Heather?"
"I don't know," Heather said. "I've been pretty busy with the DPP when I wasn't working with you guys."
Vicky snorted. "You could always bring one of your geeks. Have him scrubbed down first, though."
"They're not that bad," Heather insisted, though she didn't seriously consider going to the Christmas dance with any of them.
* * *
"Now that we're done with the business, I've got a letter from Hayley," Judy said. "I'll read it to you.
 
"Hey, Guys,
 
"We're set up in a little town outside of Vienna, a place called Simmering. Brandon has his rabbits and chickens, and Dad is working on a track for the 240Z. The thing is, there's a lot of unemployment here. It's like right after the Ring of Fire, only worse. Mom and Dad want me to start hiring people and I'm going to try. So I'm going to need some more stuff besides the stuff we brought with us. Can you send me a carding machine?"
 
The letter went on to talk about Vienna and the new tutor that was going to be instructing them, then asked for news about them and the Ken Doll. Also the kids at school and what projects they were into. Over the rest of the year, Hayley and the Barbies would keep up a regular correspondence.



Chapter 28: Trommler Records
October, 1634: Office in the Willard Hotel, Grantville
“Just sign right there.” The blond man, Contz Beckenbauer, indicated the space for her signature and handed her the pen. “Right there, as I said. Then we’ll talk about what you will sing for the record.”
Els Engel hesitated a moment. She was just about to move to dip the pen when Herr Beckenbauer said, “The offer could be withdrawn at any time, you know.”
That just didn’t sound right. This man was in a bit too much of a hurry for Els’ comfort. There must be something in this contract that he hadn’t properly explained. Els could remember spoken words very well. She had a little more trouble when it came to reading them. The counselor at the high school had called it dyslexia. That diagnosis had come as a relief. It explained why she could memorize spoken lines for plays but had trouble reading them herself.
Els stood. “I will have my father look at this.” She picked up the up-time style handbag that had been a gift from Trent Partow for her eighteenth birthday and shoved the contract inside. “I’ve been told many times that a person should have a contract examined by a legal expert.” She headed for the door, over his protests.
“I will withdraw the offer, then,” he said. “You will not record for my studio.”
Els turned. “As you wish. But I’m still going to have this contract ‘checked out,’ as they say.” Perhaps you are not an honest man, Herr Beckenbauer.
* * *
Judy was almost dancing in her seat at Cora’s, waiting for Els to get there. When Els came in, she jumped up. “How did it go? Did you get a contract?”
Els slumped into the booth. “I got one. But I haven’t signed it and now he says he withdraws the offer. Here.” Els scrabbled around the bag. “You look at it.”
Judy knew about Els’ problems with the written word. Els didn’t like to talk about it, but they’d grown close over the last couple of years. She took the contract and worked her way through it. It was in legalese, which she didn’t speak, but it felt off. That was okay; she knew lawyers. “You were right not to sign it. I can’t really read it either, between the German and the legalese, but I think it’s a case of ‘what the large print gives, the small print takes away.’ ”
Grantville High School, Next Day
Judy caught up to Els in second period practical math. “Good thing you didn’t sign it,” were the first words out of her mouth. “He’d have had you tied up for fifteen years for one thing. You wouldn’t have gotten any royalties for your records, either.”
Judy looked ready to bite someone’s head off. “We’re going to have to put the word out about this turkey. I hope there aren’t a lot of people who’ve signed this sort of thing. Professor Gruder says it’s as near to a contract of indenture as makes no difference. Except a contract of indenture actually pays you something.” Gruder was one of the teachers from Jena who had come to Grantville to learn up-timer law and teach down-timer law. He was positively fierce and scared everyone in class. Except, apparently, Judy.
Els slumped into the desk. “Wonderful. I finally get a chance and this happens. I want to be a star, Judy. I’ve wanted that since I first discovered what it meant. Not just for me. For my family. For Trent. So he will have a wife of property, not just a player.”
“You already are a star,” Judy insisted. She was supported by a couple of nods from some of the other kids near them. “Besides, you know that Americans don’t think that way, Els.”
“No, they don’t,” Els conceded, after giving her a look. It was true mostly, though the exceptions weren't as rare as Judy seemed to think. “But my own people do. To become famous . . . it would mean a lot.”
Judy’s expression went a bit sad for a moment. Els knew she was remembering Ursula Kunze. Ursula was from a wealthy family in Badenburg. She was the one who had explained to Judy that players were not socially acceptable.
Ursula had been trying to be nice and keep Judy from making a social error that might ruin her prospects, or so Judy had insisted. She had returned the favor by explaining that in the up-time world having successful actors for friends was a good thing. Ursula hadn’t taken it well. She no longer talked to Judy, who hated losing friends, especially over something that just didn’t make sense to her.
Els examined Judy, her friend. Three and a half years after the Ring of Fire, Judy was no longer the cute little sister of Sarah Wendell. She was the acknowledged queen of Grantville High. She was five feet nine inches tall and could be a runway model if she had time. Herr Schroeder had asked her. She was, in Els’ opinion, the prettiest girl in school. She made Els feel better about being thin just by being there.
Judy tapped her fingers on the desk. “What you need is an agent.”
Els pulled herself back from her thoughts. “Agent?”
“Right. Up-time actors have agents.”
“What do agents do?”
“They . . .” Judy paused, then grinned. “We take ten percent off the top.” Els gave her a look. This was Judy the imp. Judy the plotter. Els knew she was in trouble. When Judy the imp got started you ended up doing the craziest things . . . but they all seemed perfectly reasonable at the time.
Judy started laughing. “An agent handles things like contracts, does the negotiating, has the contacts. Arranges things. It should be someone with your best interests at heart.” Judy stood and grabbed her own bag. “C’mon. Let’s go to the library. I need to do some research. Agent and manager. That’s something I could do. I’m sure of it.”
Els rolled her eyes. Judy wouldn’t actually do the research. She never did. She would grab someone and have them do her a favor. Probably Susan. Susan was good at research.
“All right. But I’ve got to be at the lounge at six.” Els had been singing in the lounge in the Higgins Hotel three nights a week for the past two years.
Castle Hills Estates, outside the Ring of Fire
Ritter Jost von Reinhart was quite pleased with the overall situation. He was rather short at five foot four, with sandy hair and gray eyes. People who called him fat were both unfair and unwise. He was big-boned. Granted, there was a certain amount of padding on the bones, but a surprising amount of it was muscle. He was, as usual, meticulously dressed and groomed. Every hair in place. There were rather fewer of those hairs than there had been in his youth. He pushed a button and the servant came and exchanged this course for the next. While his estates were near Berlin, he had a house near Grantville from which he did most of his business.
He was, of course, disappointed that Contz Beckenbauer had failed to get Els Engel’s signature on the contract. There was still hope, though not much if the young lady actually did take the contract to a lawyer. Beckenbauer should never have let her take it out the door. Thankfully, most didn’t seek legal advice. Even if this girl did, though, he still might get her. Many people were desperate to get a record cut and become famous stars in the up-time fashion. He doubted that she’d be able to do that. He had too much control already.
Jost owned—indirectly—a record player manufactory in Magdeburg, and a record cutting studio in Grantville. And had a contract with Adolph Schmidt at the pressing plant back in Magdeburg. He also had several other contracts. Jost paused a moment and chewed. This up-timer catfish was excellent. Completely unlike the inedible down-time sort.
His cutting shop had contracts with several recording studios that delivered tapes to him. He owned one of them already and expected to pick up the other soon. The other one was a studio with some good portable equipment, perfectly suitable for recording live concerts and plays. It was expensive equipment—quite expensive—and he could probably pick it up fairly cheaply in exchange for not prosecuting when Jacob Trommler defaulted on his contract.
Jost grinned and patted his mouth with a napkin. It was a good contract, that one. It obligated Trommler Records to buy at least one cut master a month at a set price. If Herr Trommler didn’t buy the master, he didn’t just owe the cutting shop for it, he owed a penalty as well. Of course, Jacob had not been quite so naïve as the “want to be” stars whose contracts Jost owned. If Trommler did come up with something to cut a master of, the von Reinhart cutting studio was obligated to do it.
But Jost doubted that Trommler would have anything more than another speech he wanted recorded. The man was too civic-minded for his own good. Jost grinned again. The radical ones often were. Jost was a fairly conservative man. He was willing enough to use the technology the up-timers brought. He was less happy with their radical political notions. Trommler had insisted that he be able to cut and distribute anything he wanted to, and hadn’t paid much attention to what else was in the contract. Which meant that, soon enough, Jost would own Trommler Records.
December, 1634: Higgins Hotel
The elevator stopped at Judy's floor and Anna Maria told Trent to watch his step as a matter of habit.
Trent looked down and saw that the elevator girl had gotten it close to perfect. Then he went out into the hallway. He walked to Judy the Baracudy's///stet/// door and knocked.
The maid answered and asked his name. "Trent Partow, yes, sir. If you'll wait in the parlor, I will see if the young lady will see you."
Trent blinked, but went into the parlor.
"Oh, my God, Freddie, it's just Trent." Judy's voice was disgusted. "Sorry, Trent. Delia has taken to assigning the new maids to me so I can give them some polish."
"I think you may have over-polished that one," Trent said.
"No. The snootiness is what I'm supposed to polish off. I'm teaching them how to be up-timers. It's why I'm calling Friederike, Freddie. Down-timers have to be pretty careful about lèse-majesté and it can come across as snootiness. But enough about that. What brings you here? Did you think that Hayley left her brains with me when she went to Vienna?"
"No. It's about Els."
"Is she all right?"
"No. She's having problems with her agent," Trent said, tilting his head and giving Judy a look. "It seems this Judy the Baracudy ///stet/// person signed her on with a promise of record deals and big money, but nothing's happened for almost two months."
"Oh, I'm sorry. Trent, I was going to see about it, but then that whole sewer pipe thing blew up and we got busy, and I never got back to it."
Trent did indeed know about the sewer pipe business. It was a company that made concrete sewer pipes, and someone had gotten clever with the reinforcing. They couldn't use steel, so they were using rosin-impregnated cordage. The problem was that a cost-saving measure using less rosin meant the concrete actually got to the cordage and ate it, leaving weak spots where the reinforcing should have been, so a bunch of culverts under bridges had collapsed during construction. Two people had been killed. The Barbies had been peripherally involved as one of the investors in the culvert company and Judy and Vicky Emerson had been doing damage control over the whole issue for weeks.
"I heard about it," Trent acknowledged "but if you don't do something, I'm gonna have to buy a record company. And Els would be pissed if I tried to fix it that way."
"I'll remember that. And if we need extra backing on this one, I'll let you know. The Ken Doll is going gaga over Sarah at the moment and Josef Gandelmo is not really comfortable with our . . . more exciting ventures."
"Do that, Judy. Do that," Trent said, feeling his voice go serious. "Look, I'll be as silent as I need to be, but if Els needs an angel, she's got one."
Judy grinned at him. "Boy, has she got you hooked."
"It's not like that."
"Yeah, right. Don't let it bug you though. She's just as gone on you as you are on her. All right. I'll get into it and if I need an angel, I'll give you a call."
December, 1634: Offices of Trommler Records, outside Jena
“Because,” Judy said, “speeches aren’t especially entertaining." She was sitting in a rather dingy office outside Jena, where the rents were cheaper. And talking to a committed record producer. Or perhaps one who should be committed. “They’re topical, I’ll give you that. People need to hear them, but mostly they only need to hear them once. Maybe twice, in an election year. Records are for stuff you want to listen to every day or every few days, or maybe just when you’re in the mood.”
Trommler Records wasn’t doing all that well, not these days. Clearly, Jacob Trommler thought it was a wonderful idea to make records of speeches. Mike Stearns’ speeches. Wilhelm Wettin’s speeches. Speeches from the USE House of Lords and senators. Judy had gone over his sales list and inventory.
“But speeches are important,” Jacob said. “Not like the silly music.” Jacob broke into song and Judy winced when she heard it. “In the big rock candy mountains, you never change your socks,” he warbled. “And the little streams of alcohol come a trickling down the rocks.” Thankfully, Jacob quit singing. The wobbling of the guy’s Adam’s apple had been almost as bad as his singing voice. He started talking again, which wasn’t as bad.
“How is this of value? It goes against the sanitation lessons. It goes against what we are told of the evils of too much drinking. Speeches matter, Fraulein. They tell people what is going on in the world.” It was clear that Jacob, a skinny guy with muddy brown hair and glasses, was trying to impress her.
Feeling guilty, Judy had moved into high gear and found Trommler Records. “Herr Trommler, yes, they do. But they are not entertainment. A person will go hear a speech, yes. Listen to it on the radio, yes. But the election is over. It’s done. And people don’t want to listen to politicians spout off every day. ” Judy could see him getting ready to object and held up her hand. “They aren’t going to buy that kind of record. On the other hand, they do listen to music every day.”
“I have inventory. The speeches will sell, given time,” Jacob said. Inventory he did have, Judy knew. Inventory of a bunch of records of speeches he hadn’t had to pay an artist to record. The only thing keeping this guy afloat was the one really good idea he’d had. The record sets of “Learn Up-timer English” sold well. The record sets of “Learn Latin” sold even better. True, he did have two speeches that sold reasonably well. One was of Gustavus Adolphus, the other of Mike Stearns conceding the election to Wilhelm Wettin.
“Herr Trommler, I’m not arguing the moral merits of music versus speeches. What I am saying is that people won’t buy the speeches, not in the numbers you need to make a profit. You need an entertainment division to support your other, more high-minded, products. For that you need a name. Someone who is already recognized by the people you’re trying to sell to. Someone like the Old Folk’s Band. Marla Linder. Or Els Engel.”
Jacob’s eyes lit up a bit. Els was well known after singing at the hotel lounge, appearing in plays and doing a few commercials on the radio. And especially for her role in the radio serial, Robin of the Committees of Correspondence, where she played Maid Marie, the second lead.
“I would have to pay for cutting the records,” Jacob said. “I have very little cash left, as you know. Else you would not be here.”
Judy grinned. “True. But it just happens that I know someone who has a very great interest in music recording. Cash flow can be arranged, assuming you’re willing to have a couple of partners.”
“I already have investors.” Jacob sighed. “And debts and contracts. I will not lie to you, Fraulein. The debts and contracts I already have threaten to run me out of business.”
The contracts were the key to the whole deal. Friends had looked them up in the records offices in both Grantville and Magdeburg. Those friends would end up owning a small part of Trommler Records if this worked out. Judy took care of her friends.
December, 1634: Higgins Hotel, Judy's apartment
“So when do I make a record?” Els asked.
“When I get finished with all this, this . . . stuff.” Judy’s voice was strained. Els looked at her. Judy looked angry. Quite angry.
“What is wrong?”
Judy sighed. “Susan and Professor Gruder ambushed me with an early Christmas present. That contract got him interested and he started looking into things. He and Susan put together a report and are making me read it. It turns out that this Ritter Jost von Reinhart is up to something nasty.”
Els rolled her eyes a bit. “Umm. Right. What is so bad? And why can’t I make a record yet?”
“If you want to sign something that amounts to an unconscionable contract, you can go right ahead. But I’d advise against it.”
“What?” Els looked startled.
“An unconscionable contract is basically one that is so one-sided it makes the judge puke. The problem is that the dear ritter left just enough on the other side that the judge just might not lose his lunch. If you’re in so much of a hurry that you want to wind up practically indentured to this jerk, go right ahead. But don’t say I didn’t warn you.”
“The contract was with Contz Beckenbauer, not von Reinhart.”
Judy snarled. “Yes, it was. And Beckenbauer works for von Reinhart. He’s just a front man for the creep. He’d have turned the contract over to him and you’d have been stuck but good. Just give me a little more time. I think Susan and the professor have pounded this stuff into my head. Susan says we’ve got to get all the girls together on this.”
“As long as I get to make a record someday.” Els sighed.
Judy pretended she was staring into a crystal ball, even though it was actually a coffee cup. “I see,” she intoned in a mystical voice, “stardom in your future.” She reverted to her usual voice. “Just keep your shirt on, will you?”
January, 1635: Meeting room, Higgins Hotel
“Take a look at these,” Susan said. She passed copies of various contracts around the table.
Judy had just returned from Magdeburg and a meeting with Heidi Partow and Adolph Schmidt on his ability to stamp records if they could get him the masters. Judy and several of the girls were giving the G&M rail line quite a bit of business on this deal.
Susan looked at Judy and quirked an eyebrow. Always one of the more serious of the girls, Susan believed in preparation. Judy nodded, indicating that she had in fact read them and Susan grinned. They waited for the rest of the girls and Helene Gundelfinger to finish reading.
“So,” Heather Mason said, “This Ritter whoosis . . . ah . . . Reinhart, that is, has controlling interests in most of the local entertainment companies. And contracts that are going to let him wind up with a monopoly, considering how many of these people don’t know squat about business. Is that a pretty fair summation?”
Susan grinned. “Ten points to Heather. And would anybody care to guess just how appreciative the USE government is going to be about the possibility of a media trust?”
“The current government or the previous one?” Vicky Emerson muttered.
“Now, now,” Judy cautioned. “Prime Minister Wettin has sworn to uphold the laws of the USE.”
Gabrielle, just back from a visit to the University of Jena, said, “Whatever. The thing is, this guy is trying to take over the whole media industry before it gets off the ground good. And your Herr Trommler signed the contract. So he has to buy a cut master, every single month. At a set price, in case you didn’t notice.”
“If we catch Judge Riddle in the right mood . . . ” Susan began.
Judy grinned. Like a shark, some might say. David Bartley didn’t call her “Judy the Barracudy”///stet/// for nothing. “Yeah, maybe. But do we really want to try and break it? You’ll notice that the price is set. Von Reinhart can’t change it. So all we really have to do is make some records that will sell.” Judy’s face grew serious for a moment. “What I’d really like to do is break Ritter Jost von Reinhart. He’s a self-proclaimed patron of the arts, but what he really is, is a rat.
“That will have to wait, though. Jacob Trommler has already missed two months. When you add up the fee for the cutting, the penalty and the interest, he’ll owe von Reinhart a fortune if he doesn’t catch up. But the contract doesn’t specify that the master has to be a speech, either. It can be anything.”
Helene Gundelfinger, who’d made a day trip to Magdeburg for this meeting, grinned. Like a shark, some might say. Some did, in fact. “I like it.”
Judy smiled a little grimly. “It’s a start. You saw the contract that Contz Beckenbauer wanted Els Engel to sign. She’d have wound up working for von Reinhart. I don’t like this guy. I don’t like what he’s trying to do and he’s way too close to succeeding. So, ladies of the Barbie Consortium, do we or do we not take this turkey down?”
A number of sharkish grins went around the table.
“Aye.” “Aye.” “Aye.”
No one was opposed.
The Next Day, Grantville
Jacob Trommler’s investors weren’t happy campers.
“How did this Jost character get so much of the business so fast?”
“Blackmail,” Judy explained. “Well, greenmail, maybe, since it was all about money. I’ve spent the last couple weeks researching the mess. The thing about the recording industry is that if you have control of one piece you can screw everyone. Of course, you screw yourself, too. But if you have more money than the other people in the game, you can run them out of business or force them to do what you want. It’s more complicated than that, really. But that’s what it comes down to. And that’s what von Reinhart is trying to do.”
“So how do we avoid that?” Frantz Erwin was Jacob’s largest, and most vocal, investor. And the unhappiest, for that matter.
“It’s mostly cash on hand.” At Herr Erwin’s puzzled look, Judy clarified. “When von Reinhart got involved, most of the rest of you had already spent most of your money. It was tied up in things like the record press or the master cutting house. He bought out the guy who was making record players and stopped selling them. No new record players. No new record customers.”
“He did,” Jacob confirmed. “And none of us could raise more money to start building more.”
“Someone will, sooner or later,” Herr Erwin said.
Judy nodded. “Sure. If someone had had the guts, the money and the interest to go against him when he already had a factory up and running. He didn’t stop making them, just selling them. The other guys in the business couldn’t afford to wait or to start their own record player company. They caved and he got the cutting house for next to nothing and has a contract with the pressing house.”
“Again, why won’t that happen to us?” Herr Erwin’s face was flushed.
“Because for a piece of the business, we’re going to rescue your silly asses,” Vicky muttered.
“Trommler’s record contracts,” Judy said quickly, giving Vicky a harsh look, “have considerable value. Also, after von Reinhart got what he wanted, he started selling record players again. Everyone who can afford one is buying them. That’s a one time trick and we’ve got cash, which you guys didn’t. So we propose to invest in this company. If you will give Jacob a bit more time. If you prefer to cash out, I’ll buy your shares.”
Frantz Erwin and a couple of other investors elected to cash out. They didn’t want to be invested in a company run by such young people, and the offer was fair considering the circumstances. They didn’t lose that much. Judy and the Barbie Consortium now had a controlling interest in Trommler Records.
* * *
“Heather, we’ll need your DPP stuff, I expect. We’ll need to have Els go through a bunch of songs to pick out what people will like. Not to mention, she learns lyrics and lines by listening to them. And I’d like, if we could, to have her cut the first hit record of 1635.”
“Works for me,” Heather said. “I don’t see why a pretty good number of my oldies won’t work, if they get translated properly. Change a word here, change a word there. It ought to work.”
“But, Judy,” Millicent Anne Barnes piped up, “what are you going to be doing?” Millicent still looked like a moppet, with her curly dark hair and tiny size.
Judy grinned. “I’m going to be investigating what will sell. I was struck by something Herr Trommler did while I was in his office, back weeks ago. I know a lot of us,” she waved her hand at the table, “like some of the more modern music. Well, except for Heather, that is.”
The girls laughed. Heather’s passion for oldies had been a joke with them for several years. Judy shook her head. “The thing is, if you’ll pay attention sometime, people around here don’t go around doing rap under their breath, do they? Even with as much of it as some people play.” Judy cast a look at Vicky Emerson, who stuck her tongue out at her.
“No taste, no taste at all.” Vicky remarked. Then she gave Judy a suspicious look. “You just want your and Hayley’s alt rock girl bands.”
“Plumb’s not a girl band, Vicky. Anyway,” Judy said, “the song Herr Trommler sang to me—and I should probably mention that he’s got no more voice than a frog . . . ” The girls laughed. Neither did Judy, as she well knew.
“Anyway,” Judy said, after the laughter had died down, “the song he sang wasn’t rap, one of Heather’s oldies, Hayley and my alt rock, or even that opera that Marla Linder does. Although I have heard some of her Irish folk tunes being hummed around town.”
“Oh, God.” Vicky groaned. “Don’t tell me what I think you’re about to tell me.” She buried her head in her hands. “I wish Hayley was here to talk you out of this.”
Judy grinned. “ ‘Fraid so, You’re right. Hayley would hate it. It was one of the numbers the Old Folk’s Band does. Something about a big rock. All twanging banjo.”
Sharkish grins disappeared. Most of the girls at the table groaned. But Helene Gundelfinger grinned and winked at Judy.
* * *
“That’s just plain rotten.” Mr. Buckner and the rest of the Old Folks Band were in their backyard again. “Pickin’ and grinnin,’ ” they called it. “Not that I know a heck of a lot about business, you understand.”
Judy nodded. She was just off the train from Magdeburg again. There were some things you needed to do in person and persuading people to sign with a record label was one of them.
“But we haven’t signed any contracts.” Huey Jones rattled his tambourine. “We’re doing well enough already. The girls have the boarders and all. So we didn’t figure we needed to make a record, back when that Beckenbauer guy tried to get us to sign up with him. We just pass the hat at the Gardens and have a meal. Suits us, that way.”
“I’m glad to hear that.” Judy smiled. “That you didn’t sign the contracts, I mean. But not about the record. I think you ought to get all your music recorded, myself. So it doesn’t get lost in time, or get all jumbled up with other stuff. It would be a part of the historical record, in a way.” Judy tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. The breeze was a little too strong for a good hair day.
It took a fair bit of talking them into it, but Judy left with a proper contract with the Old Folks Band.
* * *
Jost von Reinhart took a sip of beer. “It will not matter. Up-timers do not know what people like to hear. I do. So even though they have a controlling interest in Trommler Records, it will not matter.”
“It isn’t just the contract with the Engel girl,” Contz pointed out. “They have one with the Old Folks' Band, too.”
Von Reinhart’s face changed a bit. Contz thought he might be a little more worried, now. Just as well, Contz thought. The . . . well, fink, to use an up-time expression . . . had nipped his own production company in the bud, after all. Perhaps these girls would give him something to think about.
* * *
“So I finally get to cut a record?”
“Yes, Els, you do,” Judy said. “Have you picked out the song? Or songs, for that matter. You can get about six and a half minutes at sixty rpm. Not quite five minutes if we go to eighty.”
Els considered a moment. “I have listened to both. The sound quality is not that different. The eighty rpm records would be better for opera, but for my voice the sixty will do. It will mean I can record two songs on one record.”
* * *
“Here it is.” Judy said shook her head mournfully. “Our first master. And it’s a country song. Not even decent rock and roll.”
“Els thinks it will sell better,” Heather said. “And I do, too. So, just shut up and soldier, Judy.”
Judy grimaced theatrically. “A country song. Shudder. Changed lyrics, and only Mr. Simmons playing the guitar for accompaniment. Yerg.”
“It’s going to take some time to get things turned around,” Vicky noted. “But with Els singing it on the radio program tonight it should help.
“She got the writers of Robin to agree to work it in.” Judy agreed all business now. “Free advertising. The changed lyrics had a lot to do with that.”
Heather laughed “Hayley’s going to kill us when she hears it. We’ll hear her screaming all the way from Vienna.”
February, 1635
Tip’s was quiet tonight. It usually was on Friday night, when it was time for Robin of the CoC to be broadcast on the Voice of America. The crowd listened intently, as they usually did. The crowd at the Freedom Arches was doing the same thing. Robin was a popular show.
This time, Robin was riding to the rescue of Maid Marie, who had been captured—again. She got captured fairly often. Which was understandable since her duties as an agent of the Committee of Correspondence took her to some dangerous places. While Robin of the CoC had started out as an adaptation of the Robin Hood stories, they were, of course, influenced by the famous Gretchen Richter and Jeff Higgins. Robin was a noble who had taken on the goals of the CoC and Marie was a farmer’s daughter. With her parents safe again after the arrival of the Ring of Fire, she had joined the CoC. There she had met Robin and become his partner. In a number of important ways, Els’ role was more akin to the Bill Cosby role in I Spy than to the average Maid Marian. In fact, she was often the rescuer, rather than the rescued.
This time, while held by an evil ritter, she sang to the absent Robin, not knowing he was hidden just around the corner waiting his chance to set her free:
 
“I don’t believe in right of kings,
good blood, bad blood, silly things.
I don’t believe in stories told
of maidens weak and knights of old.
That might is right and weak is wrong,
or God’s word can’t be set in song.
That life and love are some cruel jest,
or some are simply born the best,
But I believe in love.
I believe in freedom.
I believe tomorrow’s hope, ‘Cause I believe in you.”
* * *
The response was surprisingly fast for a world that mostly lacked telephone and telegraphs. The VOA was deluged with requests for the song. First from the area right around Grantville, then, as the days passed, from villages and towns all over the VOA’s listening area.
They had thought they were ready. Trommler Records had a lot of prints ready for shipping. They sold them in the first three days. Eventually, it became the first gold record in the new history by passing the half million records mark without even slowing to look as it passed. It took some time to pass that milestone, mostly because of the time it took to stamp the records.
Of course, by then most of the Barbie Consortium had run off to Vienna, leaving Els’ career in the capable hands of the Gertrude Schmidt Talent Agency. Sometimes called “Gerty’s T&A” because of the large number of young ladies it had signed, it was listed as GSTA on the Grantville exchange. The Barbie Consortium, as might be expected, owned a fair chunk of that stock. Trommler Records was left with a down-timer merchant as the CEO and Els’ Uncle Heinrich as the vice president of the Entertainment Division. Herr Trommler was now VP of News and Education.
* * *
Jost von Reinhart was not a happy camper. He had a fair number of singers under contract but since Els Engel’s hit, the label of choice for aspiring artists was Trommler. Old Folk’s songs, while not selling quite so well, were selling, and so were recordings from the new talents TR had signed. Even the silly speeches were selling better.
Fuming, he pushed the button to call for the next course. He was already in a foul mood. That mood was not improved when the butler carried in the next course. Whistling. That song.



Chapter 29: The Dreeson Incident and Kristallnacht
March 3, 1635: Apartment house between the Ring of Fire and Rudolstadt
Vicky picked Bill Magen up in a Schmidt Steamer, to the catcalls of his fellow residents, most of whom were also cops. Bill took it somewhat in stride. Vicky wasn't just sixteen, she was also rich. Her mother had been less than thrilled at their relationship, but Bill had worked hard to convince the Emerson family that he was not just a fortune hunter. It was a delicate balancing act. Made all the more delicate by the fact that Vicky liked to give him things. She had given him a custom made .38 Special with mother of pearl handles back in September, and he still hadn't lived it down. What was worse, Vicky's parents still weren't entirely sure that he wasn't a gigolo, and every time she gave him an expensive present they suspected he'd asked her for it. The truth was Bill had never so much as hinted that she should give him anything.
What brought all this to mind was her expression as she drove up. Vicky had a certain indescribable expression that she wore when she was about to give him something really outrageous. A mixture of delight and just a touch of trepidation.
Bill braced himself. They did have an agreement. He wasn't allowed to turn down gifts based on their expense, and she wasn't allowed to complain when he had to work. Bill had had occasion to regret that deal more than once in the eight months since she had turned sixteen and they had started officially dating.
"What is it this time?" he asked as he walked to the car.
"You'll find out," Vicky said with an ominous tone.
Bill climbed into the Steamer. It had good shocks, but no rubber on the wheels. It was also a bit higher bodied than an up-timer car generally was, in deference to the condition of down-time roads. Once Bill was seated and belted in, Vicky pulled out and they headed for the high school theater, where they were showing A Comedy of Errors, the Amideutsch translation. Which was okay.
"At least it isn't frigging Hamlet," Bill said.
"Don't let Els hear you say that."
"Hey, I'll take Robin of the CoC over Shakespeare any day of the week."
"Me too, but Els is in theater arts. And I think they put something in the water they serve in the green room."
"Maybe," Bill said, then leaned over and kissed her cheek as they stopped at the stop sign at the extended Highway 250. They took a right and headed for the ring wall.
The play proved to be fun, and well acted.
"So let's go to the Malibu Lounge," Vicky said as they left the theater.
"I'd like to, but I got tagged for the early shift tomorrow."
"Oh, shit," Vicky said, then added quickly, "I'm not complaining, just disappointed."
"You sure?" Bill asked with a grin. The detail of their agreement was that if Vicky complained about Bill's work, asked him to skip a shift, or trade shifts, he could refuse a gift. Over the last few months it had become something of a game.
"I'm sure. But I was going to invite you to go on a balloon ride tomorrow."
Bill was almost glad he had to work tomorrow at that point. He wasn't exactly afraid of heights, but the idea of going up in a balloon with nothing below you and nothing holding you up but politician's promises didn't strike him as fun.
"Oh well," Vicky said, "if you can't you can't. Um . . . I got an ID bracelet for you." She gave him a small oblong box. He opened it and in it was a wrist chain in gold. It had Bill loves Vicky engraved on it. Then she pulled another one out of her purse and put it on her own wrist. It had Vicky loves Bill on it.
Bill thought about the ribbing he was going to get when he got back to the apartment house and when he pulled his shift tomorrow. Then he looked into Vicky's eyes and decided he was one lucky guy.
Next day, outside the Medical Center
Bill Magen looked out at the crowd and noticed twitching in the coats of the mob out in front of them. In another place he might have expected something other than more placards to be under those coats. But this was Grantville in the Ring of Fire and people had a right to peaceably assemble. Bill was just here to make sure the assembly stayed peaceful. So he just pointed out the movement to the cop next to him. "It looks to me that a batch more of these guys are getting ready to pull out their signs and start waving them. They're twitching at their cloaks."
"Moving forward, too." Karl Maurer was scowling fiercely. "I don't like this. It's a good hospital. When my son was so sick in the winter, coughing, they brought him here. The physicians cured him."
A man in the crowd moved to the front and declaimed, "We demand that you surrender to us the surgeon who violates the bodies of the dead!" Bill wasn't impressed by the man's theatrical talent and looked past him. A coat opened and it wasn't a placard under it. It was a gun. "Those aren't signs! Those are guns."
Bill looked around at the mob, suddenly seeing guns everywhere. Ralph was shouting for everyone to calm down and Bill thought, Tell them.
The anti-vaccination demonstrators started going down as the anti-autopsy group pushed them out of the way. The whole damn crowd was moving forward. Things were starting to look really bad. There were guns out all over the place now.
Bill couldn't help but see how this could all go to hell pretty quick. Then Maurer fired. Bill didn't know why. Maybe he saw something.
But it didn't matter.
Bill pointed his .38 Special at the most dangerous-looking rioter and fired. Then fired again. That one went down, then Bill looked for another target and found one. Then he started to look for a third and a bullet caught him just above his vest in the collar bone. It was a heavy bullet, sixty caliber, from a matchlock smooth bore, so even that this range it was pointed, not aimed. They had gotten lucky . . . or Bill Magen's luck had run out.
March 5, 1635: Grantville High School Radio Studio
"We're going to do a new show," Karsten Huber, the director and co-producer of Robin of the CoC said.
Els Engel looked at him—here on the day after the murder of Mayor Dreeson—and wanted to scream. "Do we even know what happened?" Els asked.
"Not all of it, not yet," Herr Huber said. "But we know that they killed Mayor Dreeson outside a synagogue and we know he was defending it."
"What about the medical center?" asked Rod Friedman. "People died there too." Rod was a down-timer who had taking an up-time stage name. He played the unit commander and was effectively the narrator of the episodes. He had a deep, rich voice and also acted as the spokesman for Herr Clean detergent. In person, he was bespectacled and short, with a pockmarked face. He was a survivor of smallpox and had lost both his wife and son to it. He was a fanatical supporter of up-time medicine and the Leahy Medical Center in particular. He was, in his private life, only lukewarm toward the CoC.
"My sources tell me that the attack on the medical center was a diversion that got out of hand," Karsten Huber said. And he had sources. Karsten Huber was high up in the ranks of the CoC in Grantville. It was the CoC that had provided the initial money to put together the shows and the scripts were always cleared with them. Els was fairly sure that occasionally instructions—real instructions—to the CoC were buried in the dialog of the weekly radio show. It would certainly explain some of the lines that Els had been given to say over the years. Which was okay. Els was a CoC sympathiser herself.
"Look, Karsten," Rod said. "I'm sympathetic about what happened to Mayor Dreeson, really I am. But but those anti-vaccination and anti-autopsy nut jobs have to be answered. Hell, even Gretchen Richter says that fighting disease is as important as fighting the nobles."
"Don't worry, Rod. We'll cover it. But the focus needs to be on the fucking anti-semites that murdered Henry Dreeson . . ."
They talked script and started memorizing lines. The script was barely started, but most of the time they worked several shows in advance. They would learn one week's show while rehearsing another and then performing it in the studio for taping. Then it would be played later. And they had whole story arcs that were going to be interrupted by this. In spite of the horror of yesterday, or maybe because of it, Els was finding herself focusing on how this show was going to interrupt those story arcs.
March 9, 1635: Emerson House
Vicky Emerson sat on her bed and stared at nothing. This wasn't real. It couldn't be. It was some sick joke. It was her mom trying to break them up. It was Judy for some unknown reason. Vicky had a date with Bill tonight and she had to get ready, but she couldn't move.
Because it was real. They had buried Bill yesterday afternoon.
It was Henry Dreeson's fault for going to defend the synagogue, or the Jews for having the synagogue. It was Buster Beasley's fault for going to the synagogue, not the medical center. It was . . .
The radio came on and there was the sound of a motorcycle, low and rumbling in the background, and a voice that sounded like Henry Dreeson's came over the airway, "I wonder what that's all about." It went on from there, the radio play version of the events of March fourth, with Rod Friedman as the CoC unit commander reporting on the reactionary attack on Grantville. The attack that was apparently designed to show that the up-timers and the CoC didn't really mean it when they talked about freedom of faith. "But we do mean it. And Henry Dreeson meant it," the CoC commander said. "Henry proved that. And Buster Beasley proved it." In the background you could hear the rumble of Buster Beasley's hog. "They proved it and we are going to prove it too." The rest of the show was a call to arms against the reactionaries that would deny freedom of religion to Jews or to anyone.
And that was who had killed Bill. The bastards who had used the anti-autopsy nuts as a tool and the anti-autopsy nuts themselves.
March 10, 1635: Saint Mary's Catholic Church,
Vicky spent the day asking about the Bible's position on Judaism. Vicky hadn't been religious before the Ring of Fire. Not in the vocational sense, anyway. Church was just what she did on Sundays. She had sort of presumed that the priests knew what they were were talking about and accepted that there was a god, that the pope was his vicar on earth. Then the Ring of Fire happened and she suddenly had more reason to believe in a god and less to be certain of the pope's position as the vicar of Christ on earth. There had, after all, been no ecclesiastical delegation to meet them on their arrival, so God had apparently failed to mention to the pontiff that he had another major miracle in mind. But Father Mazzare had been very good about admitting his confusion while maintaining his faith that God had his reasons for this too.
Then Father Mazzare had gone to Italy and ended up a cardinal. That had restored a lot of the faith that Vicky had in the Catholic church. Bill's death had put that faith in question. How could God sanction such a thing and how could she follow a church that had an office of holy inquisition? A church that had sanctioned—and even encouraged—the sort of riots that had killed Henry Dreeson and Bill.
Now she questioned the priests of Saint Mary's with a harsh, and even accusatory, edge. Whether it was because of their understanding of her loss and everyone elses in the loss of Henry Dreeson, or just because in Grantville—six days after the death of Henry Dreeson and one day after the special episode of Robin of the CoC—the least hint of anti-semitism was likely to be met with open violence, the priests of Saint Mary's were careful to explain the biblical reference that could be taken as anti-semitic as not really meaning that.
What Vicky was left with was a faith that was much more critical, even cynical, than what she'd had before. Vicky was a reasonably bright girl, not a genius by any standard, but hard working when she wanted to be and quite capable of study. And now she studied. Somehow, throughout that study, she managed to maintain her faith in God and even her faith in Catholicism. At least, Cardinal Mazzare's version of Catholicism. But never again would she have an ignorant or unquestioning faith.
March 20, 1635: Higgins Hotel, Grantville
"Maid of honor," Judy the Younger squealed. "Me? I thought sure you'd ask someone else."
"You're my only sister," Sarah pointed out, trying to sound regretful. "Now, if I'd had another sister . . ."
Judy tossed a pillow at her. "You know you love me." She hesitated a moment. "What about your other bridesmaids?"
"I really don't know," Sarah admitted. "Who's going to be able to travel all the way to Vienna? Most people I know are up to their eyeballs in work."
"What about us?" Judy stopped a moment. "The Barbies, I mean. We'd love an excuse to travel, you know."
"Eek!"
"Oh, don't be pretending to scream," Judy said. "You know we can be . . . well, act . . . really presentable when we want to."
"Yeah, maybe. It's getting you guys to want to that's the problem."
"Seriously, Sarah. I'd really like something for us to do that's out of Grantville. Vicky took Bill's death really hard. And if we don't get Susan away from the old . . . cats . . . in Grantville, she's going to explode. Even with all the uproar after Mayor Dreeson was killed, those old bats keep after her about her mom."
Sarah fully understood that, considering Velma Hardesty's reputation as a man-eating slut. "Actually," Sarah said, "having Susan in Vienna might be a very good idea."
"Take one, take us all." Judy laughed, but there was a catch in her voice. Even Judy was shaken by the deaths of Mayor Dreeson and Bill Magen and she knew that.
"Hush. I said that because I know that Karl's family is going to be looking for money. Susan is the best of your crew when it comes to holding on to money."
"I think she's got the first dollar she ever made," Judy said. "She's afraid to let go of any of it. Well, except for what she invests. She doesn't think that's spending it."
"And she's right. But Karl's family isn't looking to invest it. They're looking to loan it to the emperor."
* * *
"Susan, we're going to Vienna," Judy said as soon as Susan Logsden answered the phone. Sarah had just left to go see the Ken Doll, probably to check him again for anatomical correctness.
"What are you talking about?"
"We are going to be Sarah's bridesmaids when she marries the Ken Doll."
"I don't know, Judy. . . . I have Grampa's house."
"Susan, you need to get out of this town and you know it. Have your aunt Betty take care of the house for a few months. Or we can turn it over to Bernhard Kunze."
"I'll think about it."
"No, you won't," Judy insisted. "I know you, Susan. You'll start coming up with reasons why it's a bad idea. So you're going to just set your mind to the trip. I am prepared to wheedle you unmercifully. Heck, you might like Vienna and decide to stay. Hayley could use some help, you know." The letters from Hayley had become increasingly gloomy over the last few months.
Susan laughed. "Okay, okay. Anything but the Judy wheedle."
They agreed to talk about it tomorrow at lunch in the school cafeteria. Then Judy hung up and called Vicky.
"Vicky, guess what! We're going to Vienna."
"What? Why?"
Judy hesitated. Vicky had been planning on being a bride not that long after graduation, not a bridesmaid at someone else's wedding. Well, there was no tiptoeing around this one. "Sarah wants us to be her bridesmaids."
"When's the wedding?" Vicky asked, not sounding all that enthusiastic.
"I don't know that. But we'll head for Vienna not that long after we graduate."
"I don't care about graduation, Judy. Any reason not to go now?"
"Yes You may not care, but I do. And your parents will. And, Vicky, in a few years you will too."
"Okay. But I'd just as soon be somewhere else as soon as possible."
Judy spent the rest of the evening calling the rest of the Barbies.
Grantville High School, the next day
The Barbies claimed a large table in one corner of the cafeteria, and no one disputed their claim. By now, "Barbies" and "cheerleaders" were no longer synonymous. Judy was captain of the cheerleading squad and Vicky was on it, as was Trudi von Bachmerin, a sort of associate Barbie. But Susan, Gabrielle, Millicent, and Heather had dropped out in favor of more athletic down-timer girls. Millicent was class secretary and, of course, the Barbies were the Barbies. There were some who resented them. Actually, there were quite a few who resented them. But they were a power.
"I can't go," said Heather Mason as she set her tray down on the table and started moving plates off it.
"Sure, you can."
"No, I can't. I have to stay here and run Trommler Records and the Digital Preservation Project. Not to mention, with Kelsey and Derrick in the army, Mom and Dad would just freak completely out if I left too."
"Oh, come on. You're going to be graduating high school and you're independently wealthy. Leave Trommler to run Trommler records and . . ."
"Jacob Trommler in charge? He'll go back to recording speeches!" Heather said, outraged. "Are you out of your mind? And the geeks need someone practical running things, or they will forget to wash. Besides, Trent is after me to set up a movie studio. I'm going to be too busy with that to run off to Vienna."
"And we need someone here to run things while we're gone," said Millicent. "You know that a lot of the down-timers want an up-timer face on things, even if they know it's mostly down-timers running it. Heck, a lot of the up-timers are still a little uncomfortable dealing with down-timers directly." That was true, and it wasn't all prejudice. A lot of up-timers had been taken to the cleaners in the months just after the Ring of Fire and it had left them cautious about dealing with down-timers. That was one reason that the Barbies had been successful they acted as a bridge.
Over the next couple of months, the Barbies moved accounts around and Heather Mason was left in charge of one of the largest piles of assets in the USE. By the time graduation day came, it was all arranged. and a massive wagon train left for the Danube.
A week or so later, a Jupiter picked up Prince Karl, Sarah, and the Barbies and flew them to Vienna.



Chapter 30: The Salon
July, 1635: Grantville
“Ah . . .”
The sound of a throat clearing drew Heather’s attention away from the paperwork on her desk at Trommler Records' new offices in Grantville. “Hey, Jacob. What’s up?”
“It is Thursday, Heather. I wanted to leave about three so I can attend the salon.”
“Salon?”
“The salon at Rachel Hill’s house. Surely you’ve heard of it? People come from all over to attend them.”
Heather had to search her memory. “Hill. Hill. I know an Ashley Hill; she’s on the geology survey team. But I don’t remember a Rachel.”
Jacob Trommler shook his head. “You amaze me, you up-timers. There’s a treasure in your midst and you don’t realize it. You should come with me, meet her. See the electric car.”
“Oh. Her. I remember seeing the car. But I never met her. Grantville isn’t that small and I was a kid back then.” Heather wondered if he meant to ask her on a date. She liked Jacob, although his taste in music was horrible. On the other hand, his taste in music was one of the reasons Trommler Records had made such a splash. The oldies she preferred sounded like horrible screeching, at least that’s what Jacob said. And if he had no sense at all about business, he did seem to have a feel for the musical tastes of the down-timers.
“You should come.”
“Sure. But I want to break for lunch now, then I’ll come back and we’ll go.” Once Jacob nodded and left, Heather headed for the one place she knew she could get the low-down on anyone in town, the City Hall Coffee Shop. Cora would know all about Rachel Hill. Cora always knew everything about everybody.
* * *
“Come on, Jacob.” Heather grinned over at Jacob, who didn’t get nearly enough exercise, apparently. “It isn’t that far and the road isn’t all that tough to walk.”
“We could have waited for the bus,” Jacob grumbled. “Or a cart. Or a wagon.”
“Silly. Not that many vehicles come out this way. Now, let’s hurry a bit. This was your idea, after all. It’s your own fault.”
The gravel road wound a bit, but not as much as some in Grantville. It was also quiet, very much so. Heather looked around, enjoying the fall color and the peace. These days, Grantville was much busier than it had been in her childhood. More people came in every day, it seemed.
People from everywhere, just about. One of the truly big surprises to many of the residents was just how much—well, tourism—there was in the seventeenth century. Young men went on grand tours all over Europe. Young women came in for the economic opportunities that abounded in the area—not to mention the right to vote.
But this road was quiet, which was a welcome relief.
“There’s the little bridge.” Jacob pointed. “And that’s what used to be the garage, but the Mehlers made it into a nice little cottage. We go left when we get there.”
“Ah.”
Jacob grinned. “I always feel that way when I see Rachel’s house. Once you get here, you feel like there isn’t another person within a thousand miles.”
They stopped to admire the view. It did feel like there couldn’t be another person anywhere near. The hills reached up and blocked any view of the town, and there wasn’t another house near. It was perfect. Today was a bit misty, the fall colors were at their best; and the deep red house was in a perfect setting. Across the graveled road, a tiny waterfall trickled down the rocks.
These days, since the Mehler’s arrival, what had been lawn was mostly garden. Herr Mehler had become seriously interested in what one of Rachel’s many books called “French intensive gardening,” so he had deeply dug three-foot wide beds with paths between them.
“It still seems strange that so few people in the town knew about Rachel,” Jacob said. “Now that her salons are so well attended.”
“She kept to herself, mostly.” Heather hesitated. “After the accident, when she couldn’t get around very well, she got to be pretty reclusive. In a way, the Ring of Fire did her a favor, I guess. That’s what Cora said. I mean, people sort of knew who she was, since she grew up here. But she went off to college and didn’t make a real big splash when she came back.”
* * *
The house was laid out in a typical farmhouse pattern, with four rooms on the ground floor. Considering the number of bodies in the living room, Heather was glad the ceiling fan was turned on. Jacob introduced Heather to Rachel with what seemed a proprietary air. What Heather couldn’t figure out was what he was being proprietary about, Rachel and her salon or Heather. He seemed to be showing off the cultural jewel of the salon to Heather and Heather to the gathered group. It was quite a group, at that.
There were eleven people in the living room. Jacob introduced Heather to them all. Father Gus from Saint Mary’s was there, along with Father Nick Smithson. There was also a Spaniard who introduced himself as Don Diego Valdez y Mendoza. He immediately wanted her to confirm that up-timers really did believe in astrology. After all, they published horoscopes in the newspapers up-time. It was immediately apparent that this was a conversation that was repeated with each new up-timer to join the group. Apparently he wouldn’t, or couldn’t, give up on his pet notion.
A Frenchman with the name of Pierre de Cancavi claimed “I’m going to build an airplane as soon as I can put together the money.”
He was arguing with an Italian named Gasparo Berti, who insisted, “Waste of money. Lighter-than-air craft are the real future of aviation. It was no more than an accident of history that that prevented the up-timers from properly exploiting the advantages of dirigibles. Granted, they were—and are—militarily useless but who cares about that?”
“The military?” Magdalena Van de Passe, one of the few people Heather knew, suggested. Heather hid a giggle.
Gasparo Berti paused and looked at Magdalena severely for a moment. Then gave a half smile and a hands-in-the-air Italian shrug. “Dirigibles are elegant. Stately even. Besides, they carry more.”
Heather let herself be carried by the flow of the group. She saw Vladimir Gorchakov and looked around for Brandy Bates. Seeing Prince Vladimir without Brandy was a surprise these days. “We were caught in the middle of changing the structure of our armed forces.” He was talking to a Polish gentleman named Jan Brozek. “Don’t make too much of it, Jan. We won the next one after all.”
“But that was after the great freedom had turned into license,” Jan Brozek insisted. “That won’t happen this time.”
“Neither did the Smolensk War,” Prince Vladimir countered. “At least not yet. Don’t count too much on it going the same way. It did in that other time line, but too much has changed. Guatavus Adolphus is still very much alive—busy with the league, but alive and well with his army intact.”
“Why the change from Important Speeches to Frivolous Music?” Heather could hear the capitals in Herr Gulden’s voice. She learned later that he was in Grantville from Austria. Meanwhile she shot Jacob a look and he cringed.
“Yes, why?” Herr de Groot actually seemed interested rather than calling her to task. She later learned he was from Holland.
“Because people like music,” Heather said to the nice one. “They don’t, as a general rule, like speeches—at least not to listen to everyday . . .”
Then she got into a discussion about the difference between seventeenth-century and twentieth-century ballet. The French guy was back, insisting that for the most part the down-time French version was better—though there were no doubt a few points they could pick up and had she seen the Christmas show in Magdeburg?
It was starting to get a bit much for Heather. It wasn’t that the people here were dumb, quite the contrary. But she was rapidly coming to the conclusion that no one could foul up like a smart person. They would say something really insightful, then finish the sentence with something totally off the wall.
Rachel caught her eye and indicated a door with her eyes. Heather retreated and found herself, eventually, in the kitchen with Rachel and Frau Mehler, a stout German woman.
“Did the airheads drive you out?” Frau Mehler looked cross. She was washing up a stack of the trays that refreshments had been served on.
Rachel grinned. “Be nice, Helen.” Then she looked at Heather. “I call it ‘candy store syndrome.’ ”
Heather gave her a questioning look.
“Believe it or not, that room—” Rachel pointed at the living room. “—has some of the brightest minds in Europe in it. Seven out of ten of those people made it into the history books as great thinkers of their time. It’s not a requirement to get invited; I don’t work that way. Still, it’s true. The reason they seem a little . . . ah . . . vague sometimes is that they are the ones who got to Grantville and jumped into the ocean of knowledge we brought with us without bothering with a life preserver. Some of them haven’t come up for more than the occasional breath in the last three years. They’re like kids in a candy store, nibbling on this piece of knowledge, then getting distracted by that one. No time to digest what they have already learned. There is always another chocolate covered truffle of information to try to swallow whole.”
“I’ve seen the effect.” Heather laughed.
* * *
By the end of the evening, Heather’s head was spinning. She was full of the snacks that had been served, as well as the beer and wine. Perhaps a bit too full, since the spinning head might not be just from all the conversation. She had stayed with Jacob, mostly. He moved from group to group, sometimes listening, sometimes conversing. That had helped, since it kept Heather from feeling that she was in over her head.
She took a deep breath of the misty air. “Wow. Who knew?”
“Well, I did,” Jacob said. “Perhaps it is just because everyone is always so busy. You up-timers, at any rate. Always working, day and night, so many of you. Always doing.”
“I suppose.” Right now, Heather thought, what I’d really like is for you to take my arm again. The thought surprised her a bit. Then she realized that with Judy and the other girls gone to Magdeburg, she was simply lonely, without the companionship she’d come to rely on. Which was another surprise, that she relied on anyone.
He didn’t take her arm again, though. Or try to kiss her goodnight at the door. Or any of the other stuff a guy who was interested in you tried to do. It was kind of disappointing.
* * *
Jacob didn’t try to kiss her that night. He didn’t have the nerve. Trying to kiss a young, pretty girl who is much richer than you are—and an up-timer to boot—took nerve. At least for Jacob it did. It took several more visits to Rachel Hill’s gatherings before he worked up the nerve. Plus some not-that-gentle prodding by Rachel. It was the covetous looks that Pierre de Cancavi was casting Heather’s way that finally pushed Jacob to boldness. Pierre really wanted someone to fund his airplane and Jacob was afraid that he would try to seduce the money out of Heather.
Well, at least that’s how he justified it to himself.
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