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"So what'sthisall about, Mike?' asked Morris Roth, after Mike Stearns closed the door behind
him. "And why did you ask meto meet you in Edith's home?"

Grantville's jeweler looked around the small living room curioudly. That wasthe part of Mike's
request that Morris had found most puzzling. By the early spring of 1633, Stearns was usualy so busy
with political affairsthat people cameto see him in his office downtown.

As s00n as he spotted the young man sitting in an armchair in the corner, Morris curiosity
spiked—and, for thefirst time, atrace of apprehension cameinto hisinterest. He didn't know the name
of the young man, but he recognized him even though he wasn't in uniform.

He was a German mercenary, captured in the short-lived battle outside Jenathe year before, who'd
since enrolled in the army of the United States. More to the point, Morris knew that he was part of
Captain Harry Lefferts unit—which, in redity if not in officia parlance, amounted to Mike Stearns
combination of specia security unit and commandos.

"Patience, patience," said Mike, smiling thinly. "1'd gpologize for the somewhat peculiar
circumstances, but as you'll see for yoursdf in amoment we have a specid security problem to ded
with." He glanced at the man Sitting in the armchair. "1 think the best way to make everything clear isjust
to introduce you to someone. Follow me."

Stearns turned and headed for the hallway, Morristrailing behind. Edith Wild's house wasn't abig
one, soit only took afew steps before he came to aclosed door. "We're keeping him in here, while he
recoversfrom hislatest round of surgery. Edith volunteered to serve ashislive-in nurse”

Morris restrained his grimace. Edith Wild was capable enough asanurse, so long asit didn't involve
any red medica experience. Like many of Grantvillés nurses sncethe Ring of Fire, sheld had no
background in medica work. She'd been employed in aglassfactory in Clarksburg.

Her main qualification for her new line of work, so far asMorris could tell, was that shewas avery
big woman, massive aswdl astdl, and had much the same temperament as the infamous Nurse Ratchett
inamovie hed once seen, One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest. Not the sadism, true. But the woman
was aferocious bully. Shewas normally engaged in enforcing Grantville's public hedlth laws, ajob which
required afirm hand given the huge influx of immigrants who had a seventeenth-century conception of
sanitation and prophylaxis.

A "firm hand," Edith Wild certainly had. Morris had, more than once, heard Germans refer to her as
"the Tatar." When they weren't calling her something downright obscene.

And who is"he"? Morriswondered. But he said nothing, since Mike was aready opening the
door and ushering him into the bedroom beyond.

It was aroom to fit the house. Small, sparsdly furnished, and just as spick-and-span clean as
everything ese. But Morris Roth gave the room itself no more than a cursory glance. Despite the
bandages covering much of the lower face, he recognized the man lying in the bed within two seconds.

That was odd, since held never actualy met him. But, perhaps not so odd as dl that. Like many
residents of Grantville, Morris had aposter up in hisjewelry store that portrayed the man's likeness.



True, in the form of a painting rather than a photograph. But he could now see that it was quite agood
likeness.

He groped for words and couldn't find any. They'd have been swear words, and Morris avoided
profanity. The poster in his shop wastitled: Wanted, Dead or Alive.

The man was studying him with dark eyes. Despite the obvious pain the man wasfeding, his
expression was one of keen interest.

Abruptly, the man raised ahand and motioned for Morristo approach him.

"Go ahead,” said Mike, chuckling harshly. "He doesn't bite, | promise. He couldn't anyway, even if
he wanted to. Hisjaw'swired shut."

Reluctantly, much as he/d move toward a viper, Morris came over to the side of the bed. There was
atablet lying on the covers—one of the now-rare modern lega tablets—a ong with aballpoint pen.

The man in the bed took the pen in hand and, shakily, scratched out amessage. Then, held it up for
Morristo see.

The words were written in English. Morris hadn't known the man in the bed knew the language. He
wasn't surprised, redly. Whatever other crimes and faults had ever been ascribed to that man, lack of
intelligence had never been one of them.

But Morrisdidn't give any of that much thought. His attention was entirely riveted on the message
itsdf.

CHMIELNICKI
| CAN STOPIT

For amoment, it seemed to Morris Roth asif time stood gtill. He fdlt light-headed, asif everything
was unredl. Since the Ring of Fire, when Morris came to understand that he was redlly stranded in the
seventeenth century, in the early 1630s, not more than aweek had ever gone by without histhoughts
turning to the Chmielnicki Massacre of 1648. And wondering if there was something—anything—he
could do to prevent it. He'd raised the matter with Mike himself, severd times before. Only to betold,
not to his surprise, that Mike couldn't think of any way asmal town of Americansfighting for itsown
survivd in war-torn Germany in the middle of the Thirty Y ears War could possibly do anything to stop a
coming mass pogrom in the Ukraine.

"How?" he croaked.

Again, the man scrawled; and held up the tablet.

COMPLICATED
STEARNSWILL EXPLAIN
BUT | WILL NEED YOUR HELP

Morrislooked at Stearns. Mike had come close and seen the message himsdlf. Now, he motioned
toward the door. "Like he says, it's complicated. Let'stalk about it in the living room, Morris. After the
extengve surgery done on him, the man needs hisrest.”

Morrisfollowed Mike out of the bedroom, not looking back. He said nothing until they reached the
living room. Then, dmost choking out the words, could only exclaim:

"Walengein?'

Mike shrugged, smiling wryly, and gestured at the couch. He perched himsdf on an ottoman near
the armchair where the soldier was Sitting. "Have a seat, Morris. We've got alot to discuss. But I'll grant
you, it's more than abit like having adevil come and offer you salvation.”

After Morriswas seated, he manage a chuckle himsif.

"Make sure you use along spoon.”



Seeing the expression on Mikesface, Morris groaned. "Don't tell me!”

"Yup. | plan to use awhole set of very long-handled tableware, dealing with that man. And, yup,
I've got you in mind for the spoon. Theladle, actudly.”

"Hewants money, | assume." Morrisscowled. "l havetotell you that | get awfully tired of the
assumption that al Jewsarerich. If thisnew venture of ourstakes off, | might be. Faceted jewelry is
unheard-of in thisday and age, and we should get aking's ransom for them. But right now . . . Mike, |
don't have alot of cash lying around. Most of my money isinvested in the business.”

Mike's smile grew more lopsided still. "Walenstein's no piker, like the rest of them. He wantsalot
more than your money, Morris. He doesn't want the gold from the goose, he wants the goose himself."

Morrisraised aquestioning eyebrow.

"Figureit out. Y our new jewe-cutting busi ness looks to make afortune, right? So where's that
fortune going to pour into? Grantville—or Prague?’

Morris groaned again. "Mike, I'm over fifty yearsold! So's Judith. We're too old to be relocating
to—to— A city that doesn't have modern plumbing,” he finished, sounding abit lame even to himsdf.

Stearns said nothing, for amoment. Then, harshly and abruptly: ™Y ou've asked me four timesto
think of away to stop the coming massacres of Jewsin the Ukraine. Probably the worst pogromin
Jewish higtory before the Holocaust, you told me. Thisisthe best | can manage, Morris. | can't doit, but
Walengein . . . maybe. But it'sahdl of agamble—and, frankly, one which has alot more parameters
than smply the Jewish problem in eastern Europe.”

Morris mind wasfindly starting to work clearly again. "To put it mildly. Am | right in assuming that
Walenstein came here secretly to propose an dliance? Helll break from the Austrian Habsburgs and take
Bohemiaout of Ferdinand'sempire?"

Mike nodded. " That—and the best medical care in theworld. Julie's bullets tore him up pretty
good, Morris, and the man's health was none too good to begin with. Thetruth is, Doctor Nichols—he
did most of the actual surgery—doesn't think Walengtein'slikely to live more than afew years.”

"A few years..." Morrismused. "Do you think—?"

"Who knows, Morris? Immediately, the aliance isagodsend for us, aswelird asit looks. I've
discussed it with Gustav Adolf and he agrees. If Becky's mission to France can't get us a peace with
Richelieu, were looking to be a war again soon. A revolt in Bohemia—sure as hdl with Walengeinin
charge—will at least take the Austrians out of the equation. Asfor the Ukraine. . ."

He shrugged. "Weve got fifteen years, theoreticaly—assuming the butterfly effect doesn't scramble
so-cdlled 'future history' the way it usualy does.”

"It'1l maybe scramblethetiming,” Morrissaid grimly, "but | doubt it'll do much to scramble what's
coming. The Chmielnicki Massacre was centuries in the making, and theingredients of it were pretty
intractable.”

Mike nodded. Morris knew that after the first time he'd raised the subject with Mike, Stearns had
done some research on it. He'd been hel ped, of course, by his Jewish wife and father-in-law. By now,
Morristhought, Mike probably knew more than he did about the Situation of eastern European Jewry.

"Intractableis putting it mildly. If it were just amatter of religious or ethnic prejudices and hatreds,
it'd be bad enough. But therés avicious class factor a work, too. Polish noblemen are the landlords over
Ukrainian peasants—whom they gouge mercilessy—and they use the Jews astheir rent collectors and
tax farmers. So when the Ukrainian peasants finally revolted under Cossack |eadership—uwill revalt, |
should say—it's not too hard to figure out why they immediately targeted the Jews."

Morris Sighed. As much as he was naturally on the side of the Jewsin the Ukraine, he knew enough
about the situation not to think for aminute that there was any smple solution. In fact, he'd once gotten
into aferocious quarrel with one of the Abraband scionswho, like anumber of the young Jewswho had
gravitated into Grantville, had become something of a Jewish nationdist.

Arm the Ukrainian Jews! the young man had proclaimed.

"For what?' Morris had snarled in response. "' So they can become even more ruthless rent



collectors? Y ou stupid idiot! Those Ukrainian peasants are people too, you know. Y ou've got to find a
solution that they'll accept dso."

He stared at the large bookcase againgt one of the walls, where Edith kept her beloved collection of
Agatha Chrigtie novels. For amoment, he had awild and whimsicd wish that the great detective Hercule
Poirot would manifest himsdlf in the room and provide them dl with anest and tidy answer.

Neat and tidy . . . in the seventeenth century? Hal We never managed "neet and tidy" evenin our
own world.

"All right,” he said abruptly. "Aslong as Judith agrees, I'll doiit. I'll try to talk Jason Gotkin into
coming with us, too, since he was studying to be arabbi before the Ring of Fire."

Having made the pronouncement, he wasimmediately overwhemed by afeding of inadequacy.
"But—Mike—I dont. . ."

"Relax, Morris," said Mike, smiling. "Y ou won't be on your own. Just for starters, Uriel Abrabanel
has agreed to move to Prague aso.”

Morrisfelt an instant flood of relief. Rebecca's uncle was probably an even more accomplished
spymaster and politica intriguer than her father Bathazar. And if hewas elderly, at least he didn't have
Bathazar's heart problems. So far as anyone knew, anyway.

"Take those young firebrands around Dunash with you, aso.”

Morris grimaced. Dunash Abrabanel was the young man he'd had the quarrel with. "I'm not sure
they'll listen to me, Mike. Much less obey me."

"Then let them stay hereand rot," Mike said harshly. "If nothing ese, Morris, | want to give those
fellows something to do that'll keep them from haring off to the Holy Land in order to found the state of
Israel. | do not need awar with the Ottoman Empire on top of everything ese.”

Morris chuckled. "Mike, not even Dunash is crazy enough to do that. It'sjust a pipedream they talk
about now and then, usudly after they've had way too much to drink."

"Maybe s0. Then again, maybe not. They're frustrated, Morris, and | can't say | blame them for it.
So |et's give them something congtructive to do. Let them go to Prague and seeif they can convince
Europé's largest Jewish community to throw its support behind Walengtein.”

Morris was dready thinking ahead. "That won't be easy. The Jewsin Prague are Ashkenazim and
they're Sephardic. Not to mention that Prague's Jewry is orthodox, which they redly aren't—well, they
are, but they often follow different—and . . . Oh, boy," he ended lamely.

"l didn't say it would be easy, Morris."

"Dunash will ingst on arming the Jews."

Mike shrugged. "So? I'min favor of that anyway. Aslong asthose guns aren't being used to help
Polish noblemen gouge their peasants, I'm al for the Jewish population being armed to the teeth.”

"Will Wallengtein agreeto that? Asit stands, Bohemian laws—like the laws of most European
countries—forbid Jews from carrying weapons.”

Mike jerked at thumb at the bedroom door. "Why ask me? The man'sright in there, Morris.
Negotiate with him."

After amoment's hesitation, Morris squared his shoulders and marched into the bedroom.

* k%

When he came back out, afew minutes|ater, he had a bemused expression on hisface.

"Wdl?'

Mutely, Morris showed Mike a sheet of paper from Wallenstein'slega pad. When Mike looked
down at it, he saw Wallengtein's shaky scrawl.

AGREED
JEWSMAY BEARMED
BUT MUST SUPPORT ME



ORI WILL BURN DOWN THE GHETTO

"He's not the nicest guy in theworld,” Morris observed. He folded up the sheet and tucked it into
his short pocket. "On the other hand . . ."

Mike finished the thought for him. "He's ambitious as Satan and, whatever e se, one of the most
capable men in the world. Plus, he doesn't seem to share most of this century's rligious bigotry. That
doesn't mean he won't burn down the ghetto. He will, Morris, in aheartbeat. But he won't do it because
you're Jews. HEll do it because you failed him."

* * %

Judith agreed more quickly than Morriswould have thought. Indeed, hiswife began packing the
next morning. But thefirst thing she put in the trunk was the biggest ladle they had in the kitchen.

"WEell need it," she predicted.
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"It looks alittle weird without the statues,” mused Len Tanner, adjusting his horn-rim glasses. He
leaned over the sonerailing of the Charles Bridge and looked first one way, then the other. The bridge
was the main span across the Vltavariver, and connected the two halves of the city of Prague. It had
been built dmost two centuries earlier, in the fourteenth century—though not finished until the early
fifteenth, moving as dowly asmedieva construction usudly did—and had been named after the Holy
Roman Emperor who commanded its erection. The Karllv most, to use the proper Czech term,
athough Tanner said they hadn't given it that name until sometime in the nineteenth century. Inthisday
and age, it was il just called the Stone Bridge.

Watching Tanner, Ellie Anderson dmost laughed. Something in the little twitches Len was making
with hislips madeit clear that hed have been chewing on his huge mustache, if he ill had one.

But, he didn't—and wouldn't, aslong as Ellie had anything to say about it. However many of Len
Tanner's quirks and foibles she'd grown accustomed to and decided she could live with, that damned
walrus mustache was not one of them. She preferred her men clean-shaven and always had, aquirk of
her own she suspected came from memories of agreat bearded lout of afather. Dim memories. Hed
been killed in a car wreck when she was only seven years old, caused by adrunk driver. Him. It wasa
one-car accident and the only other casualty had been the oak tree at the sharp bend in the road near
their house.

Fortunately, the oak tree had survived. Ellie's memories of the oak tree were alot more extensive,
and alot fonder, than those of her father. Y earslater, sheld even built atregfort in it. The neighbors had
been alittle scandalized. Not so much by theimplied disrepect for her father—truth be told, nobody in
that little eastern Kentucky town had had much use for Dick Anderson—but because it was yet another
display of the tomboy habits that had already made her the despair of the town's gentility.

"Gentility" asthey saw themsdves, anyhow. Ellie had thought then—till did—that the term was
ludicrous applied to seven matrons, not one of whom had more than a high school education and only
two of whom had ever been anything more than housawives and professional busybodies.

She wondered, for amoment, what had happened to any or all of them. She hadn't been back to
her hometown in ten years, since her mother died of cancer and her two brothers had made it clear
they'd just as soon not be burdened with her company. Since the feding was mutua, sheld smply come
infor thefunerd and left the same evening.

And what do you care, anyway? she asked hersdf sarcadtically. They're awhole universe avay, o
it'salittle late to be thinking about it now.

But she knew the answer. Hers had been a sdlf-sufficient life, and she was not sorry for it. Still, it
had often been alondy one, too.

It wasn't now, because of Len Tanner. Ten times more aggravating, often enough, but . . . not
londly.

"Looksweird," he repeated.



"Oh, for God's sake, Len! Doesn't it Strike you as alittle eccentric to cal acity ‘weird' becauseiit
doesn't have Satues from three and haf centurieslater, in another universe, that only you remember
because—far as| know—you're the only resident of Grantville weird enough to go to Prague on
vacaion?'

Thejibe, not to Ellie's surprise, smply made Tanner look smug.

"Not my fault the rest of 'em are abunch of hicks. 'Vacation, hal For most of ‘em, that meant
fishing somewhere within fifty miles o—ooh, how daring—atrip to the big city caled Fittsburgh.” Again,
hislips made that wish-there-was-a-mustache-here twitch. "Hal | remember, back when Mike Stearns
went to Los Angelesfor three years. Everybody esein Grantville—'cept me—thought held goneto
Mars or something. The only 'furrin country' most of those boys had ever been to was Vietnam. And that
was hardly what you'd call asight-seeing trip.”

It was one of the many odd little things about Len Tanner, Elliereflected. To her surprise, shed
discovered that he was probably the most widely traveled man sheld ever known. Tourism was one of
Len's passions. Hismain passion, probably, leaving aside that grotesque mustache. For hisentire adult
life, every vacation held gotten—and held alway's been willing to work extrahoursto pile up vacation
time—Tanner had gone somewhere outside the old United States. Some of them pretty exotic places,
like Chinaand—

Ellie chuckled. One of Tanner'slittle brags was that he was the only American veteran in Grantville
who'd madeit al the way to Hanoi. True, he was a veteran of the Grenadan conquest, which the
Vietnam vetsin town didn't consder a"red war." Still, they didn't begrudge him the boast. They even
chuckled at it, themselves, partly because most people who got to know him tended to like Len Tanner,
and partly because. . .

Hewas alonely man, and, what was worse, aman who was uncomfortable in hisloneliness. So, for
years, hisfriends and drinking buddies had indulged hislittle oddities.

Loneliness had been a the heart of his compulsive traveling, Ellie suspected. Tanner had adopted
tourism as a hobby, the way other lonely people adopt other things. And if it was a more expensive
hobby than most, it had at least made Tanner less parochia-minded than most people of Ellie's
acquaintance. He actualy had seen the "big wideworld,” evenif hisingrained awkwardness with learning
foreign languages aways kept him at a certain distance from the people whose countries he'd visited.

Now, Tanner was staring up at the Hradcany. The hill upon which Prague Castle was perched
overlooked the entire city. It wasn't much of ahill, redly, but it hardly mattered. The Prazsky hrad—to
use the Czech term for "Prague Castle'—seemed to dominate everything. It was an ancient edifice,
begun in the ninth century ad. by therulers of the Savic tribeswho had migrated into the area.a century
or two earlier, and added to in bits and pieces as the centuries passed. But, aways, whether the rulers of
the area that eventually became known as Bohemiawere Savic princes or German Holy Roman
Emperors, the seat of power wasin Prague Castle.

"At least that's ftill pretty much the same," Tanner said. "Except for that stupid, boring facade they
added in the eighteenth century. Good riddance—or riddance-never-come, | guess| should say.” He
exuded an air of satisfaction, studying the hill. "Even when | visited it, though, that gorgeous cathedra was
the centerpiece. Now, even more o."

Ellie wouldn't have used the term "gorgeous' to describe &. Vitus Cathedrd, herself. Asfar asshe
was concerned, the immense Gothic structure that loomed over the entire Hradcany belonged where
everything Gothic belonged—in aromance novel, preferably featuring sexy vampires.

Womanfully, though, she restrained hersdlf from cdlling it "ugly and grotesque.” One of Tanner's
many little quirks was that he invariably defended—ferocioudy—each and every architectura or artistic
endeavor of the Roman Catholic Church. That was to make up, she'd once accused him, for the fact that
he was never found in church more than once ayear.

| ain't a"lapsed Catholic'! he'd responded hotly, at the time. Just, y'know, not around as much as
maybe | oughta be.



Wéll, that's one way to put it, Ellie had retorted. Isthat why Father Mazzare greets you with
"howdy, stranger"?

Remembering that minor fight, she smiled alittle. She and Tanner bickered alot, but, truth betold,
heredly was ahard man to didike. Once you got to know him, at least. Mot of hisvices and character
flaws he wore on his deeve. What lay undernesth—assuming you could cut your way through that damn
crust—was. . . redly pretty nice and warm.

At least, Ellie Anderson thought so. More and more, in fact, astime went on.

* k%

Aswas her own nature, the surge of sentiment made her brusque.

"C'mon, Len! Let's quit gawking at the sights. We're supposed to be on a secret mission for Morris
Roth, remember?’

Tanner gave her asour look. Then, bestowed alook considerably more sour on the squad of men
who were following them. Lounging along behind them, it might be better to say. The four mercenary
soldiersin Pappenheim's pay somehow managed to make their way across abridge asif they were
loafing in an dehouse.

"Some 'secret’ mission,” he grumbled. "With those clownsin our wake. Why don't we just put on
ggnssaying: Attention! Dangerous furriners!”

Shetook him by the arm and began leading him aong the bridge, toward that part of Prague known
asthe Staré Mesto—which meant nothing fancier than "Old Town"—where the eastern end of the
Charles Bridge abuitted.

"Jesus! Were you just as suspicious of tourist guides, too, back in your globe-trotting days? You
know damn good and well—ought to, anyway, as many briefings aswe had to st through—that nobody
inthis day and age thinks of anybody as'furriners.’ Well. Not the way you mean it. A ‘furriner' is anybody
outside of your own little bailiwick. So who caresif they're 'Czech' or 'German’ or 'French' or
'English—or even 'American,’ for that matter? That's the business of the princes, not the townfolk.”

By the end, shewas amost grumbling the words hersdlf. Tanner's quirks, harmless as they might
be, were sometimes annoying.

"I never trusted guide books. They don't pay the guys who write 'emto tell the truth, y'’know? They
pay 'em to sucker in the tourists.”

Her only response wasto grip hisarm tighter and march him alittle faster acrossthe bridge. And
maybetighten her lipsalittle.

Stubbornly, Ellie continued her little lecture. " So nobody—except you—gives afuck about whether
we're here on a'secret mission’ or not." She jerked her head backward alittle, indicating the castle
behind them. "Not even Don Balthasar de Marradas gives a damn what were doing here. If heseven
noticed usat dl."

Len'sgood humor returned. "How's he supposed to? He's too busy squabbling with the Count of
Solms-Baruth over which one of them is really the Emperor's chosen administrator for Prague. Gawd,
there aretimes | love the butterfly effect.”

Ellie grinned. Grantvilles knowledge of centra European history in the seventeenth century was
spotty and erratic, as you'd expect from the records and resources of asmall town in West Virginiathat
had neither acollege nor abusiness enterprise with any particular reason to devel op a specidized
knowledge about central Europe, even in their own time much lessthree or four centuries earlier. But,
there were occasiond exceptionsto that rule, little glimpses of historical detail—like idandsin a sea of
obscurity—usually engendered by some individua interest of one or another of Grantvill€sresdents.

And, asit happened, Prague in the middle of the seventeenth century was one of them. That was
because, some years before the Ring of Fire, Judith Roth had developed an interest in genealogy. Sheld
traced her ancestors back to the large Jewish community which had lived in Prague since the tenth
century and had enjoyed something of a"golden age” recently because of the tolerant policies of the
Austrian Habsburg Emperor Rudoalf 11, who'd reigned from 1576 to 1612.



Judith'sinterest in genedlogy had lapsed, eventualy. But sheld never bothered to erase the data
sheld accumulated from her home computer's hard drive. Eventudly, some months after the Ring of Fire,
it had occurred to her to look at it again.

MélissaMailey—for that matter, the entire executive branch of the U.S. government—had
practically jumped for joy. Most of theinformation, of course, concentrated on Jewish genealogy and
history. But, asisinvariably true when someone does a broad and sweeping search for dataon the
internet, there was alot of other suff mixed in with it, mostly disconnected and often-usdlessitems of
information.

One of those little items—the one that was causing Tanner and Anderson to enjoy amoment's
humor asthey crossed the Charles Bridge—was that Johann Georg 11, Count of Solms-Baruth and one
of the Augtrian emperor'stop administrators, had died in the plague that swept Prague in the spring of
1632.

But that had been in adifferent universe. In this one, he was very much dive ayear later, inthe
goring of 1633. Apparently, following Gustavus Adolphus victory at the battle of Breitenfeld in
September of 1631, theinfluence of the newly arrived Americans on events thereafter had been enough
to send amultitude of ripples through "established history.” Smal ones, at the beginning, aswas dways
true of the butterfly effect—so named after the notion that the flapping of a butterfly'swings could
eventually cause ahurricane. But big enough, obvioudy, to alow one Count Johann Georg Il to survive
the disease that had felled him in another universe.

Good for him, of course—but now, aso, good for those who were secretly scheming with
Wallengtein to overthrow Austrian rulein Bohemia. Because the Count of Solms-Baruth was a stubborn
man, and refused to concede pre-eminence in Bohemias adminisirative affairs to the Emperor's favored
courtier, Don Balthasar de Marradas. The enmity between Count Johann Georg and Don Balthasar went
back to 1626, apparently, when Wallenstein had selected the count over the don as his chief lieutenant in
the campaign againg the Protestant mercenary Mansfeld.

Neither Tanner nor Ellie knew much of the details, which were as tangled as seventeenth-century
aritocratic feuds and vendettas usudly were. All that mattered to them was that Solms-Baruth was
tacitly on Wdlenstein's side, and he was doing hislevel best to interfere with Marradas ability to retain
firm Ausgtrian control over political developmentsin Prague and Bohemia. Which, among other things,
meant that the two of them could carry out their specia project in Prague—even go on side expeditions
like the one that was taking them across the Charles Bridge—without any real fear of being stopped and
investigated by Audtrian soldiery.

Infact, the only soldiery in sght were the four men in the squad following them—who had been
given the assgnment persondly by Walengtein's generd Pappenheim, and had an officid-looking
document signed by the count to establish their credentia's should anyone think to object.

"Therearetimes,”" Ellie mused, "when the 'Machiavelian' scheming and plotting of these fucking
seventeenth-century princes and mercenary captains reminds me of the Keystone Kops more than
anythingdse"

Tanner cameto an abrupt hdt. "Think so?' He pointed afinger ahead of them, and dightly to the
left. "Well be coming to it soon, on our way to the Josefov. The Old Town Square—'Starry-mesta,' the
Czechscdl it, or something like that. That's where Emperor Ferdinand—yup, the same shithead who's
il gtting on the thronein Vienna—had twenty-seven Protestant |eaders executed after the Battle of the
White Mountain.”

Now he swiveled, and pointed back toward the Hradcany. " The guy who did the executing
was—dtill is—one of the most famous executionersin history. Jan Mydlar's hisname. When | was here, |
saw hissword hanging in one of the museumsin the Castle. They say he could lop aman's head off with
one stroke, every time."

Thefinger lowered dightly. "They stuck the heads on spikes, right there, al dong the Charles
Bridge. They left them thereto rot, for years. Only took the last down maybe ayear ago.”



Heturned and they started walking again. In silence.

Asthey neared the end of the bridge, Ellie cleared her throat. "Whatever happened to that guy? The
executioner, | mean. Jan Whazzisname."

Tanner shrugged. "Not sure. Maybe he's il dive.”

Ellie gurgled something inarticulate. Tanner gave her ady, sddlong glance.

"Hey, sweetheart, cheer up. The funny thing is, according to the story Mydlar was something of a
Bohemian patriot himself. They say he wore a black hood that day—in mourning, so the story
goes—instead of the flame-red hood he normally wore. So who knows? If he's still around, he might
wind up working for us"

"Likel said," Ellie muttered. "The Keystone Kops. Okay, sure, on steroids.”

Chapter I1: Pawn to King Four
April, 1633

1

By the time the expedition finally set out for Prague, three weeks after his meeting with Mike
Stearns and Wallengtein, Morris was feding abit more relaxed about the progpect. A bit, not much.

What relaxation did come to him derived primarily from the presencein their party of Uridl
Abrabanel. By temperament, Rebecca's uncle was less given to sedentary introspection than his brother.
True, Bathazar Abrabanel had spent much of hislife working asaspy dso. But he was adoctor by
trade and a philosopher by inclination—morein the nature of what the term "spymaster” captures.

Hisbrother Uriel had had no such sdeinterests, beyond the financia dedlingsthat were part of
being amember of the far-flung Abrabane clan and integrd to his espionage. Hed spent much of his
ealier life as a seaman—a"Portuguese” seaman, using the standard subterfuge of secret Jews anywhere
the Spanish Inquisition might be found—and, though now in hissixties, he rode ahorse aseasly ashe
had once ridden ayardarm.

"Oh, yes" hesad cheerfully, "they're alot of hypocrites, the English. Jews have been officidly
banned from theidand for centuries, but they dwayslet some of us stay around, aslong as we—what's
that handy American expresson?—ah, yes: 'kept alow profile.’ Not only did their kings and queensand
dukes and earls dways want Jewish doctors, but they also found us so handy to spy on the Spanish for
them.”

Morristried not to make aface. Even two years after the Ring of Fire, with the attitudes and
senshilities of one born and raised in twentieth-century America, he found it hard to accept the position
of Jawsin the seventeenth century. What he found harder to accept—and even more disturbing—was
the readiness of Jewsin his new universe to accommodate to that seventeenth-century redlity.

Uriedl must have sensed some of hisdistaste. "Whatever else, Morris, we must survive. And the truth
isthat, for dl their hypocrisy, the English are no redl threet to us. Not the Stuarts, nor the Tudor dynasty
beforethem. Therea enemy . . ."

Hisvoicetrailed off, as Uriel studied the landscape ahead of him. His eyeswere ditted, though there
was redlly nothing in that central European countryside to warrant the hodtility. By now, having skirted
Saxony, they were through the low Erzgebirge mountains and beginning to enter the Bohemian plain.

"The Habsburgs," he said, dmost hissing the words. "Thereis the source—well, the driving engine,
anyway—of Europe's bigotry in thisday and age. The Austrians as much asthe Spanish.”

"I would have thought you'd name the Catholic Church. From what | hear, the Austrian Emperor
has trested the Jewish community in Prague rather well."

"That's because he needs their money to keep hiswar coffersfull. As soon asthe war's over,
Ferdinand will treet the Jewsin Prague just as savagely as he treated the Utraquists and the Unity of
Brethren. Watch and see.”

Uriel shrugged. "I am not fond of the Roman Catholic Church, to be sure. But then, I'm no fonder of



most Protestant sects either. No pope ever fulminated as violently against the Jews as Martin L uther.
Stll, religious intolerance we can live with. Being fair, it'snot asif there aren't alot of Jewswho are just
asintolerant. Thereal problem iswhen that intolerance gets shackled to adynasty driving for continental
power. Which, for centuries now in Europe, has meant the Habsburgs first and foremost.”

Morris glanced to hisleft, where anumber of horsemen were escorting severa large wagons. Uriel
followed hisgaze, and adight smile cameto hisface.

"Ah, yes. The Unity of Brethren. It will certainly beinteresting to see how they finadly—"

Again, he groped for an American colloquiaism. Uriel was very fond of the things.

" 'Shape up, " Morris provided.

"Indeed so! Such a splendid expression! 'Shape up', indeed.”

Morris shook his head ruefully. The political Situation he was about to plunge into in Praguewas a
genuine nightmare. Since the Habsburg armies had conquered Bohemia, after the short-lived period from
1618 to 1621 during which the Bohemians had tried to ingtall a Protestant king against Ferdinand's
wishes, the Austrian emperor had ruled the province tyrannicaly. In particular, he had introduced alevel
of brutdity into religious persecution that had not been seen in Europe since the campaigns of the Spanish
Duke of Alvaduring thefirst years of the Dutch revolt.

It was said that, upon hearing the news of the Catholic victory at the Battle of the White Mountain,
apriest in Vienna had taken the pulpit to urge Emperor Ferdinand 11 to follow the Biblical precept: Thou
shalt break them with a rod of iron; thou shalt dash them into pieces like a potter's vessel.

Ferdinand had needed no urging. He was a bigot by nature, who was a genuine Catholic fanatic, not
smply amonarch using the established church to further his palitical ends. In point of fact, it wasaso
rumored—apparently based on good information—that Pope Urban V111 had severd timestried torein
in the Habsburg emperor'sreligious zed . But, to no avail. Stalin's notorious wisecrack from alater
century—how many divisions has the Pope?—would have been understood perfectly by rulers of the
seventeenth century, the Catholic ones perhaps even better than the Protestants. Like Cardina Richdlieu
in France, Emperor Ferdinand felt he was smply following Chrigt's advice to give unto Caesar that which
was Caesar's.

And he was Caesar, and Bohemiawas his, and he intended to make the most of it. Thus, he had:

—executed dozens of Protestant noblemen who'd led the short-lived revolt;

—banned the Utraquist and Calvinist and Hussite sects of the Protestant creed outright, and made it
clear to the Lutherans that they were henceforth on avery short leash;

—abolished dective monarchy and made the Kingdom of Bohemia henceforth hereditary in the
Habsourg ling;

—had the Letter of Mgesty, the Bohemians much-cherished charter of religious liberty that had
been captured in the sack of Prague, sent to him in Vienna, where he personally cut it into pieces,

—with his Edict of Restitution in 1629, seized Protestant churches and church property and given
them to the Catholic church;

—saized the estates of "rebels,” bringing into his dynasty's possession the property of over Sx
hundred prominent Protestant families, fifty towns, and about half the entire acreage of the province;

—allowed his soldiery—mostly Bavariansin Bohemiaand Cossacksin Moravia—to ravage and
plunder the peasantry and the small towns, more or less at will, thereby saving himsdf much of the need
to actudly pay hismercenaries,

—ruined the economy of Bohemiaand Moravia by severely debasing the currency in order to buy
up still more edtates,

—transformed the once-prosperous peasantry and urban commoners of the region into paupers,
and created ahandful of great landownersto rule over them (of whom none was greater and richer than
Wallengtein, ironicaly enough in light of current developments);

—and. ..

* * %



Oh, it went on and on. True, Morris would admit—even Uriel would—Emperor Ferdinand 11 of
Audtriadid not really make the roster of Gresat Evil Rulers of History. He just wasn't on apar with such
as Tamerlane and Hitler and Stalin. But he was certainly a contender for the middleweight title of Rulers
Youd Liketo See Drop Dead. A narrow-minded, not overly intelligent man, who could invariably be
counted on to follow the stupidest and most brutal policy offered to him by his multitude of advisersand
courtiers.

Yes, supid aswell asbrutd. A stupidity that was evidenced in the fact that the misson Morriswas
on was designed to bresk Bohemiaaway from the Habsburg empire again—permanently, thistime, if al
went well—and the instrument of that break would be the very man whom Ferdinand himself had raised
up from obscure origins because he was the most brutally capable mercenary captain of the day and age.

Albrecht Wenzel Eusebius von Wallenstein. Born in the year 1583 into afamily of the minor
Protestant Bohemian nobility, and orphaned at the age of thirteen. Today he was the greatest |andowner
in Bohemia—possibly in the entire Austrian empire except for Ferdinand himsaf—aswell asthe duke of
Friedland, amember of the Estate of Princes of the Empire, recognized as the duke of Mecklenburg by
the Habsburgs (if not, of course, by the Swedish king Gustav Adolf who today actually controlled
Mecklenburg), and prince of Sagan.

Thinking about Wallenstein—and the big ladle Judith had stuffed into one of their trunks—Morris
grunted.

"What do you think of him, Urie?"

Abraband had no difficulty understanding the subject. "Walenstein? Hard to say." He paused for a
moment, marshdling histhoughts.

"On the one hand, heis probably the most completely amora man in theworld. | doubt if thereis
any crime hewould shrink from, if he felt it would advance his purposes.”

"No kidding." Morris scowled. "He's the stinking bastard who ordered his Croat cavary to attack
our school last year. Tried to daughter dl of our children!”

Uridl nodded. "Indeed. On the other hand . . . Thereisalot to be said for him, aswell. It'sno
accident, you know, that he wound up becoming something of afolk hero in German legend.”

He barked alittle laugh. "Not an unmixed admiration, of course! Still, what | cantell of reading your
books from the future, the Germans came to grudgingly admire the man in the decades and centuries after
his death, much as the French never stopped grudgingly admiring Napoleon. The German poet and
playwright Schiller even wrote severa plays—in the next century, that would be—about him. Odd,
really—a Corsican folk hero for the French, and a Bohemian one for the Germans.”

The scowl was still on Morris face. "Big ded," he said, adding somewhat unkindly: "That's just
because the Frogs and the Krauts don't have too many genuine heroesto pick from.”

Urid's easy smile came. " Such terrible chauvinism! Of course, that term does come from a French
word, so | suppose there's some truth to your wisecrack. Still—"

The smiledidn't fade, but the old spy's dark eyes seem to darken still further. "Do not let your
animosities get the best of you, Morris. Thismuch isaso true of Wallenstein: a peasant on one of his
edatesisin abetter Stuation than peasants anywhere dsein the Austrian empire. Wallengtein is shrewd
enough to know when not to gouge, and he even fosters and encourages what you would cal scientific
farming. He opposed the Edict of Restitution and, by al accounts, is not much given—if at dl, beyond the
needs of diplomacy—to religious persecution. If heisamord, heisnot im-mord."

"They say he bdievesin astrology,” grumbled Morris.

"Indeed, heis quite supergtitious." Uridl's smile broadened, becoming amost dy. "On the other
hand, they also say hetreats hiswife very well."

Morrisgrunted again. "Um. Wdll, okay. That's something, | guess.”

* * %

They heard the sounds of a horse nearing and twisted in their saddles to look backward. The

motions were easy and relaxed, since both men were experienced riders. In Morris case, from an adult



lifetime of being an enthusiast for pack-riding; in Urid's, from an adult lifetime that had had morein the
way of rambunctious excitement—including several desperate flights on horseback acrossthe
countryside—than most city-dwelling Jews of the time ever experienced.

The same could not be said for the man gpproaching them, and neither Morris nor Uridl could
restrain themsalves from smiling. Jason Gotkin, though in hisearly twenties, was not at al comfortable on
horseback—and showed it. He rode his mount as gingerly, and with the same air of uncertainty, asan
apprentice liontamer entersalion's cage.

Seeing their expressions, Jason flushed alittle. When hefindly came adongside—it might be better
to say, edged his horse dongside with al the sureness of a cadet docking a boat—his words were
gpoken in something of ahiss.

"Look, | was getting a degree in computer science and was trying to decide between alife spent as
asoftware engineer or arabbi. | was not planning to become a cowboy."

Urid's smile widened into agrin. Among the uptime hobbies that Uriel had adopted since the Ring
of Fire, reading westerns was one of them. He was particularly fond of Donald Hamilton, Luke Short and
LouisL'’Amour.

"l should hope not! Leaving aside your pitiful manner on horseback, you can't—what's that
expression?—hit the broadside of abarn. With arifle, much lessarevolver."

" Software engineer,” Jason hissed again. " Rabbi." He scowled faintly. "The average rabbi does not
pack agun. Not evenin New Y ork—and wouldn't, even if it weren't for the Sullivan Act.”

Morris gaze did away from Jason and drifted back toward the rear of the not-so-little caravan.
There, dmogt at the very end, was the small group of horsemen centered around the figure of young
Dunash Abraband. None of them rode a horse any better than Jason. But, unlike Jason, dl of them were
armed to the teeth. They looked like a caricature of highwaymen, in fact, they had so many firearms
festooned upon their bodies and saddles.

Morris sighed. "We're nearing Bohemian territory, if we're not dready init. They're going to haveto
hide the guns, Jason. Whatever Walengtein's promises, until he carries out hisrebdlion Imperid law il
aoplies”

"Either that or agreeto pretend they aren't Jews," grunted Uriel. The humor that had been on his
face was gone, now. Thiswas asore subject with him, and one on which he and Dunash'slittle group
had aready clashed severd times. Many timesin hislife, Urid had passed himsdlf off asagentile of one
sort or another. Once, held even successfully passed himsdlf off as a Spanish hidalgo.

"Stupid!" he said, dmost snarling. "They are no more observant—not any longer—than | am. Much
lessmy brother Bathazar. And even in the days when we were, neither of us hesitated to do what was
necessary. So why do they ingst on flaunting their Jawishness, when it is pointless?’

Morris started to Sigh again, but managed to restrain himself. Jason was gpprehensive enough asit
was, without Morris making his own nervousness about their project apparent.

It was hard. Even in the age from which Morris had come, the urbane and cosmopolitan world of
Americaat the turn of the twenty-first century, there had been divisions between observant and
non-observant Jews, leaving aside the disagreements between the various branches of Judaism. In the
seventeenth century, those tensions were far more extreme.

Not, perhaps, for the Ashkenazim of central and eastern Europe, cloistered as they
were—corralled by the gentiles surrounding them, more properly speaking—into their tight ghettos and
shtetls. There, rabbinical influence and control was powerful. Even enforced by law, sncein most
places—Prague being no exception—the gentile authorities gave the rabbinate jurisdiction over the
members of the Jewish ghettos. But for the Sephardim, since the expulsion from Iberia, it wasfar more
difficult. The Sephardic Jews had been scattered to the winds, and athough many of them had managed
to retain their traditions and customs and ritua observances, many others had not. So, theissue of how to
handle nonobservant Jews—any number of whom had even officidly converted to Chrigtianity—was
awaysdifficult. In practice, Amsterdam being one of the mgjor exceptions, most Sephardic rabbisand



observant communities had adopted afairly tolerant and patient attitude.

Morris and Judith Roth were themsalves Ashkenazim, but their attitudes had far morein common
with the cosmopolitan Sephardim they'd encountered since the Ring of Fire than the Ashkenazim of this
day and age. And now, unwittingly, the arriva of a haf-dozen modern Jewsinto the seventeenth century
hed introduced a new € ement into the equation: the twentieth-century ideology of Zionism.

"Zionism," a least, using the term loosdly. Not even Dunash proposed to launch acampaign to
create the Sate of Isradl in the middle of the seventeenth century. His own Abrabanel clan would sguash
any such notion ingtantly, since their own surviva and well-being depended largely on the tolerance of the
Ottoman Empire. Murad IV, the current sultan ruling in Istanbul, bore not the dightest resemblance to
Lord Bafour. "Murad the Mad," they called him, and for good reason. Though astonishingly capable for
aruler who was obvioudy asociopath, one of his principa amusements was wandering about |stanbul
personally executing inhabitants he discovered violating his recently decreed hardcore Idamic
regulations.

S0, the zedl of Dunash and his young comrades had been turned elsawhere. Toward the great mass
of Jewsliving in eastern Europe, and the dleviation of their plight. They had been more enthusiastic about
Wadlengtein's scheme than anyone. Even Wallengtein himself, Morris suspected. If a Jewish homeland
could not be created in the Levant, who was to say that somewhere in eastern Europe.. . .

It was atangled mess. Morris had supported the Sate of Isragl, wasaU.S. army veteran himsdlf,
and had no philosophical attachment to pacifism. But he dso did not share Dunash's smplefaithin the
efficacy of violence asaway of solving palitica problems. In the end, he thought toleranceand a
willingness to accept acompromise were far more practica methods than shooting agun.

Not, admittedly, that shooting agun isn't sometimes necessary to get the other guy to accept a
compromise, he reminded himself.

He put the thought into words. "L ook at it thisway. Maybe having them adong will help the others
involved seethingsthe right way."

Urid looked skepticdl. " Pappenheim? And what do you propose for our next trick? Intimidate a
wolf with agtick?"

* * %

Pappenheim himself came out to meet them, asthey neared the outskirts of Prague. Wallengtein's
chief genera rode down theline of thelittle caravan, inspecting them coldly. Looking every bit, Morris
thought . . .

Like awolf on horseback.

There was no other way to describe him. Pappenheim was just plain scary. MelissaMailey had a
copy of C.V. Wedgwood's classic The Thirty Years War, and Morris had read the passagein it
describing Pappenheim. In fact, hed reread the passage in the copy of the book which he now owned
himself, produced by a seventeenth-century printing press, just before leaving on this expedition. Morris
had an excdlent memory, and now, watching Pappenheim trotting down theline, he cdled it up:

The heaviest loss Wallengtein had suffered at L Utzen was that of Pappenheim. Reckless of hismen,
arrogant and insubordinate, Pappenheim was nevertheess the soldier's hero: tireless, restless, thefirgt in
atack, thelast in retreat. Stories of his fantastic courage were told round the camp firesand hehad a
legend before he was dead—the hundred scars that he boasted, the birthmark like crossed swords which
glowed red when he was angry. He flashes past against that squalid background, the Rupert of the
German war. Hisloydty to Wdllengtein, his affection and admiration, had been of greater effect in
inspiring the troops than Wallengtein probably realized. The generd owed his power to his control over
the army alone, and the loss of Pappenheim wasiirreparable.

But Pappenheim hadn't died at the battle of Litzen in this universe, because that battle had never
been fought. He was till dive, dill asvigorous as ever—and gill Walengtein's right hand man. Come out
to meet Wallengtein himsdlf, who was hidden in one of the covered wagons since histrip to Grantville had
been kept a secret.



Morris watched as Pappenheim exchanged afew words with Wallenstein, who had pushed aside
for amoment the coverings of hiswagon. Then, watched as Pappenheim inspected the rest of the
caravan, examining the peculiar new dlieswhom Wallenstein had brought with him.

Pappenheim spent not much time studying the men from the Unity of Brethren. Those, he was
familiar with. Though now defeated and scattered, the spiritual descendants of Huss and Jan Zizkawere
aforceto be reckoned with. One which had often, in times past, proven their capacity to break
aristocratic forceson thefield of battle,

He spent more time studying Dunash Abraband and hislittle band of Jewish would-be liberators.
Pappenheim wasn't exactly sneering, but there was enough in the way of arrogant condescensionin his
face to cause Dunash and hisfollowersto glare at him.

Morris decided held better go back there and defuse the situation. With the ease of an experienced
horseman, he was soon at Pappenheim’'s side.

"Isthere aproblem, Generd?" he asked, keeping histone level and mild.

Pappenheim swiveled to gaze at him. Up close, Morris could see the famous birthmark. It didn't
really look like crossed swords, he thought. Just like another scar.

"You arethejewder, yes?' Sinceit wasn't really aquestion, Morrisdidn't reply.

Pappenheim grunted. "There aretimes | think the Duke of Friedland ismad. Nor do | have hisfaith
inagrologers. Sill .. "

Suddenly, hisface brokeinto agrin. It wasacold sort of grin, without much in theway of humor in
it.

"Whoisto say? It isamad world, after dl.”

"Well, will it do?' asked Len, abit gruffly.

"It will do splendidly,” Uriel assured him. He cocked an eye a Morrisand Jason. "Y es?’

"Oh, sure," said Morris, looking around the cavernous room that served the—small paace?
mansion? it was hard to say—as something of a combination between an entry hall and a gathering place.
Not for the first time, he was struck by the conspicuous consumption that was so typical of Europe's
nobility of thetime.

He reminded himself that there had been plenty of congpicuous consumption by rich peoplein the
universethey camefrom, dso. But at least they didnt—wdl, not usudly—have peopleliving in hovels
next door. Not to mention—

He moved over to one of the windows and gazed out at the street beyond, amost glaring. Across
the narrow passageway rose the wall of Prague's ghetto, sedling off the Jewish inhabitants from the rest of
the city. The Josefov, that ghetto was called. Somewhere around fifteen thousand people teemed inits
cramped quarters, the largest ghetto in Europe. It was quite possibly the largest urban concentration of
Jews anywherein theworld, in the year 1633, except maybe Istanbul.

Jason cameto stand next to him. The young man's gaze seemed filled with more in the way of
dread—anxiety, at least—than Morris anger.

Morrissmiled crookedly. It was hard to blame Jason, of course. Morris could glare at theinjustice
embodied in that ghetto wall till the cows came home. He wasn't the one he was trying to wheedle and
cgjole and finagle into becoming anew rabbi for itsinhabitants. A Reform rabbi-to-be, with preciouslittle
intheway of theologicd training, for acommunity that was solidly orthodox and had along tradition of
prestigious rabbis to guide them. Rabbi Loew, in fact—the one reputed by legend to have invented the
golem—had been Prague's chief rabbi not so long ago. HeEd died only aquarter of acentury earlier.

"They don't even use the term 'Orthodox,' " Jason muttered. "In this day and age, there's nothing
‘unorthodox’ to give the term any meaning. In our universe, the term didn't come into existence until after
the Reform movement started in the nineteenth century. In the here and now, Jews are Jews. Period.”

He gave Morrisalook of appedl. "They'll just declare me aheretic, Morris, and cast me out. So
what's the point?’



Morris jabbed a stiff finger at the street separating their building from the ghetto. ™Y ou're already
out of the ghetto, Jason. So how can they 'cast’ you out?' He glanced at the two gentilesin the room.
"That'swhy | asked Len and Ellieto find us aplace just outside of the Josefov.”

Jason gave the two people mentioned a questioning look. "Isthere going to be any kind of . . . you,
know. Trouble about this?"

Len shrugged. "From who? Don Bathasar de Marradas? Y eah, sure, he's officidly in charge herein
Prague—s0 he says, anyway. But most of the soldiers and officiadsin the city are Wallenstein's people,
fromwhat Ellieand | can tell. And the oneswho aren't are too pre-occupied dealing with Walenstein to
be worrying about whether afew Jews are living outside the ghetto.”

"They wouldn't know the difference anyway," added Ellie. "Not with you guys."

She hooked athumb in the direction of the Hradcany. "Don't think they won't learn soon enough
that some more Americans have arrived. They're not that preoccupied. Whatever eseis backward
about the seventeenth century, spying sure as hell isn't. By the end of the week—Iatest—Marradas will
have hisfucking stoolies watching you, just like they do us."

Morrisfound Elli€'s coarse language refreshing, for some odd reason. He was one of the few
peoplein Grantvillewho'd dwaysliked Ellie Anderson, and had never found her brash and vulgar
persondity off-putting. And, in their current circumstances, he thought her go-fuck-yourself attitude
toward the world was probably . . .

Dead on the money.

"Dead on the money," he murmured, repesting the thought aloud. " Stop worrying, Jason. Ellie's
right. They'll py on us, but what they'll seeis Americans, not Jews."

"What about Dunash and the others?'

Morris shrugged. "What about them? The plan isfor them to find quartersin the ghetto anyway, as
soon aspossible. They'll be officialy coming here every day to work in my new jewelry establishment.
Even in the here and now, Jews are allowed out of the ghetto on legitimate business.”

"Especidly when the soldiers sationed in the area to check stuff like that are handpicked by
Pappenheim,” Ellie added cheerfully. "Nobody fucks with Pgppenheim. | mean, nobody. The one and
only time aHabsburg officid gave Pappenheim ahard time since he arrived here, Pappenheim beet him
haf to desth. The way the story goes, he dumped the fuckhead out of his chair, broke up the chair and
used one of the legsto whup on him."

Morris couldn't help smiling. Pappenheim was scary, true enough. But if there was one lesson
Morris had drawn from his studies of history, it wasthat bureaucrats, in the end, killed more people than
soldiers. Way more. If Morris had to make a choice between this century's equivaents of General Heinz
Guderian and Adoalf Eichmann, hed pick Guderian any day of the week.

No "if" about it, reglly. He had been given the choice, and hed made it. Whatever new world
Wallengtein and his ruthless generals made out of Bohemia and eastern Europe, Morrisdidn't think it
could be any worse than the world the Habsburgs and their officials had made—not to mention the
Polish szlachta and the Russian boyars.

Walenstein, whatever e se, was|ooking to the future. He'd get rid of the second serfdom that was
engulfing eastern Europe and its accompanying oppression of Jews, if for no other reason, because he
wanted to build a powerful empire for himsdlf. Of that, Mike Stearns was sure—and Morris agreed with
him. Wallengtein had said nothing to Stearns—or Torstensson, Gustav Adolf'semissary inthe
negotiations—about his plans beyond seizing power in Bohemiaand Moravia. But neither of them
doubted that Wallenstein had further ambitions. HEd try to take Silesg, for a certainty—he was aready
the ruler of Sagan, one of the Silesian principaities—and probably other parts of Poland and the
Ukraine.

In short, he was—or hoped to be—a seventeenth-century Napoleon in the making. That could
obvioudy pose problemsin the future. But for Morris, asfor most Jews, Napoleon hadn't smply been a
conqueror and atyrant. He'd a so been the man who broke Germany's surviving traits of medievalism,



had granted civil rights to the Jaws—and had had a short way with would-be pogromists.

Jason was il worrying. "If they know we're Americans—even if they don't redize were
Jaws—won't that cause troubleinitsown right?"

Elliegs grin waslopsided and atad sarcastic. "Where the hell have you been for the last two years?
In the here and now, people don't give afuck about ‘patriotism.’ Ain't no such animd. You'reloyd toa
dynasty—or work for one, at least—not a country. Wallenstein's paying us the big bucks—heis, too,
don't think Len and medidn't stick it to him good—and so everybody assumes we're his people.”

Morris nodded. "I don't think the word 'patriotism’ has even been invented yet. She's got the right of
it, Jason. The Habsburgs will be suspicious of anyone connected with Wallenstein, right now, because of
the strains between them. But until and unlessthey're ready to move againgt him, they won't meddle much
withus”

"Nothing dramatic and open, anyway," added Urid. "Though I'd keep an eye out for adtiletto in the
back in dark corners. And we need to make sure we hire atrustworthy cook or well need to hirea
food-taster.” He grimaced. "Food-tasters are expensive.”

Jason gave Morrisameaningful look. Morris sighed.

"Oh, dl right, Jason. Welll start egting kosher.”

He wasn't happy about it. Still . . .

The dietary regtrictions of Orthodox Judaism irritated Morris, but they weren't ultimately that
important to him. Compared to such things as separate seating for women in the synagogue, no driving on
Shabbat, family purity laws, women not being dlowed to participate in the service, the divinity of the ord
lawv—oh, it went on and on—keeping kashrut barely made the list.

"It'sagood idea, Morris," said Jason softly. "At least that'll remove one obstacle. And thetruthis,
it'sasafer way to eat anyway, in atime when nobody's ever heard of FDA inspectors.”

Then, he looked faintly alarmed. Morris chuckled harshly. "Y eah, | know. Y ou can't cook worth a
damn, kosher or not. Neither can I."

Morrislooked toward the bank of windows on afar wall. Somewhere beyond, over one hundred
and fifty miles asthe crow flies, lay Grantville—where hiswife was getting ready to join him with the rest
of the workforce that was moving to Prague.

"Judith isgonnakill me" he predicted gloomily.

"Nonsense," pronounced Urid. "Hire cooks from the ghetto. Y ou have no choice anyway, under
exiging law. Itisillegd for aJew to hire Christian servants—and you'll need servantsaso, living in this
amog-a-paace. Or Judith will surely murder you."

"That'sagood idea," Jason chimed in eagerly. "It1l help dispd suspicions of us, too, if peoplefrom
the ghetto get to know us better. If you have cooks and servants coming in and out of the house every
day, aswell asjewelers and gemcutters coming to the workplace.. . ."

That just made Morrisfed gloomier. "Great. So now I've got to be an exhibit in a zoo, too?"

"Yes" sad Urid firmly.

Chapter I11: Fianchetto
June, 1633

1
"Please comein, Bishop Comenius, dl of you." Morriswaved his hand toward the many armchairs
inthevery large living room.
Morrisgill thought of it asa"living room,” even though he suspected that "sdon” wasamore
gppropriate term. Despite having now lived in thismansion in Prague for anumber of weeks, Morriswas
gl adjusting mentally to the redlity of his new Stuation. Three months ago, by the stlandards of the



seventeenth century, he had been awell-off man. Today, after the results reported by his partners
Antonio Nas and Gerhard Rueckert in the letter Morris had recelved two days earlier, he was awedthy
man—Dby the standards of any century.

Seeing the entourage Comenius had brought with him and who were now filing into the room—a
room that was aready occupied by alarge number of people—Morriswas glad that the room was so
enormous. It was avery proper-looking room, too, since he and Judith never used it asa"living
room"—for that, they maintained amuch smaller and more comfortable room on the second floor of the
mans on—and the small army of servantsthey had recently acquired kept it spotlessy clean.

That was another thing Morriswas il trying to get accustomed to. Servants. And not just a
cleaning lady who came in once aweek, ether, but a dozen people who came and went every day. In
fact, they would have lived in the mansion except that, following Urid and Jason's advice—which was
the law, anyway—Morris had hired exclusively Jewish cooks and servants. By the laws dtill inforcein
Prague, they were required to return to the ghetto every night, just asthey were required to wear
diginctive inggniaidentifying themsdaves as Jews whenever they |eft the ghetto.

Morrisdid not share the ferocious egdlitarianism of such people as Gretchen Richter and her
Committees of Correspondence, although hewas, quietly, one of her chief financial backers. Hewasn't
even as egditarian as some of the more diehard members of the United Mine Workers and their growing
number of spin-off unions. Still, he found the Situation somewhat embarrass ng—and was growing angrier
al thetime a the regtrictions placed on Jewsin his new day and age. The restrictions were being ignored
inhiscase, true, snce Morrisfel into theinformal category of a"court Jew." But they il left a
smol dering resentment.

Seaing thelast man filing into the salon after Bishop Comenius, Morrisfdt the resentment vanish.

"Hey, Red! Longtime. | waswondering if you were ill dive"

Red Sybolt squinted at him. "Hi, Morris. Oh, yeah, I'm gtill around. Still kicking, too." He jerked a
thumb at the very large man by hisside. "Hell, even Jan hereis till alive, which isared miraclegiven
how crazy heis. Things got hairy now and then, especidly in Saxony, but the worst that happened is my
glasses got busted. | till haven't managed to scrounge up anew pair.”

Morris had dways liked Bobby Gene "Red" Sybolt. He wasn't sure why, exactly, snce on the face
of it Red and he shouldn't have gotten dong al that well. Just for Sarters, Red was one of those union
activistswho, though not redlly asocidist himself, had been influenced by socidists held run acrossin the
course of hisactivities before the Ring of Fire. In his case, by the Sociaist Workers Party, which had, off
and on, had a certain presence in northern West Virginiagoing back to the late 1940s. One of the things
Red had picked up from the SWP was a hostility toward Zionism. And while Morris had been uneasy
about some of the policies of the state of Isragl toward Paestinians, both he and hiswife Judith had
always been supporters of Isradl.

But Red was such afriendly man that it was hard for anyoneto didike him. Even Quentin
Underwood, the hardnosed manager of the mine Red had worked in for awhile, was known to alow
that "the damn commie"’ was persondly a decent enough fellow. And Morris knew that Red's
anti-Zionism was not aveiled form of anti-Semitism. It was simply a palitical opposition to what Red
consdered a colonia-settler state. As heldd once put it to Morris:

"Where the hell did Europe get off exporting its anti-Semitism problem onto the backs of the
Arabs?| got no problem with the Jews having ahomeland. Since it was the Germans massacred 'em,
they should have been given Bavaria. Or Prussia. Instead, the British offered them achoice between
Paegtine, Kenya and Madagascar. Guess what those dl have in common? Natives of the swarthy
persuasion, that'swhat. Typica Britishimperidism! Lord Bafour said it dl: 'Wewill create for oursaves
aloya Jewish Ulger inthe Middle East.™

Morris had disagreed, of course. But it had been afriendly enough argument, as his argumentswith
Red usudly were. And, besides, in one of those odd quirks of human personality which made the real
world such an interesting place, the radical Red Sybolt had aso been the only inhabitant of Grantville



before the Ring of Fire except Morris himself who had been genuindly interested and knowledgeable
about gems and jewdry.

Red claimed that was due to the residud bad influence of his ex-wife; Morris suspected it was due
to the resdud regrets Red had concerning the life style held chosen for himsdf. Thelife of an itinerant
union organizer and "hell-raiser” did not lead to expansive bank accounts. Red had spent many hoursin
Morris jewdry store discussing gemstones, but held never bought so much asasingle gold chain.

"Did the faceted jewelry make as big of asplash as| told you they would?'

Morris smiled wryly. In another of those little ironies of life, it had been Red Sybolt who brought to
his attention the fact that faceted jewelry wasfirst introduced into the world in the second hdf of the
seventeenth century. Simple faceting and polishing had been done for along time, to be sure—which
meant that the needed tools and experienced workers would be available—but the art of gemcutting had
not advanced much in almost two centuries. People in 1633 were gtill accustomed to nothing fancier than
polished stones and, a mogt, the smple design of the "Old Single Cut,” which dated back to the fifteenth
century. Thefirg real advance in gemcutting wouldn't come until the middle of the seventeenth century,
with the introduction of the Mazarin Cut.

In short, Red pointed out, Morris had had the great luck of arriving in the right place at the right
time—riding just ahead of the wave. Thetools and skillswerein place, al that was needed wasthe
addition of Morris knowledge. For afew years, if he played it right, Morris and histwo new partners
would bein a postion to make afortune.

So it had proved—as the letter upstairs verified. It had taken Morris and his partners ayear before
they could begin producing modern-style faceted gems. Morris knew the theory, yes; but he had the
skills of an uptime jeweler, which was not the same thing as an experienced gemcuitter. They'd had to hire
and train seventeenth-century jeweers, which had taken time. Fortunately, two of the jewelersthey'd
taken on had turned out to be very adept at grasping the new ideas. So adept that both of them had been
given hefty shares of stock in the company, lest they become disgruntled and take their skills e sewhere.

"Yes, you wereright." Morrisgrinned. " Sure you don't want some stock? My offer's till good.”

Red shook his head fiercely. " Get thee behind me, Satan! Me? What kind of respectable agitator
owns stock in acompany which isno doubt plunderin’ the poor?* But hewas smiling ashe said it, and,
after seating himsdlf in one of the expensive armchairs, luxuriated visibly in its comfort.

"Okay," he admitted, "plunderin’ theidlerichis probably more accurate. Still, | wouldn't fed
comfortablewithit." He gave Morrisanearsighted squint. "Mind you, | will expect some hefty donations
to the cause.”

Morrislooked around the room, al of whose inhabitants except him were now seated. "Which
cause, Red?' heasked mildly. "l seeat least . . . what isit? Four or five present.”

Red's smile widened. "Bit of aproblem, isn't it?" His own eyes moved across the room, and if he
was nearsighted and without glasses, he seemed to have no problem at all assessing its occupants.

"Y up, quite acollection. Y ou got your Committees of Correspondence—that's me—your Brethren,
and | figure a least three different varieties of Zionism. Not to mention the other budding exploiters of the
downtrodden—hey, Len, Ellie, how'sit going?—and, lounging just outside the front door, | figure at least
two flavors of military dictatorship we poor lambs seem to have dlied oursdveswith. Threg, if you count
that pig Holk, even though he's too stupid to even make arespectablefascis.”

At the mention of Holk, Morris grimaced. So did Jan Billek.

"Histroops have been ravaging northern Bohemiajust as badly asthey did Saxony," Jan growled, in
his heavily accented English. "Even though they are supposed to be 'protecting' it.”

Morris had no trouble believing him. In preparation for hisrelocation to Prague, held studied what
he could find in Grantvilleslibrariesaswdl as Judith's genealogical data. One of Grantvill€sbibliophiles
had donated a copy of some playswritten by the eighteenth-century German writer Schiller. Morris had
read the following passage in one of them, Wallenstein's Camp:



In Bayreuth, in the Vogtland, in Westphalia;
Wherever we have survived—

Our children and grandchildren,

Wil il betelling stories,

After hundreds and hundreds of years,
About Holk and his hordes.

Heinrich Holk was one of the mgor military commanders of the Habsburg forces now stationed in
Bohemia. He was the worst type of condottiere in the Thirty Y ears War—a breed of men who were
none too savory to begin with. A one-eyed, primitive, drunken mass murderer; ascourge who
persecuted and mistreated the people he was charged with protecting; and a dishonor to the imperial
army. Holk, born into the family of a Danish Protestant officid, had not only changed hisalegiance
severd times during the course of the Thirty Y ears War, but aso hisfaith—which, admittedly, was
nothing especialy unusud for thetime. Walenstein had done the same, early in his career, converting
from his native Protestantism to Catholiciam in order to ingratiate himsdf with the Habsburgs.

Unlike Walengtein or such men as Tilly and Pappenheim, however, Holk did not have any
ggnificant victoriesto his credit. His military prowess was demonstrated only by raids, plundering and
atrocities, and he had been defeated on severa occasions—by Wilhelm Christian of Brandenburg near
Magdeburg, in 1630; later the same year by the Swedes near Demmin; and again by the Swedes at
Werben in 1631. Not to mention that Holk had failed to bring histroopsto meet Tilly'sin timefor the
battle of Breitenfeld, which had been partly responsiblefor Tilly's defeat there at the hands of Gustavus
Adolphus.

Unfortunately, Holk's services were much in demand, because whatever his multitude of faults Holk
was a0 athoroughly competent commander in the mgor criterion by which that was usudly judged in
the Thirty Y ears War: he could hold together arandom heap of mercenaries with consistent firmness. But
he did so by making hisarmy arefuge for the dregs of loot-hungry, brutal soldiery.

Morriswas gtill abit mystified why Wallenstein accepted the crude Holk as one of histop
subordinates. Asarule, Wallenstein was a better judge of men—at least their capabilities, if not their
mordlity. Morristhought it was probably due to the smplefact that Holk seemed to admire Wdlengtein,
which he demondtrated by imitating his master in Holk's own gross and coarse manner. Like Wallenstein,
he threatened to punish people "through taking them by the head"—uwhich meant hanging them, inthe
dang of the time. And when a subordinate reacted duggishly to orders, Holk accused him of having the
"inborn speed of Saturn"—another one of Wallenstein's favorite expressons.

Morrisknew that in the history of the universe they had come from, after Pappenheim's degth at the
battle of Litzen, Holk had become Wallenstein's prime factotum. Whatever else, Wallenstein had been
able to assign tasks to Holk with the certain knowledge that whatever could be done by harshnessand
brutality would be done well. Or thoroughly, at least. But without Pappenheim's ability to generate
genuine loydty in the army, and Pappenheim's sense of strategy, Wallenstein had soon falen foul of the
Byzantine factionaism within the Habsburg forces. Not that Wallenstein hadn't been guilty of the same
factionalism himsdlf, of course—but with Holk instead of Pappenheim to rely on, he had been
outmatched.

"What's Wallenstein going to do about him?' demanded Red. "If thiskeeps up, Morris, there won't
be much |eft of northern Bohemia. Wallenstein—there, a least—will be 'King of Nothing.' "

Morrisamos snarled: Why ask ME?

But he didn't, because he knew the answer, as much asit discomfited him. In the months since he'dd
arrived, Morris had indeed become Wallenstein's "court Jew." 1t was an odd and informal position, but
onewhich was not dl that uncommon in the Europe of the day. Despite dl the restrictions and
sometimes-savage persecution of Jews, most of the European courts had afew wedthy and prominent
Jewsin their entourage. For the most part, of course, that was because Jewish money and medicd skill
was wanted by Europe's monarchs and high nobility. But there was moreto it than that, at least for some



of Europe's Chrigtian rulers, especidly the smartest ones. Being "outside the loop,” their Jewish courtiers
could often be relied upon for better and more objective advice. Queen Elizabeth of England, when sheld
been on the throne, had often consulted with her Jewish doctor Roderigo Lopez on her diplomatic as
well asmedical effars.

And. .. fromwhat Morris could tell, Wallenstein even seemed to like him. It was hard to be sure,
of course, with aman like Walengtein. But Edith Wild had told Morristhat Wallenstein spoke well of him
in private. And Edith—tak about miraclesl—had somehow managed to become one of the few people
whom Wallengtein trusted. Edith herself thought that was because, after aninitiad period of
hesitation—even velled hogtility—Wallenstein's wife had taken aliking to her. If not for her own sake,
then because Edith was keeping her husband adive. And, in fact, under Edith's bullying regimen,
Wallengtein's shaky health had improved. Rather dramaticdly, in fact. Edith even managed to intimidate
Walengtein's pestiferous astrologersinto not contradicting her medical and dietary advice. (And there
was atrue miracle. Seventeenth-century astrologers, as arule, made the "snake-oil sdlesmen” of Morris
time look like downright saints and wise men.) Finally—oh, the world was awondrous place—it had
turned out that Wallenstein had developed a fanatic enthusiasm for the multitude of Agatha Christie
mysteriesthat Edith had brought with her to Prague. All that keeps me alive! he'd once sworn to
Morris, to al appearances dead serioudly.

"Il tak to him," Morrissaid gruffly. "Though I'm not sureif hell listen.”

"Whét is he up to, anyway?' Red asked. "There are rumorsflying al over, but nobody redly knows
what he's planning.”

Morris shrugged. "Don't ask me. Uriel might be able to give you agood educated guess, but he had
to go back to Grantville on mysterious business of hisown. Whenever | ask—very diffidently, let metell
you—Wallengtein just gets grimmer than usua and more or lesstells me to mind my own business.
'Soon,' isdl helll say.”

Morris had been about to sit down himself, but instead he moved over to one of the windows and
gazed up at the Hradcany acrossthe river. He couldn't see Wallenstein's own palace, from here, since it
was perched in the Maa Strana at the bottom of the hill instead of the summit. But . Vitus Cathedrd,
which dominated the Hradcany, dways reminded him of Walengtein. For al of Wdlengen's
forward-looking temperament, there was ultimately something Gothic about the man.

Ellie Anderson seemed to be sharing histhoughts. "Fucking vampire," he heard her muitter.

For some odd reason, theimage of Wallenstein lurking in his paace like Count Dracula cheered
Morris up. Granted, Draculawas amonster. But at least he wasn't stupid.

Morristurned away from the window. "Enough of that. Wallenstein will do whatever hélll do, and
whenever he choosesto do it. We have no control over that, so let's concentrate on what we can
control. Influence, at least.”

He knew why Comenius and Billek had come. Comenius, to pay hisofficid regards, sncethe
central figurein the Church of the Brethren had just arrived in Prague. But he wasredlly hereto lend his
authority to Jan Billek—and Red's—long-standing proposal with regard to the paramilitary forces that
were being quietly organized to support Wallenstein when the time came.

Morris had wrestled with his decision for days. More precisdly, he had wrestled with hisreluctance
to have a confrontation with his own people. But, now, the decison came into clear and hard focus. He
braced himsdlf for abrawl.

"Red and Billek areright, Dunash. Y our people and those of the Brethren should form ajoint unit.
It's stupid to do otherwise.”

Dunash Abraband shot to hisfeet. "Our interests will be pushed asde—as dways!"

"Shut up, you—" Morris caught himsalf, dmost laughing, before he added: young whipper snapper!

Stll, hisjawsweretight. "Whet the hell do you know about it, Abrabanel ?* He glared at Dunash
and the young Jews sitting around him—all except Jason Gotkin, the only young up-time Jew in their



midst, who was seated off to the Sde, abit isolated from the others.

"What do any of you know about military affairs?' Morris demanded. "In theworld | came from,
the worst enemy the Jewish people ever faced was not defeated by Isragl. Nor could he have been, even
if Israel had exigted at the time. He was defeated by the great armies of the United States, England and
Russa—d| of whom had Jews serving in them. The Russans, especidly. There were over two hundred
Jewish generasin the Red Army. Berlin wasfirst penetrated by Russian soldiers under the command of
one of them—and Auschwitz was liberated by another.”

Helapsed into one of hisrare uses of profanity. " So shut the fuck up! Not one of you has any real
ideawhat to do with those guns you festoon yoursel ves with, like a bunch of would-be bandidos. | leave
aside what Pappenheim had to say."

The one and only time that Pappenheim had observed Dunash's band of youngsters attempting what
they caled a"military exercise," his comments had been vulgar, brief and to the point. Most of which he
had uttered as he trotted his horse away, shaking his head in disgust.

"Look, Dunash, he'sright,” said Red mildly. "Thetruth is, the Brethren aren't redlly what you'd call
‘seasoned soldiers,' either. But at least they're familiar with firearms, and alot of them have seen some
actud fighting. Mot of all—" He hesitated amoment, gauging Dunash'stemper. "Mogt of dl, they aren't
arrogant.”

He left unspoken the obviousimplication: like you are. "That'swhy they've agreed to let some of
Wadlengen'sofficerstrain them.”

Dunash said nothing, but hisjaws were even tighter than Morris felt. Red kept on, talking smoothly.
Morris decided to let him handleit. Whatever Morris sometimes thought of Red's palitical opinions, the
fact remained that Red—not Morris—was the experienced organizer in the group.

"Look, I'm not too fond of the Situation either. Neither is Jan or any of the Brethren. But the truth is
that Wallensteln—probably Pappenheim, actua ly—seemsto have been careful in their selection of
officers. They'reredlly not too bad.”

Jan Billek nodded. "Two are quite good. | even have hopes of converting one of them.”

"And look on the bright side," Red continued. " Officers be damned. Well be the gruntswith the
actud gunsin our hands, if push comesto shove. Neither Wallenstein nor Pappenheim—sure as hell not
the officers directly over us—have any doubt at dl what'll happen if they order usto do something we
don't want to do."

He and Jan exchanged ameaningful glance. Morris anger faded, replaced by his earlier good
humor. "Hal" he barked. "Red, should | gart calling you ‘commissar'?

Red smiled alittle sheepishly. "Wel . . . the word doesn't mean anything, in the here and now. But,
yeah." He gave Billek another glance. "Actudly, you oughta apply thetitle to Jan. He'sredly the one dl
the Brethren soldiersligento.”

Jan's face was tolid, but Morris thought he detected alittle gleam somewhere in the back of his
eyes. "Indeed," he said. "And why should they not? Good Brethren, so they understand the difference
between 'orders and ‘what should be done." "

Suddenly, to Morris surprise, Jason Gotkin spoke up. "Do it, Dunash. They'reright and you're
wrong—and thetruthiis, | think it'll help you recruit more Jaws from the ghetto, anyway."

Dunash seemed to be even more surprised that Morriswas.

"How s0? An exclusively Jewish force—"

"Will seem crazy to them," Jason interrupted forcefully. "Cut it out, Dunash. How many have you
managed to recruit so far, snce you've been here? All of five, | believe—three of whom are orphans, two
of those too young to use agun—and of the other two, one of them is not much more than the village
idiot. You know aswdll as| do that the only recruit you've gotten in three months who'll be any useis
Bezdd Pitzkler."

Jason's eyes examined the eight young men sitting around Dunash. "At that rate—one redl recruit
every three months—you won't be able to field more than a squad when the baloon goes up. What'sthe



point?'

"We have specid weapons!" one of Dunash's followers said stoutly.

Morris had to fight down asneer. Red didn't even bother. "Oh, swell. 'Specia weapons.' Which
trand ates to: maybe three dozen rockets you got smuggled into Prague, supplied by sympathizersin
Grantville—do notice that I'm not inquiring asto the particulars, but | somehow doubt that Mike Stearns
or Frank Jackson authorized that—and none of which you redlly know how to use."

"Do you?" demanded Dunash.

"Me?Don't be Slly. Rockets are dangerous. Besides, I'm aman of peace. Well, aman of words,
anyway. But | know someone who does know how to use them, and he happensto be afriend of
mine—waéll, associate—and he'swilling to come here for abit and teach us. | hope you noticed the
functioning pronoun there. Us."

Red leaned back in his seet, spreading his handsin something of a placating gesture. "Dunagh, if it'll
make you fed better, you and your guys can stay in charge of the rockets. Aswell asthat pickup truck
that you've also managed to smuggleinto this city, piece by piece, to use asajury-rigged katyusha—a
truck which you have no fricking ideain the world how to assemble. Or drive, evenif you did manage by
some kindamiracleto put it back together in working order.”

Red looked smug. "I, on the other hand, am a crackerjack auto mechanic. I've rebuilt more cars
and trucksthan | can remember. And | do know how to drive.”

"In amanner of speaking,” Morris muttered under his breath. Hed driven with Red, on two
occasionsin the past. And while the union organizer wasn't quite as reckless as the now-infamous Hans
Richter, riding in the passenger seat of avehicle driven by Red Sybolt was no pleasure for anyone other
than adaredevil. Or teenagers, among whom Red had always been surprisingly popular for amanin his
forties.

"That's the deal, Dunash,” Red went on. "Y ou can keep the rockets, and I'll volunteer to show you
how to put together the truck—even get you some fuel, which you haven't given any thought to at al.
And I'll driveit for you when the time comes. But you give up theidea of a separate Jewish combat unit
and integrate yoursdves with us."

Dunash was still looking stubborn, but his cousin Y ehuda spoke up. "Whois'us,’ exactly?'

Red hooked athumb at Billek. "The Brethren, mostly, other than some people from the CoC weve
managed to get started herein Prague. By now, me and Jan—mostly him—have managed to recruit
about four thousand volunteers from the Brethren. Half of them are dready in Prague, with the others on
theway."

Four thousand. Red let the words hang in the air, for amoment. Four thousand—as opposed to
Dunash Abrabane's handful. For that matter, Morris didn't doubt for aminute that Red would provide
more people from his newly organized CoC than Dunash had following him. Say what you would about
Red Sybolt, the man was a superb organizer.

"Wewill beburied," hissed Dunash.

For thefirgt time since held entered the room, Bishop Comenius spoke. "No, you will not be
'buried,’ young man. | give you my word on that. My oath before God, if you will accept it."

Comeniuswas, by nature, an immensdy dignified man, and even Dunash was visbly affected by his
words. The more so after the bishop roseto hisfeet.

"| am recognized by dl the Brethren asthe foremost religious authority in our church.” Tothe side,
Deacon Billek nodded firmly. "Tolerance was one of our watchwords from the beginning of our faith.
And now that | have had achance to study what would have happened in the world of our future, my
faith has been fortified."

He turned and pointed to Len Tanner and Ellie Anderson. Then, to Morris himsdf; then, to Jason;
and findly, to Red Sybolt. "Congder, if you will, these five people. One, a Catholic noted for hislapses,
two, aman and awoman who believein no God at dl; one, aJew who is considered a heretic by most
other Jaws living today; the last, ayoung Jew who istrying to decide whether he can be arabbi in these



times, because heisno longer sure exactly what he believes.”

Morriswas astonished by Comenius accurate assessment of five American strangers whom he had
never met before. Obvioudy, the Brethren (with Red's help) had an excellent espionage servicein dl but
name. True, it wasn't quite accurate. Except for afew places like Amsterdam, most rabbis wereloath to
proclaim someone an actud "heretic,” snce Jews didn't place the same emphasis as Christiansdid on
doctrina purity. What most of them would have said about Morriswas that he was"practically an
gpikoros'—an uncomplimentary term indicating someone who was much too loose and self-willed in his
interpretation and application of customs and observances.

"Y et in the world they came from," Comenius continued, "it was people such asthiswho built a
nation which, in the fullness of time, provided asanctuary for my people aswell asyours. Most of the
world's Brethren wound up living in that 'United States," as did the single largest grouping of theworld's
Jews. Thereisalesson there for any of God's children, in whatever manner they see that God. Unless
you are blind. Which | am not. Freedom of religion must be the banner for both of us—a banner which,
by its nature, must be held jointly."

He sat down. "That is my pledge—and the pledge of the Unity of Brethren. Y ou will not be ‘buried.’
Unlessyou are buried by our enemies, long with us ourselves."

The decision hung in the balance. Then—and this surprised Morris more than anything that
happened that morning—Dunash turned to Jason.

"You will be our rabhbi, if anyoneisto be. Y ou are sure of this?'

Jason was obvioudy as startled as Morriswas. But he till managed to nod asfirmly asBillek.

"Y es, Dunash. It's—ah—kaosher."

2

Over dinner, Comenius raised the subject that Morris had suspected was his primary reason for
coming. Normally, he would have had to suppressasigh, but in thisinstance.. . .

Rich, remember. You are now stinking rich, Morris Roth, so stop thinking like a small town
jeweler. Judging fromthe letter | got from Antonio and Gerhard—and | think they're
right—within five years I'll be one of the richest men in Europe. Especially if | divest and diversify
intelligently. Our monopoly on faceted jewelry will bring us a fortune for a few years, but it won't
last.

"Yes, Bishop, | will finance your proposed university.”

The words came out more abruptly—even curtly—than Morris had intended. The thought of his
new wedlth still made him fed awkward and out of place. Thelast thing Morris Roth had ever expected,
inal the years hed spent asthe jeweer for asmall town in northern West Virginia, was that someday, in
another universe, held become the equivaent of the founder of anew house of Rothschild.

Comeniuslooked a bit startled. "How big—I mean.. . ."

Morris smiled wryly. "How big adonation? If you give me two months—Ilet's say three, to be on the
safe sde—to have the fundstransferred, | can finance the entire thing. Enough to get it Started, at least. |
assume you intend to locate the new universty herein Prague, yes?' He shifted in his seet, feding
awkward again. "There will be some conditions, however."

"Of course." Comeniusinclined his head, inviting Morristo eaborate.

"Firgt. I'll agreeto have theological schools attached to the university, so long asthere are no
restrictionswith regard to creed. That will include a Jewish rabbinica seminary.”

Helooked over at Jason, whose expression was alittle strained. Forcefully, Morris added: "Yes, |
know the rabbis currently in Prague will probably want no part of it. That'stheir problem, not mine. If
they want to stick to their yeshivahs, so beit. Eveniif it's nothing more than a plague on adoor, with
nothing behind the door, | want some building in the university—or part of one, anyway—set aside for
that purpose.”

He turned back to Comenius. "But the university itsaf will be secular. Open to anyone, regardless
of creed, and unaffiliated to any religion. Agreed?’



Comenius nodded. "Y es. But that till leaves the question of how the theologica schoolsthemselves
will beregulated. Herr Roth—"

"Please, cdl meMorris.”

"Ah, Morris. You will find it difficult—perhaps not impossible, but difficult—to find anyone who can
serve asthe regulating authority of thisuniversity whois not affiliated, in one manner or another, with an
existing creed. Mogt of the scholars in—ah, how strange the thought—in 'this day and age' arerdigious
figures." Comenius hesitated amoment. "Unless you choose to saect someone from your own people.”

Morris chewed on the problem, for amoment. He considered, and then discarded, various
possibilities from the American uptimers. The problem was that any of them he could think of who'd be
qudified, even remotely, to become auniversity president—or "rector,” to use the seventeenth-century
term—were overwhelmed aready with other respongbilities. And if any of them were available, the top
priority anyway would be the new university that was taking shape in Jena, which was, after al, part of
the CPE rather than aforeign country.

"No..." hesaid dowly. "It haveto be someone from thisday and age.”

Comenius nodded again. "So | thought. But, as| said, such aperson will most likely be affiliated
aready with one or another creed. If they have authority over the theological schoals. . ."

Morrisgrunted. "Yes, | understand the problem. Fine. Well set it up so that the religious schools
have complete control over their own curriculum and methods of ingtruction. They'll dso have complete
contral over hiring and firing their teachers. The only authority the university will have over them will
involve such things as the building code, fire regulations, sanitation, and so forth. How's that?'

Comeniuslooked abit dubious. "Workable, perhaps. Therewill till be agreat dedl of suspicion.”

Morris had to restrain himsdlf from dapping his hand on the table. There were things he liked about
seventeenth-century Europeans. Mogt of them, anyway. There were aso some things he detested. One
of them wastheir seemingly inveterate and obsessive religious sectarianism.

"L et them be suspicious,” he growled. "Theway | look at it, Bishop, the main point of this
university—one of them, at least—isto start overcoming those suspicions. In practice, which isalways
the best way todo it."

He gave Comenius something just barely short of aglare. "Understand something, Bishop. | know a
secular university will work—and way better than the dternatives you havetoday. | know it—because
I've seenit. My own kidswent to West Virginia University, which was afar better university than
anything you've got in Europetoday. And in theworld | come from, WVU wasjust considered a
middling-rate university.”

Judith interjected hersdf. "Morris, don't be so hardnosed. A lot of those universities got started as
religious ones, remember. Including Harvard and the University of Chicago, if | remember right.”

Morris suspected he was looking mulish, and the suspicion made him still more mulish. "Yeah, |
know. | dso know how long it took to haul them kicking and screaming into the modern world. Harvard
didn't even go coeducationa until—"

He broke off, rubbing hisface. "Oh, hell, don't tell me."

Comenius brow was creased with afrown of confusion. "1 am afraid my English is perhaps not as
good asit should be. What does that term mean?'Coeducationd,’ | think it was."

Morrisglared at thetable. "Wdll, that's the second thing . . ."

* k%

Eventually, they got past that hurdle. But only because Morrisfindly agreed—under Judith's
coaxing—that the university would have two colleges, one for men and one for women, with separate
faculties. He did manage to hold the line on acommon curriculum—"1 want women educated, damnit;
I'm not shelling out money for alousy finishing school"—aswell asacommon library. And hetook a
certain dy pleasure in having gotten Comenius to agree to a coeducationa " student union"—mostly, he
suspected, because Comenius didn't quite understand what was involved.

That would be afight in the future, he was sure, but Morriswas willing to ded with that when the



time came. Somewhere in the middie of construction, he suspected, once Comeniusfinaly redized that
Morris proposed to have young men and women sociaizing and dining together at dl hours of the day
and night with no real supervision or chaperonage. But since Morriswould control the purse strings, he
imagined the congtruction workers would obey him.

Therest of it went smoothly enough. They settled on the name "University of Prague,” which wasn't
aproblem sincethe only existing univerdty in the city was named the Karolinum—or "Charles
University"—founded in the fourteenth century by the same Emperor Charleswho'd had the city's great
bridge erected. The Karolinum was located in the southern part of Staré Mesto, so they agreed to find
land for the new university somewhere in the northern part of Old Town, even though that would be
somewhat more expensive. Morriswas pretty sure that a certain amount of friction between the two
univergties was bound to happen. The Karolinum was no "cow college." Even after the ravages of the
past fifteen years, it was still considered one of the premier universitiesin Europe. Inthelong run, he
thought having two mgjor universitiesin Prague would smply enhance the city's prestige—and its
prospects. But in the short run, competition between the two universitieswas likely to be a source of
trouble. He saw no reason to aggravate the situation by placing them cheek-to-jowl.

Besides, alocation in the northern part of Old Town would have the further advantage, to hisway
of thinking, of being closeto the Josefov. Already, in the few short months since held become resident in
Prague, Morris had come to redize that the Jewish inhabitants were going to be at least asresistant to
change asthe gentile ones. In some ways, more so, even in ways that objectively benefited them. Morris
thought that having a university open to Jewish students just a short walk from the ghetto would have a
nicely subversive effect.

Of dl the things he missed about the universe they'd lost forever, the thing he missed the most was
the atmosphere in his old synagogue and the Hillel House attached to the campus a WV U. That relaxed,
sophisticated, cosmopolitan modern Judaism that he'd grown up with and cherished. He knew that Jason
had come to have areal respect for some of the orthodox rabbis he'd encountered in Prague's ghetto.
But, to Morris, they were as much a part of the problem as the Cossack butchers who would soon
enough be daughtering tens of thousands of Jewsin the Ukraine. Their stiff necks bent over, endlesdy
studying the complexities of the Torah and the Tamud and the midrash, completely obliviousto the
disagter that was beginning to curl over them. Morris had every intention of undermining their control and
authority over the largest Jewish community in Europe, asbest he could, using any legitimate meansat his
disposdl.

Comenius had tentatively advanced the idea of naming it "Roth University,” but Morris declined the
honor immediately. He said that was because he thought it would create unnecessary problems by having
the university too closdy associated with its Jewish founder. But the red reason was smply that he found
the idea too self-aggrandizing and presumptuous. In times pat, in the universe hed come from, he'd been
known to make wisecracks about the swelled egos of the men who'd founded " Carnegie-Méllon
Indtitute."”

Judith had given him something of an odd look, then. Morriswasn't sure—he'd find out soon
enough, of course, once they were alone—but he thought he was probably in for alittle lecture on the
subject of false modesty.

So beit. Intimesto come, he might get comfortable enough with his new status to consider the
possibility. Morris had afeding thiswas not going to be the last university he provided the financia
backing for—assuming, of course, he and Judith survived the yearsto come. If this new world had
greater opportunities than hisold one, it dso had much greater dangers.

Thelast item remaining was the first: who would they find to become the rector of the new
univergty?

By the end of the evening—quite abit early on, in fact—Morris had dready made up hisown mind.
So as soon as Comenius raised the subject again, he had his answer ready.



" think it should be you, Bishop.”

Comenius, sartled, began to say something by way of protest. Morrisraised hishand.

"Hear me out, please. Yes, | know you're the centra leader of the Unity of Brethren, recognized as
such dl over Europe. Y ou're also famous for being an advocate of educationa reform. To the best of my
knowledge, you're the only person in this day and age who's actua ly written books on the subject. Well,
okay, outside of the Jesuits. But while I'm perfectly willing for the new universty to have Catholic
students—Jesuit teachers, for that matter—there'sno way | want a Jesuit in charge of it. Not in today's
politica climate, anyway. So | think it makes perfect sensefor youto do it. Asfar asthereligiousissue
goes..."

Morris shrugged. "Y ou said it yoursdlf, Bishop—well face that with amost anyone we sdect. The
advantageto it being you istwofold. Firgt, you've become just about as well-known for advocating
religious tolerance. And second—not to put too fine a point on it—the Brethren are ardatively smal
church. Certainly compared to the Catholics or the Lutherans or the Calvinists. So you won't seem as
much of athrest to anyone, even leaving aside your own views on toleration.”

Comeniuswas gtill hesitant. Morris regarded him for amoment, and then added: "And, finaly. |
think you and | can get dong pretty well. Better than | think 1'd get dlong with anyone dse.”

Comenius sared at him for amoment. Then, with awry little smile, inclined hishead. " So beit, then.
| can hardly refuse, snce without you none of thiswould be possbleat al.”

Judith was giving Morristhat same odd little look. Thistime, he understood it completely.

Okay, fine. Yes, I'll haveto get used to it. But | draw the line at the "Baron™ business. | am
NOT a Rothschild. Just a Roth.

3

After dinner, most of the guests|eft. The only oneswho remained behind, at Morris quietly spoken
request, were Ellie Anderson and Len Tanner.

"So. Why'd you ask usto stay, Morris?' Elli€'s question was asked with atone of voice that
indicated a certain suspicion on her part. Of course, Ellie was usualy alittle suspicious of most things.

In this case, however, with good reason.

"That's why | asked, as amatter of fact. I'm hoping to talk you into staying."

For amoment, both Len and Ellie looked alittle confused. Then, as his meaning registered, Ellie
gave Len aquick, hodtilelittle glance.

"Did you put him up to this?' she demanded.

Len looked aggrieved. "I had nothing to do withit! Thisisthefirst time Morris has ever raised the
subject.”

Morrisfound the interchange both interesting and heartening. Hed had no ideathat Len had given
some thought himsdf to remaining in Prague.

"Hesteling thetruth, Ellie. Thisisthefirg timeI've ever brought it up.”

Ellie transferred the hostile ook to him. "The answer's 'no.' Prague's okay, | guess, but | have no
intention of staying here after we get thisjob done."

"Why not?" Judith asked. "It'snot asif you have any family in Grantville" Diplomaticaly, shedid not
add what she could have: or all that many friends either, when you get right down to it. Ellies
abrasive manner didn't bother either of the Roths, but the woman's temperament was not one that had
ever made her very popular.

Diplomacy, as usud, was wasted with Ellie. "Or any friends ether,” she snorted, haf-barking the
words. "So what? Grantville hastoilet paper.”

Len made aface. Ellie scowled. "Okay, fine. It'sthat crappy stuff that they're starting to makein
Badenburg, which isal there is since the modern stuff ran out. So what? It's ill toilet paper and it il
bests the aternatives.”

Sheraised her left hand and began ticking off fingers. "Twao. It's got modern plumbing. Fuck



squatting over ahole. Here, even in Wallenstein's palace, that's about al you've got. Three. It's got
eectricity—I am so sck and tired of reading by lamplight a night.”

"Prague will havedl of those things beforetoo long, Ellie” Morrissaid mildly. "And if it redly
bothers you that much, import what you need in the meantime.”

"With what money?' she demanded. "AT&L istill scraping by and will befor at least another yesar.
We can't even afford to pay Dougie to start running the company full time, which isafucking waste
because he'd be greet at it. Instead, half the time he's galloping off into the countryside somewhere
running messages for the king of Sweden. Hell get killed, you watch. If Wallenstein hadn't come up with
the dough for this specia project herein Prague, I'm not sure we wouldn't have had to close our doors.
That'sthe only reason Len and | agreed to come here at al. We didn't have any choice.”

"With what money? With the sudden influx of money you'll get from me. From the new
company—or subsidiary, if you prefer—that | propose to form herein Prague. Cdll it AT&L Bohemia, if
youwant. I'll put up dl the capitd and you give me forty-nine percent of the sock—you canremainin
control of it, | don't care—and agreeto live here for another, say, five years. If you're till unhappy five
yearsfrom now, fine. Y ou go back to Grantville, if you want. No hard fedings.”

Ellieand Len stared a him. Morrisfound himsalf swalowing. "Me and Judith would missyou guys.
Weredlly would. Right now, except for the two of you and Jason, we really don't have anybody to talk
to herein Praguewho . . . You know. Understands us."

"How long do you plan on being here, Morris?* asked Len.

Morris and Judith looked at each other. Judith shrugged. "Who knows?" she mused. "Either avery
short time—if Wallengtein's plans go sour and we wind up having to run for it—or . . . probably the rest
of our lives. Except for trips.”

Morris rose from the table and went over to one of the windows. Pushing aside the heavy drapes,
he stared out over the city. At night, in the seventeenth century, even alarge town like Prague was eerily
dark to someone accustomed to American cities at the turn of the twenty-first century. A few lampsin
windows, here and there, one or two small bonfiresin open areas, not much more than that. The
Hradcany, at adistance, was just aformless lump of darkness, with the towers of the cathedra barely
visbleagaing the night sky.

"Weve got fifteen years to prevent one of the worst massacres ever perpetrated on my people,”
Morrissaid quietly. "And I'm just asmall-town jeweer who redlly doesn't have any idea how to do
it—except, maybe, do what | can to turn Bohemiainto acountry that can start drawing those
Jews—some of them, anyway—out of the line of fire. And, maybe—most of thisis completely out of our
control—help built thisinto a nation that can intervene ahead of time.”

"You'retalking about Wallenstein, Morris," Ellie pointed out harghly.

Morris lipstwisted into something that was hdf agrin, haf agrimace. "Ah, yes. Wdlengein.
Actudly, thiswas hisideain thefirst place. Trying to get you to stay here and set up atelephone
company, | mean. Just like | know when | go talk to him tomorrow about the new university the bishop
and | want to establish that helll agreeimmediately. That's an ideahe's dso raised with me, on severd
occasons.”

He turned away from thewindow. "In fact, | won't be surprised if he providesthe land and the
building for both projects, free of charge—assuming you agreeto stay.”

Len and Ellie were back to staring at him. "Look," Morrissaid aoruptly, "Walengein wantsit dl—a
modern nation that will give him the power he needs to become the historical figure he thinks he deserves
to be. In some ways, he'saraving egotist, sure enough. But he's smart. Bohemiais not big enough for
him, unless he modernizesit. That means the whole works. An dectrified capitd city, one of the world's
premier universities, factories, you nameit—yes, and toilet paper. Why e se do you think he's agreed to
remove dl religious restrictions, even on Jews? The goodness of his heart? Not hardly. It's because—I'm
assure of thisas| am of anything—he plans on grabbing most of the Ukraine and probably agood
chunk of Poland and the Balkans. Maybe even part of Russia, who knows? And the only way he can do



that, starting with little Bohemiaas his power base, isto make Bohemiathe Japan of eastern Europe.
And he can't do that without stripping away al the medieva customs and traditions that get intheway."

Morris barked alaugh. "He spent alot of timein Edith Wild's housein Grantville himsdf, you know.
I've heard him complain about the lack of toilet paper herein Prague severd times.”

"So havel," muttered Len, giving Ellieaglance. "I aso heard him pissing and moaning about no
eectricity, too."

Elliesface looked pinched. Sheld undoubtedly heard the same thing from him. Morris knew that
Walengtein spent alot of time with Ellie and Len, watching them asthey set up atelephone center in his
palace. Not so much because he was trying to oversee the work, about which he knew effectively
nothing, but smply because he was interested. Wallenstein was a curious man, interested in many things.
Except when his shaky health was acting up, or he was distracted by his obsesson with astrology,
Wallenstein's mind was dways dert and active.

The pinched look on Ellie's face went away, replaced by . . . something el se. She cocked her head
Sdewaysahit.

"I'm curious about something. It sounds like—no offense—you're amost planning to set up
Bohemiaas a counterweight to the CPE. Even ariva. Doesn't that bother you any?"

Morris shrugged. "Some, sure. But | talked to Mike about it before we left Grantville, and he agrees
that it'sthe only way to do it. That's not just because of the Jewish question, either. Mike's thinking about
the whole picture.”

"What Walengein wants isonething,” Judith chipped in. "What hewindsup with . . . well, that's
something ese. He's not the only player inthe game."

Mention of theword game jogged Morris mind. Like him, Len was achess enthusiast. "Think of it
asa fianchetto, Len. Y ou move up knight's pawn one rank, creating alittle pocket for the bishop. Then
the bishop sitsthere, protected, but ready to attack at adiagond.”

"Yeah, | know. | like the maneuver mysdf. But what's the—oh."

"'Oh, isright. And that's just what Wallenstein might be saying, one of these days. Chessisjust a
game, S0 it hasfirm and hard rules. Redl life doesn't. A bishop can take out its own queen, in the redl
world, if that ever proves necessary. Try to, anyway."

While Len chewed on the analogy, Morris returned to the table and sat down again. "It'sarace,
redlly. That how Mike putsit. A strange kind of race, because were trying to best the same man we're
alied with—without ever attacking him directly. Hell try for one thing, but the means he hasto usefor his
ends can turn around and bite him on the ass. In our world, the Japanese wound up being saddled by a
military dictatorship as they modernized. But who's to say the same thing has to happen here? Maybe it
will. Then, again, maybeit wont."

Honesty forced him to say the next words. "It'll be dangerous, | admit. Y ou'd be alot safer staying
back in Grantville

Oddly, thet did it. Ellie sat up straight. "Y ou think I'm afraid of these assholes? Bullshit. Len, we're
daying."

"Yes, dear," he murmured.

"And stop smirking.”

"Hey, look, they got the best beer in the world here, just like they did four hundred years from now.
Y ou admitted it yoursdlf, just the other day."

"l said, sop smirking.”

The last conversation Morris Roth had that day was the one he hadn't foreseen or planned on. After
everyone had left and he and Judith were getting ready for bed, hiswife said to him:

"There's onelast thing, O great Machiavellian prince of the Jewish persuasion.”

"y e



"l want you to stop bullying Jason."

Morris stared at her. Judith was busy turning down the covers, but she looked up a him squarely.
"Yes, you are," shesad firmly. "He's just ayoung man who wants to become arabbi, Morris.
That's all. There's at least one of those rabbis in the ghetto whom he likes alot, and wants to study with.

So let him do what he wants, instead of trying to force him to be your Reform champion who'll day the
dragon of Orthodoxy. Let him study and decide for himsdf what he thinks. And if he winds up becoming
an Orthodox rabbi, so beit."

Morrisfdt hisjawstighten. "Y ou redly want to listen to him at prayer, thanking God for not making
him awoman?'

Judith shook her head. "That's neither here nor there, Morris. No, of course| don't. So what? |
know how much you miss Rabbi Stern and our old synagogue and Hillel House. So do . But you can't
force Jason to become something heisn't. HE's not even twenty-three years old, for Pete's sake. Steve
Stern was a middle-aged man with dl the confidence of someone who'd studied the Torah and the
Tamud for years and was an experienced rabbi. How can you possibly expect Jason to substitute for
him? Just because you want to launch a Reform movement two hundred years ahead of schedule? Wll,
then, why don't you do it yoursdlf, big shot? Instead of trying to jam akid into it, while you turn yourself
into another Rothschild.”

Morriswinced. That struck . . . alittle close to home. As much as Morris prized his Reform beliefs,
he knew perfectly well that hed be completely overmatched if hetried to crosstheological lanceswith
Orthodox rabbis.

Judith smiled. "Thought so. Y ou chicken.”

She straightened up from the bed. "Has it ever occurred to you, even once—because | know it has
to Jason—that maybe, just maybe, you ought to apply your fancy chesstermsto this Situation also? Who
isto say, Morris Roth, how Judaism will develop in this universe? They don't even usetheterm
'Orthodoxy’ in the here and now. Maybe. . ."

She waved her hand, hdf-irritably. "I don't know. Maybe everything will shape up differently.
Maybeit won't. What | do know isthat you've got one unhappy kid on your hands, and you're driving
him away with your pressure and your demands. Leave him alone, Morris. Let Jason Gotkin do
whatever Jason Gotkin winds up doing. Y ou never treated our own kids the way you're treating him. So
why are you doing it to someone who's become something of an adopted son?"

Morris thought about it, for amoment. Then, heaved adeep sigh. She wasright, and he knew it.

"Okay. | guess| look alittle slly parading around as ‘Baron Roth," huh?"

Hiswife looked at him camly. "No, actudly, that's not true. Giveit afew moreyears, and | think
you'll have the role down pat. Come as naturaly to you as breathing. Surprisesthe hell out of me, |
admit, being married to you for over thirty years. But . . . thereit is. Morris, if we survive, you will—we
will, I guess—become the new Rothschilds of this universe. So what do you say we don't screw it up?
I'd hate to be remembered as a pack of overbearing bullies. | really would.”

4

"We cannot postpone a decision on this matter forever, Isaac." Mordechai Spira spoke softly, as
was his habit, but firmly nonetheless.

Hisfriend and fellow rabbi sighed and looked out the window of his domicile. Beyond, the narrow
and crooked street was as crowded asit usudly was at that time of the morning. Prague's Jewish
population was really too big for the Josefov's cramped quarters, and it showed. People were dmost
living on top of each other.

"Thingsare fill very tense, Mordecha," |saac Gans pointed out. "Between the mess with Heller and
then—just what was needed—the strainswith Auerbach . . ."

Mordecha nodded, understanding the point. Prague'slast two chief rabbis had been something of a
disaster for the Jewish community. Heller had fallen afoul of the Habsburgs and had wound up being cast
into prisonin Vienna. Mordecha thought Heller was personaly blameessin the matter, having smply



had the misfortune of being poaliticaly inegpt in atense politica Stuation. The Habsburgs had imposed a
harsh tax on Prague's Jewish community in order to help fund their military activitiesin the savage war
that had been rolling across Europe for over adecade. Forty thousand thalers! Heller had tried to resi s,
and then, when resistance proved futile, had done his best to collect the tax fairly.

But . . . he had enemies, and they had taken advantage of the Situation to lay accusations against him
before the emperor. In the end, his supportersin the Jewish community had been ableto get his death
sentence commuted, though only because Ferdinand I1's greed was such that he had been willing to
ransom him for another 12,000 thaers. Still—and probably for the best, dl things considered—Heller
had not been able to return to Prague. HE'd accepted instead a position in the rabbinate of far-off
Nemirow.

Probably for the best, Mordechai reflected. It was hard to say. Alas, he'd been replaced by Simon
Auerbach, who, if he had better political skills had been a much harder man for Mordecha and other
rabbisto get dong with. Auerbach had been arenowned Talmudit, true enough. But he was one of
those men whose great |earning was coupled to aharsh and inflexible temperament. Throughout his
career he had clashed with those around him—at Lublin, with Meir ben Geddliah, another famous
Tdmudigt; later, at Posen, with the city's rosh yeshivah, Benjamin of Morawczyk; and, soon after his
ariva a Prague, hed had aquarrd with Heller himsdlf.

Auerbach had died, ayear and ahaf earlier. But hed done enough damage in the two short years
he'd been at Prague that it was il felt, especialy coming on top of the continuing strainsin the
community over the Heller imbroglio.

The current chief rabbi was a mild-mannered sort of fellow, thankfully. Alas, he was one of those
people whose mild manner was principaly due to his reluctance to make any decisions. Not agood
characterigtic for the chief rabbi of the largest Jewish community in Europe—at any time, much lessthese.

"Still," Mordecha said abruptly, "adecison must be made. We cannot continue to smply ignore
Jason Gotkin."

"We haven't ignored him, Mordechal," protested Gans.

Spirawaved hishand. " Stop avoiding theissue. Firg of dl, evenin socid matters we've avoided
him. And the Roths, even more so. Y es, we spesk to Jason in the sireet. But have you invited him to
your home for Shabbat dinner? No. Neither havel. Neither has anyone. It's grotesque. A schande!”

He waited amoment; Issac looked away.

"No," Mordechai repeated. "A complete breach with our customs. And, as| said, neither have
|—despite the fact that | like Jason Gotkin. Quite abit, in fact." He chuckled softly. "And don't forget
that | have three unmarried daughters.”

Gans garted to grimace; but, then, as hisinnate fairness and good humor ralied, the grimace shifted
into something of ady amile. "Wdll, true. And | imagine Sarah in particular would take afancy to him."

Mordechai must have looked somewnhat aarmed, because Isaac’'s Iy smile started bordering on a
grin."Yes, | know she'syour favorite, evenif you'll never admit it. But that's because she's sprightly. Just
the sort of girl to find an exotic fellow like Gotkin of interest. He's arather handsome boy, too, you
know. To be sure, his Yiddish is somewhat pathetic.”

"His Hebrew isn't," Mordechal pointed out, forcefully. "In fact—spoken, at least—I suspect it's
better than yours or mine. Or any other Jew'sin the world today.”

| saac rubbed hisforehead. "Do you redly believeit, Mordechai ?"

"Say better: isthere any way to doubt it, any longer?' Spiras eyes moved to atable in the corner of
the room, atop which sat a book whose appearance was unlike that of any other Mordechai had ever
seen. Held lent it to hisfriend | saac aweek earlier, after Jason Gotkin had lent it to him.

On oneleve, the book was smply another edition of the Tanakh—the Jewish version of the ancient
holy textswhich, in adightly different variant, Christians called "the Old Testament." Jason had told
Mordechai that hedd had it in his possession when the mysterious event had taken place which had
brought him and histown into theworld from . . . somewhere ese. "In my bagsin the trunk of my car,” as



he'd put it, whatever that meant.

Mordechai rose and went over to the table. He opened the book and began fingering the pages.
Hed lent it to Isaac, in part, because I saac knew how to read English—alanguage of which Mordechai
himsdf was completely ignorant.

"L eave asde the pages and the printing, saac—though | know you've never seen anything likeit.”
He swiveled hishead around, to regard hisfriend. "It is the Tanakh, yes?'

Gans nodded.

"The Tanakh. In English. At aguess, Isaac, how many copies of an English Tanakh—in any
edition, much less one so fine as this—do you think exit in the world?"

Ganslooked away, staring back out the window. "' suspect that isthe only Tanakh anywherein the
world, printed in English.”

"Theworld today, Isaac. Our world. This one. Which means—to me at |least—that the boy must
betdling thetruth. The ret—"

Hewaved his hand at the window. "—dll of it, this new Confederated Principalities of Europe,
Gugtavus Adolphus grown so mighty, Walenstein's disaster a the Alte Veste, the political turmoil. All of
that | might possibly ascribe to something else. Those are things of the goyishe princes.” Then, softly:
"But how can | explain such afine edition of the Tanakh, printed in alanguage which very few Jewsin the
world today use? Except some Sephardim, and they would have no more use for an English Tanakh than
wedo."

He closed the book and returned to his chair. "We are rabbis, 1saac, not princes. All that faces us,
right now, isthat a Jewish boy who is—in any manner that you or | can determine—qudified to do so,
wishesto join the yeshivah. He does not even ask for financia support, though heisentitled toit. On
what grounds can we deny him that wish? For weeks now, | have searched the Tamud and as much of
the commentaries as | could, and found nothing.”

"Nothing? Heis probably a heretic, Mordechal .

"Becareful, Isaac,” replied Spirasoftly. ™Y es, he comes from what appears to be heresy—to me as
well asto you. Appears to be, | remind you. Heresy is not that smple to judge, asyou well know. And
s0 what? Has he told us he wishes to advocate heresy? No. He smply wishesto study. On what grounds
can we refuse him—without, ourselves, abandoning the traditions we would accuse him of having
abandoned?’

| saac went back to his window-watching.

"And what is S0 fascinating out there?' demanded Mordechal. "Besides too many Jewsin too little
space, as always. Stop avoiding this, Isaac. Inthe end, it is our soulsthat are being tested here, not the
soul of Jason Gotkin."

Gans sghed. "True enough. Very well, Mordechai. | will support you inthis. But | warnyou, | do
not think we will be able to convince the rosh yeshivah.”

Spirashrugged. "No, | don't expect we will. But with your support, no onewill oppose meif | begin
ingtructing the boy myself. And | dready have achevrusah for him."

Gansburst out laughing. "Mordechai, you schemer! | assume you asked young Hoeschel. | think
that boy would accept any chdlenge.”

"Schmuel isabold one, true enough,” alowed Spira, smiling. "But he's met Gotkin, you know,
severd times. He likes him and tells me he would be quite happy to become Jason's study partner.”

Now that hed finally made his decision, Gans seemed to relax. That was hisusua pattern,
Mordecha knew—and the reason held begun with him. Isaac Gans was perhaps the best scholar among
the rabbisin Prague; careful and deliberate in coming to a.conclusion, but firm and confident about it
thereafter. His support would mean agreat dedl.

"And why shouldn't he?' said Isaac. "He is anice boy, whatever el se may be said about him."

Hewas amiling dyly again. "Y ou watch. Thefirg timeyou invite him to Shabbat dinner, Sarah will
start pestering you the next day. As sprightly as sheis, shelll be hard to resist, too. Especidly after she



enlistisyour wife—which shewill. Y ou watch.”

Mordechai Spiradid hisbest to look stern and patriarchal. Master of his house. But Isaac's smile
just kept widening.

5

That same morning, in Vienna, aprince of the goyim cameto adecision.

"Very well. | agree. We have no choice, any longer.”

Emperor Ferdinand |1 eyed Generd Piccolomini skeptically. He didn't trust the mercenary, though
he understood the man's reasons for refusing to remain in Prague. Piccolomini had once been one of
Wallengtein's closest subordinates. But had he remained within Wallenstein's reach, after the Alte Veste,
the Bohemian magnate would surdly have had him nated. By now, the emperor was sure—so was
Piccolomini—Wallenstein had obtained his own copies of booksfrom Grantville. In another universe,
Piccolomini had been one of the chief conspiratorsin the plot that had resulted in Walengtein's
nation.

Ashedill wasin this universe, to be sure—but now he proposed to keep his distance.

"It will work, Y our Mgesty," Piccolomini assured him. "Wallengtein ison his guard, yes. But heaso
ligensto his astrologers—and two of them are now on theimperid payroll. With their influence,
Rossbach hasingratiated himsdf with Wallengtein. He assures me he can manageit.”

"How much?' the emperor grunted.

Piccolomini understood the terse question. "He wants thirty thousand thalers—but he will settle for
twenty, | think, if your Mgesty makes him aFretherr.”

Ferdinand grunted again. Then, decided he could livewith it. If the imperid purse wastoo
draitened, when the time came, he could dways smply refuseto pay the full amount. What could
Rossbach do, after al?

"And Pgppenhem?’

"Rosshach says he will do hisbest, but—" Piccolomini made aface. " Assassinating Pappenheimisa
different matter. Risky, much riskier. Unfortunately, Pappenheim doesn't listen to astrologers. And, up
close..."

He shrugged. So did the emperor—although, in his case, the gesture was one of aman relieving
himsalf of aload. Who wasto say? If Rosshach made the attempt on Pappenheim, either he would
succeed or hewould fail. Mogtly likdly, hewould fail.

So beit. Wallenstein would still be dead, which was the key thing. And the emperor would be
relieved of the burden of paying 20,000 thalersto his n.

"Let it be done, then," he commanded.

* k%

"Hewont listen to me, Edith," complained IsabellaKatharina. Walenstein'swife shook her head.
"Those damned astrologers! All heligtensto! And they aretelling him he has nothing to fear in the year
ahead.”

Edith Wild scowled and glanced at the door. Her bedroom directly adjoined the suite that served
Wallengtein and hiswife astheir living quartersin the palace. That was due to |sabella Katharinas
ingstence that W lengtein's nurse be readily availablein the event his poor hedth suddenly deteriorated.
In the months since she'd arrived in Prague, | sabella had come to trust Edith's advice far more than she
did those of her husbhand's doctors. Much less his astrologers.

Smart woman, thought Edith. "What does Pappenheim say?"

"My husband won't listen to him either. | spoke to Gottfried mysdlf, and he says he can do nothing
beyond make sure that aguard is always stationed at the entrance.”

"Well, that's true enough. He can't very well force the Duke to accept guardsin his own suite.”

| sabella seemed closeto tears. Edith patted her on the shoulder. "All right, then, you'll just haveto
rely on me, if something happens.”



Asmuch as | sabellatrusted her, thelook she gave Edith now was definitely on the skeptical side.

Edith sniffed, and marched over to the chest in the corner that held her clothes. After rummagingin
the bottom for amoment, she brought out something and showed it to Isabella.

"Thisll dothetrick."

Now more intrigued than anything else, I sabella came over and stared at the thing.

"Isthat one of your American pistols?'

Edith grunted. "Don't cdl it a'pigtal.’ It'sarevolver. Smith and Wesson .357 Magnum Chief
Specid. Holdsfive rounds, 125 grain. Kickslike amule and it'll damn near blow your eardrums, but it'l
drop an ox. | wouldn't have bought it mysdlf, it'smy son's. But he gave it to me after thefirst time hefired
it on the shooting range.” She sniffed again. "'l hate to say it, but he's something of asissy—evenif he
doeslike to hang out with those bums at the Club 250, pretending otherwise.”

She was wearing seventeenth-century-style heavy skirtswith a separate pocket undernesth,
attached by adrawstring. Using adlit in the skirts designed for the purpose, she dipped the revolver into
the pocket. "Anyway, rdax. If anybody getsinto the Dukesrooms, I'll seetoit they don't leave. Except
inacoffin.”

| sabellagazed up admiringly at the large American woman. "What would we do without you?'

"I don't know," grunted Edith.

It was the truth, too. There were waysin which taking care of Wallenstein and hiswifewaslike
taking care of children. Still, sheld grown very fond of the two of them. The Duke himsdf was dways
courteous to her—far more courteous than any "fellow American” had ever been, she thought
sarcastically—and |sabella had become ared friend.

Edith Wild hadn't had many friendsin her life. That was her own harsh persondity a work, she
understood well enough. She'd never redlly been sure how much shed like herself, if she had any choice
inthe matter. So it was nice to have aplace again in life, and people who treated her well.

"Don't worry abouit it," she gruffed. "l likeit herein Prague, and | plan on staying. Anybody triesto
fuck with the Duke, they're fucking with me."

"Y ou shouldn't swear so much,” chided Isabella. The reproof was then immediately undermined by
achildishgiggle. "But I'm so glad you're here."

Chapter 1V: En passant
July, 1633

1

"| fed dlly inthisgetup,” Morris grumbled, as Judith helped him with the skirted doublet. "Are you
sure? | mean, I've gotten used to wearing it—sort of—when | go vist Walengtein in his palace. He
dresseslike apeacock himsdlf and insists everyone does at hislittle courts. But I'm just going next door!"

"Stop whining, Morris," hiswife commanded. She stepped back and gave him an admiring look. "
think you look terrific, mysdf. This outfit looks alot better on you than a modern business suit ever did.”

Shewasteling him nothing more than the truth, actudly. Judith thought he did look terrific. Her
husband had the kind of sturdy but unprepossessing face and figure that a drab up-time business suit
smply emphasized. Whereas that same figure, encased in the clothing worn by seventeenth-century
courtiers, looked stately rather than somewhat plump—and it was the shrewdness and intelligencein his
face that was brought forward, rather than the plain features, when framed by alace-fringed falling collar
spilling across his shoulders and capped by a broad-brimmed hat.

"The plume, too?" he whined.

"l said, 'stop whining.' Y es, the plumetoo." Shetook him by the shoulders, turned him around, and
began gently pushing him toward the door of their suite. "Look at it thisway, Morris. For years| had to



listen to you crab and complain about how much you hated wearing atie. Now—no ties.”

He hadn't quite given up. "Damnation, I'm just going across the street—barely ingde the ghetto—to
visit Jason in the new community center.”

They were outside the suite that served them astheir private quarters, and moving down the hallway
toward the great staircase. Judith was no longer actudly pushing him ahead of her, but she was crowding
him closdy enough to force him forward.

"Which you have never yet visited,” she pointed out. "Not once in the two weeks since it was
finished and Jason started working out of it. Even though you paid for the whole thing—buying the
building, refurbishing it, and stocking it with what's becoming avery finelibrary aswell asakitchen for
the poor.”

Now, they were tarting down the stairs. Judith wasn't crowding him quite as closaly any longer.
Not quite.

"I won't fee comfortablethere," he predicted. "Especidly not wearing this damn getup. When |
went to Hilld House—"

"Thisisnot Hilld Housein Morgantown, Morris" Judith pointed out firmly. "And thisis not the
twenty-first century. Everybody in the ghetto knows you're the benefactor who financed the new
community center—just like they know you're the source of the not-so-anonymous funds that went to
help refurbish the Rathhaus and improve the Old-New Synagogue.”

They'd reached the bottom of the stairs. Morris turned around and planted his hands on his hips,
amog glaing a hiswife.

"Yes? And did they use the money the way | wanted?'

Judith gave him aleve look, for amoment, before responding. "Y es, as a matter of fact, they did.
Avigall and Hirshele thanked mefor it just yesterday. They say the seatsin the womens section of the
Synagogue are much improved—and the air circulation even more s0."

That only made Morrislook more sour yet. "Swell. So I'm aiding and abetting 'separate but
equa—uwhichit never is”

It was Judith's turn to plant her hands on her hips. It was agesture she did alot more authoritatively
than hedid.

"Morris, cut it out. You're fifty-three years old and I'm only ayear younger than you are. Neither
one of usisgoing to live long enough to see atenth of the changes you'd like to see—and you know it as
well as| do. So what do you say we keep our eyes focused on what's really critical ?*

Shewas actudly alittle angry, sheredized, not just putting on an act. "What do you think those
Jews are, over there in the Ukraine, whose lives you want to save? A bunch of Mendessohnsand
Eingteins and Oppenheimers? Hundreds of thousands of budding Stephen Jay Goulds, champing at the
bit to study evolution and biology? They're every bit as set in their ways and customs as the crankiest
rabbi herein Prague—alot more so, in fact. So?'

Helooked away. "l just don't likeit," he murmured.

Judith shook her head. "Husband, | love you dearly but sometimes you are purely maddening.
Wheat's really going on hereisthat you just have abad conscience because you know you've hurt Jason's
fedings by not showing up sooner a the community center. And now—menl—you're taking it out on
everybody e se. Starting with me. So cut it out. Just do your duty and march over there. Wearing your
Jewish prince outfit."

She took him by the shoulders and spun him around, facing the door to the street. A servant was
standing by, ready to open it. Judith was a bit startled to see him, only redlizing now that he would have
heard the whole conversation.

How much of it he would have understood, of course, was another question. So far as she knew,
Fischd spokeno English at dl.

So far as she knew—but sheld never asked. Mentdly, she shrugged her shoulders. Nothing had
been said that would come as any surprise to anyone, after dl. Unlike Morris, Judith never let her own



attitudes blind her to the fact that seventeenth-century traditiona Jews—and certainly their rabbis—were
no dummies. By now, months after the Roths had arrived in Prague with abig splash, the people of the
ghetto would have made their own assessment of these exotic foreign Jews.

Wi, perhaps not "assessment.” Not yet, anyway. But Judith was quite sure that she and Morris
had been studied very carefully by their servants—and their observations faithfully reported to their
rabbis.

"Go," she commanded.

* k%

After Morris|eft, Judith went to the kitchen—insofar asthe term "kitchen" could be used to
describe a huge suite of interconnected rooms on the lowest floor devoted to the storing, preparation and
serving of food for the inhabitants of asmall palace. And not just food for the lord and lady of the
mansion, ether, and the guestswho came to their now-frequent dinners and soirees. Judith waswell
aware that the midday medl that the cooks and servants made for themselves was their biggest medl of
the day—and that they quietly smuggled food out every night, for their families back in the ghetto.
Quietly, but not particularly surreptitioudy. Judith had made clear to them, long since, that whatever
disputes she might have with aspects of ther beliefs and customs, shewas afirm believer inthe Biblical
precept about not muzzling the kine that tread the grain.

Avigail, asusud, was tending the big hearth in which the actual cooking was done. Even after the
months she'd been in Prague, Judith was fill dways alittle startled to see that hearth, and the profusion
of kettleshanging over it and smaler skillets nestled directly in the codls. It was such homely things asthe
absence of sovesthat redlly drove hometo her, more than anything e se, that shewasnow livingina
different universe.

Avigal sraightened up and smiled at her. "Good morning, gracious lady."

Avigall spoke Yiddish, not German, but Judith had no trouble understanding her. Except for some
loan words, the languages were dmost identical. The spoken languages, that is. Yiddish waswrittenin
Hebrew characters, which Judith couldn't read at al. One of the reasons Judith had hired Avigall was
because the woman could read German aso, which alowed Judith to leave notes for her when need be.

Now, she wondered what other languages Avigall might speak. Judith knew the woman was fluent
in Czech dso. But—

She blurted it out. In English. A language she had just assumed—uwithout ever asking—would be
completely foreign to the cook.

"Avigail, do you spesk English?’

The cook hesitated for amoment. Then, her face abit siff, replied in heavily accented but quite
understandable English: "Yes, graciouslady. | do."

Judith suddenly redlized that the normaly-bustling and busy kitchen had fdlen very quiet. She
scanned the room and saw that al five of the cooks and hel pers present were staring at her. All of them
with that same, dightly gtiff expression.

"Do all of you spesk English?'

Again, that hesitation. Then, again, nodding heads.

For amoment, Judith wavered between anger and . . .

Wdl ...

She burgt out laughing. "Does every servant in this house spegk English?’

Nods. A bit hadtily, Avigail said: "Y oung Jacob upstairs, not so well." She pointed with aladleat a
teenage girl sanding in acorner near the pantry. "And little Rifka over there, even worse. Lazy
youngsters, they don't do their studieslike they should.”

Judith had to fight to bring her laughter under control. "Their 'studies,’ no less!"

She shook her head, grinning. "They must have scoured the ghetto to find this many
English-speakers. Avigall, if you have any questions—or if the rabbis do—you need only ask. | redly
have no secrets. Neither does my husband.”



Theredidn't seem anything eseto say. Still grinning, sheleft the room.

After shewas gone, Avigail and the three women who'd been employed since the first days after the
Roths arrived, turned their heads to regard Rifka. The young woman was new to the household, having
only started working there the week before. Their expressionswereidentical: that of older women finaly
and fully vindicated in front of skeptica and calow griplings.

"Y ou see?' demanded Avigall. "Did we not tdl you?'

"I will udy harder," Rifkasaid meekly.

"That's not what | meant!" sngpped Avigall. "And you know it perfectly well."

She sniffed, turned away, and went back to work with her ladle. It had avery long handle, because
the hearth was large and the firewas hot. But the ladlein Avigail's mind had just grown shorter gtill. By
now, it was not much longer than a spoon.

2

Thefirgt thing Morris saw when he entered the community center—the first thing he redlly noticed,
at least, because of his nervousness—was the rabbi standing next to Jason and another young man.

He assumed he was arabbi, at |east. Partly from the clothing the man was wearing, but mostly from
certain indefinable things about the way he carried himsalf—and the very evident respect with which
Jason and the other youngster were listening to what he had to say.

Morrisfound himsdf dmost gritting histeeth. He had a better knowledge of history, in generd, than
mogt resdents of Grantville. And because held always been especidly interested in Jewish history, he had
aparticularly good knowledge of that subject. He felt like shouting at the three of them: Your damn
rabbinate didn't start running the show until not much more than a thousand years ago! Those old
men in Babylon who started throwing their weight around after the destruction of the Second
Temple. Our history goes back at least two thousand years earlier than that. Ask David and
Solomon—or Abraham and Moshe—if they kowtowed to a bunch of old men with long beards and
stupid hats!

But, he didnt. It would have been unfairly one-sided, aswell asrude and pointless. And,
besides. ..

Wéll, the fact wasthat the rabbi in question was not particularly old. In fact, helooked to be
younger than Morrishimsdif.

Nothing for it, then. Morristook a deep breath and marched over.

Seaing him come, Jason smiled widdly. It was the biggest smile Jason had given Morrisin at least
two months, and Morrisfdt himsaf warming. As Judith had said, sincethe Ring of Fire Morrishad come
to look upon young Gotkin as something of an adopted son. The estrangement that had grown between
them sincetheir arrival in Prague had been painful.

The rabbi turned his head and regarded Morris. He obvioudy knew who he was, even though
they'd never met. Morriswas not surprised. Thiswas not thefirst time, by any means, that Morris had
entered the ghetto. HEd made anumber of trips—right into the center of the Josefov—to meet with
Dunash and his people. And, every time, although people had not been rude about it, Morris had been
quite aware that he'd been carefully and closely observed everywhere he went. And was just as sure that
the people who watched him passed on their observationsto their rabbis.

As he neared, the rabbi smiled politely and addressed him. " Good morning, Don Morris. Sincell
have never had the opportunity, let metake it now to thank you for your generosity in providing for this
center. And your many other generosities.”

The rabbi's German was excellent, if oddly accented to Morris ear. By now, Morris own German
was dmogt fluent. What he found more interesting, though, was the way the rabbi had addressed him.
Don Morris—asif Morriswere a Sephardic hidalgo. True, it made a certain sense, because most court
Jewsinthefirst haf of the saventeenth century were still Sephardic rather than Ashkenazi. Still . . .

Morris decided it was aworkable compromise, for him as much as the rabbi. Although there were



some differencesin the way Sephardim and Ashkenazim observed their faith, which resulted in friction
and even occasiond clashes, neither one of the branches of Judaism considered the other to be heretics.
Not to mention that Italian Jews, in thisday and age, constituted something of athird tradition of their
own.

Truth be told, the friction between Ashkenazim and Sephardim was due more to socid factorsthan
religious ones. Sephardim, as arule, were more comfortable with cultural accommodation to gentile
society—and, asarule, consderably wedthier than most Ashkenazim. So, they tended to look down on
Ashkenazim asthe equivaent of "country rubes'—adisdain which the Ashkenazim returned in kind,
much asMorris hillbilly neighbors made wisecracks about city dickers. But, snhce hed arrived in hisnew
universe, Morris had discovered that the interaction between the two—and with the
Judaeo-Italians—was quite abit more extensive than his study of history had led him to suspect.

Besdes, the man was being courteous. Whatever his underlying attitudes, Morris had never found it
possible to be rude to someone who was not being rude to him.

He nodded. Gracioudly, he hoped. "My pleasure, rabbi. Ah—"

"Thisis Rabbi Spira," Jason said promptly, dmost eagerly.

0. Thisisthe one.

Morris had to fight down a momentary surge of jealousy. Although Jason had been veiled about it,
Morriswaswel aware that the young man had come to develop a deep admiration for Mordechai
Spira—and something that bordered on filial respect.

Now that Morris had finally met the man, he could understand that better. As much as Morriswas
inclined to didike zealots—and he considered dl Orthodox rabbisto be zed ots, by their nature—he
couldn't misstheinteligencein Spiras eyes. Nor the quite evident warmth and kindlinessin them, either.
Jason had told him, more than once, that even when Rabbi Spira corrected him for hiserrors, he
invariably did so with good humor. Even wit.

For Morris Roth, "witty Orthodox rabbi" had aways been something of an oxymoron. Unlike
Jason, who'd lived in |srael for ayear as a student, Morris and Judith had never done more than visit the
country for acouple of weeks a atime. Morris had not had much contact with Orthodox Judaismin the
United States he'd come from, since his area of the country was dominated by Reform Judaism. So his
main personal impression of Orthodox rabbis came from what held seen in Israe—which, to him, had
been their congtant interference in Isradl's palitics, their narrow-minded obsessions, the readinesswith
which they threw their political weight around. HEd been particularly angry at their refusd—well, some
of them—to alow their adherentsto servein Isragl's armed forces, at the same time that they demanded
those armed forces be used to carry out policies they wanted.

He had to remind himsalf—as Judith reminded him constantly—that they'd left that world behind.
Therewasno Isradl inthisuniverse. Not yet, at least; and not for sometimeto come, if ever. The
rabbinate that existed here was one that had been shaped by thelife of Jewsin centra and eastern
Europe's ghettos and shitetls. It smply wasn't fair for Morris Roth to pile atop Mordecha Spiras head dl
the Snsof arabbinatein adifferent time, in adifferent universe.

He began to say some words that would have been smply friendly. But he'd barely begun before he
heard noises coming from the entrance. The sounds were very faint, seeming to come from agreat
distance, but Morris thought he recognized them.

Gunshots. Then, amoment later—

Lots of gunshots.

"Itsgarting,” hesad. "Findly."

3
Ellie leaned back in the chair before the console, and took a deep breath.
"Well, Duke, thereit is. Finished. Findly."
Wallenstein examined the telephone center, his eyes bright with interest. "And you have the people



trained to operate it, yes?'

Ellie nodded. "Three, so far. Enough to keep shifts going round the clock—for awhile, anyway.
Y ou'll need to give them sometime off, though, now and then.”

Wallengtein was frowning alittle, as he often did listening to Elli€sidiosyncratic blend of German
and English. Belatedly, sherealized that the expression "round the clock” wouldn't have meant much to
him. True, they had clocksin the seventeenth century. But the devices were rare and expensive, too
much o for their habits to have entered popular idiom yet.

Walengtein shrugged irritably. "1 see no problem.” He jerked his head toward adoor. "They will
deep here, anyway."

The new telephone center, at Walengtein'singstence, had been built directly adjoining his persona
auite in the palace. Hed even had living quarters connected to it prepared for the eventua telephone
operators. Ellie thought that was an odd arrangement. But, given Wallengtein's shaky hedth—not to
mention the terrible wounds that Julie Mackay had inflicted upon him at the Alte Veste, which he would
never fully recover from even with the help of American medica care—she could understand it.
Wallengtein had to spend alot of histime, now, resting in his bed. But with atelephoneliteraly & his
fingertips, he would have the wherewitha to continue managing the empire he intended to build for
himsdlf. Ellie and Len had aready built and put in place adirect phone connection between Wallengtein's
bed in his private room and the telephone center itself.

By now, Ellie had gotten to know Wallenstein well enough not to be afraid to contradict him. The
Duke of Friedland wasinsstent upon his privileges, and had avery harsh way with anyone who was
impoliteto him. But he did not bridle at being opposed over amatter of substance, aslong asit was done
respectfully and not too insgstently. And, fortunately, he cut more dack for Ellie than he did for just about
anyone else except hiswifelsabellaand his nurse, Edith Wild. And Pappenheim, of course.

Ellie shook her head. "Duke, thisis not that Ssmple a system to operate. It takesalot of mental
dertness—at least, assuming you wind up using it as often as you think you will. What | mean is—"

There was an interruption at the door. More precisdly, in the large room beyond that served
Wadlengtein's private suite as an entry sdlon. A man was pushing hisway in, overriding the protests of the
guard stationed at the entrance to the suite. There seemed to be several men standing in the corridor
beyond, aswell.

Ellie recognized him. It was Eugen Rossbach—Ritter Rosshach, as heinssted on being
caled—one of the mercenary captainswho had attached himsalf to Wallengtein's service. Wdlengtein
was rather partia to the man. Ellie despised him, hersel f—but then, admittedly, Ellie despised most of the
mercenaries who surrounded the Duke of Friedland. Perhaps oddly, Pappenhelm—in some waysthe
mogt frightening of them all—wasthe one she didiked the least.

Wallengtein, now frowning fiercely, stepped out of the smdll telegphone center into the main salon.
"What isit, Rossbach? | am occupied a the moment."

Rossbach, il fending off the protesting guard with one hand, waved a document with the other.

"Y es, my gpologies—but you must seethisimmediately! It'sfrom the emperor!”

Ellierose and came to the doorway. Wallenstein took a step forward to take the message, which
Rossbach extended toward him.

It suddenly dawned on Ellie that the three men with Rossbach were coming into the main salon, now
that the guard was distracted. Why?

One of them—then the other two—reached for their swords. Without thinking, Ellie grabbed
Walengtein by his collar and yanked him backward.

The Duke cried out in protest. Rossbach snarled. Then—Ellie never saw the stabbing itself—the
guard suddenly screamed and staggered forward. Behind him, as hefell to his knees, she could see one
of Rosshach's companionswith his sword now in hishand. Thetip of it was covered in blood.

Walengtein cried out again. A curse of some sort, Ellie thought. Rossbach shouted something,
dropped the document and drew his own sword.



Ellie hauled Walenstein back into the telephone room. He stumbled on the way and fell backward,
landing on hisrump. She just had time to dam the door shut in Rosshach's face.

Then, fumbled to find thelock which—

Didn't exis.

Goddamit! Thered been no reason, after al, to put alock on that door. In fact, Wallenstein would
have been furiousif they'd done so. It was his telephone center, not that of the men who would be
operating it for him.

She heard Rossbach's fist damming the door. Then, amoment later, amuch heavier wham ashis
boot dammed intoit.

Elliesfear and fury were, for amoment, penetrated by an absurd impulse to cackle with laughter.
That idiot Rossbach thinks the door 1S1ocked.

But it probably wouldn't take him long to figureit out. And besides—another wham—even if he
didn't, that door wasn't redlly that solid. Hed be ableto kick it in easily enough.

Wallenstein was now rising to hisfeet. Unfortunately, in his own persond suite, the Duke wasn't
carrying hissword. They were both unarmed.

"Bullshit!" Ellie snarled. She stooped over and rummaged through the big tool chest that had beenin
the room for weeks now. An ingtant later, she came up with amodern Crescent wrench—Len's
12-incher—as well as the two-foot cheater pipe he used for extraleverage when he needed it.

She tossed the pipe to Wallenstein and hefted the wrench. It wasn't much, but it would have to do.

Wham!

Wham!—and the door came off the hinges. Rossbach and another man started pushing through the
doorway, their swords level.

WHAM! WHAM!

Both of them sailed through the opening, asif shot from a.cannon, their svords flying out of their
hands. Wadlengtein clubbed Rosshach down, but Ellie missed the other man. Her swing had been wild,
accompanied by ashriek of fear as she dodged the sword sailing ahead of him. Now it was her turn to
fal on her ass.

It didn't matter, though. The swing had been more of areflex than anything else. Sheld seen the
erupting exit wound on the man's belly. That WHAM had been a gunshot.

She stared through the open, shattered doorway. She could see Edith Wild standing in the salon,
now. The big woman's face was contorted with anger and she was holding a modern-style revolver in
both hands. The two remaining nswere out of Elliesrange of view. But she could just imagine
how astonished they were. Ellie was astonished hersdlf.

WHAM! WHAM!

Now that Ellie wasn't completely overwhelmed by adrendin, the sound of the gunshots seemed ten
timeslouder. Edith must have been nearly deafened. Each shot from the short-barreled revolver was
accompanied by abright yellow muzzle flash. The gun bucked in Edith's big hands—so badly thet Ellie
was pretty sure the second shot had gonewild.

But Edith didn't seemed fazed at dl. The snarl stayed on her face and she brought the gun back into
line

"The Tatar," indeed. Don't fuck with Nurse Ratchett.

Ellie heard aman shout something. A protest of some kind, perhaps, or apleafor mercy.

Fat lot of good it did him. WHAM!

Ellie shook her head to clear it. When she looked up again, Edith was no longer in sight. Hearing
some sort of noise—she couldn't redlly tell what it was, her ears were ringing so badly—Ellie scrambled
over on her hands and knees and stuck her head out the door.

Edith'slast shot had gone alittle wild too, it seemed. The man had only been wounded in the



shoulder—from what Ellie could tell, nothing more than a flesh wound—and Edith's gun was out of
ammunition.

Fat lot of good it did him. Don't fuck with Nurse Ratchett. Edith had wrestled him to thefloor and
was now clubbing his head with her revolver.

Thump. Thump. Thump. Thump.

Wallengtein stuck his own head out the door, crouched alittle higher than Ellie. "Rossbach is dead,”
he announced.

He studied Edith at her work for amoment, then straightened and helped Ellie to her feet. When she
looked at him again, to her surprise, Walenstein was smiling thinly and stroking his badly scarred jaw.

"A pity there are so few American women," he announced. "If | had an army of you mad crestures,
| could conquer the world."

Pappenheim charged into the salon, his sword in his hand. Behind him came at least haf adozen
soldiers. When he saw Wallengtein, obvioudly unhurt, the relief on his face was dmaost comic. It was odd,
redly—not for thefirg time, the thought came to Ellie—how much devotion aman like Wallenstein could
get from aman like Pappenhem. She didn't think she'd ever redlly understand it.

But, shedidn't need to. Thefact itself was enough. Walenstein was il dive and kicking and now
Pappenheim was on the scene. Which meant that—finally—all hell was about to break |oose.

"Best stap her, Gottfried,” said Wallengtein, pointing to Edith. The nursewas till clubbing the
would-be assassin, though he was now completely limp and lying on the floor. "It would help if we could
get himtotak."

Even ferocious Pappenheim seemed alittle daunted by the project. After amoment's hesitation, he
sheathed his word and walked over, taking care to remain outside of Edith's reach.

He kndt to bring himsdlf into her fidld of view and gave Edith hismost winning smile. Which, on
Pappenheim's face, looked about as out of place as anything Ellie could imagine.

He extended hishand in a carefully nonthreatening pleafor restraint. " Bitte, Frau. We need the man
totak."

Edith let up on her thumping and glared at Pappenheim. Then, gave the assassin one find thump and
rose heavily to her feet. "All right. But he better never try it again.”

Pappenheim studied the man's bloody head. "No fear of that, | think."

Now Isabellacame piling into the room, shrieking with fear, and practically legped into her
husband's arms. As he comforted her, Wallenstein gave Ellie ameaningful glance.

"Yes, boss," she muttered. She went back into the telephone center and started making the
connections.

AsEllie expected, it wasn't long before Wallenstein came in. He was a considerate husband, but
some things that man would dwaysinsgst on doing himsdif.

"Thefirgt timeitisused," he confirmed. "I will do so, and no other."

Ellie had dready made the connection to the barracks adjoining Wallenstein's pal ace where he kept
histrusted officers and troops. (Except Pappenheim and the most trusted ones—they lived in the
palace.) Len was handling the phone center in the barracks itself, and they'd had time to exchange afew
words.

Wallengtein leaned over and spoke into the tube. "Doit," was al he commanded.

Pappenheim crowded in, giving the telephone equi pment no more than an interested glance. "'l will
seeto Marradas mysdf.”

"Make sure there's not another miracle, Gottfried."

The smilethat now came to Pappenheim’'sface didn't look out of placeat all.

* % %

Ellie never saw it hersdlf, since she spent the next many hours closeted in the telephone center. But
she heard about it. In the famous " defenestration of Prague’ that had been the incident usualy cited asthe



trigger for the Thirty Y ears War, the Catholic Habsburg envoys thrown out of a high window in Prague
Cadtle by rebdlious Protestant noblemen had landed in apile of manure. Their surviva had been
acclaimed as amiracle by the Catholic forces and had been disheartening to the Protestant rebels.

Marradas fell about the same distance—seventy feet—after Pgppenheim threw him out of a
window in the castle. But, as commanded, there was no second miracle. Marradas landed on a pile of
stones on the street bel ow—rplaced there by Pappenheim's soldiers at his command, while Pappenheim
kept the screaming and struggling Spanish don pinned in hisgrip for ten minutes until the work was
finished.

4

Ellie heard about it from Morris Roth, who had watched it happen—at a distance, through
binoculars, from the room in the uppermost floor of his mansion that gave him the best vantage point.

Morris had gone back to his mansion as soon as he redlized the coup was underway. Jason had
followed him aong with, somewhat to Morris surprise, Mordechal Spira. The rabbi had not even taken
the precaution of wearing the special badge that Jews were required to wear under Habsburg law
whenever they |eft the ghetto.

For thefirst few hours, it was hard to tell exactly what was happening. Morris had tried to reach
Len and Ellie with the CB radios they'd brought with them to Prague, but there was no answer. That
meant neither of them werein ther private roomsin Wallenstein's paace. They dways | eft their CB there,
hidden in one of their chests, since the existence of the radios was supposed to be a secret from their
new dlies. None of them redlly thought that Wallenstein was fooled any, but snce he dso never raised
the issue, they'd decided that maintaining discretion was the best policy. Soon enough, no doubt, now
that the conflict was out in the open, Wallenstein would start pressuring his American aliesto provide him
with morein the way of technological advancement.

But their protracted failure to answer was enough by itsdf to confirm Morris guess. That had to
mean that both of them were busy in the new phone centers, which Wallenstein would be using to
coordinate the first stages of his coup d'etat.

The defenestration of Marradas took place early in the afternoon. A few short minuteslater, anew
standard began appearing, draped over the walls of every prominent building on the Hradcany—even the
cathedral. Morrisdidn't recognize it, but he was sure it was the new coat of armsthat Wallenstein had
designed for himsdlf.

Duke of Friedland, Prince of Sagan—and now, King of Bohemia and Moravia.

Morrislowered the binoculars. "Well, that'sit. For the moment, anyway."

He heard Mordechal Spiraclear histhroat. "We will not take sidesin this, Don Morris. None of us
have any love for the Habsburgs, but . . . Walenstein . . . It was he, you know, who had poor Jacob
Stein guarded by dogs under the gallows while he extorted € even thousand florins from us.”

"Yes, | know. But the fact was that Stein had broken the lav—even if unwittingly—and there are
plenty of goyishe princes who would have executed him after squeezing thesilver fromus. Anditisaso
afact that Wallenstein eventualy exonerated Hanok ben Mordechal Altschul, who had aso been
accused, when many agoyishe prince—most of them—would never have bothered digtinguishing aguilty
Jew from an innocent.”

Heturned hishead and looked at Spira. Therabbi's eyeswere alittle wide. "Y ou know the history
of it?" he asked, obvioudy surprised.

"I know agreat ded of history,” Morris said harshly. He was on the verge of uttering some bitter
phrases—more than phrases, entire paragraphs—on the ineffectud role generally played by Orthodox
rabbiswhen the Nazi Holocaust swept over eastern Europe's Jewry.

But, thankfully, he managed to swalow them. Mordechal Spira seemed awell-meaning man, and
young Jason liked and admired him—and, most of dl, it was smply unfair to blameaman or evena
group of men for the faults and failures of other men in acompletely different time and place.

"I know agreat dedl of history,” Morrisrepeated, but thistime softly, most sighing the words. "1



only wish | knew what to do with that knowledge.”

Inadvertently, his eyes drifted eastward. Spiras eyesfollowed his gaze.

"Y ou are worried about the Ukraine, | know. Jason hastold me."

"Will you help me, then?'

The rabbi hesitated, but not for more than a second or two. "'l will do everything | can, Don Morris,
which | fed | can do in good conscience.”

Morristhought about it. "1 guess| can live with that.”

He went back to studying the city with hisbinoculars. "I do not know what is going to happen now,
Rabbi. But you are not pacifigts.”

"No, we are not."

"Y ou will defend the ghetto, whether or not you take Sdesin thisbusiness.” It was a command, not
aquestion. "'l do not know if there will be trouble, but there may be. Not from Wallenstein or
Pappenheim, but the Habsburgs. Or, for that matter, who knows what Holk and his butcherswill do,
when they get the news.”

"Yes," replied Spira. "Wewill do our best, at least. Though we have no weapons beyond tools and
kitchen knives."

Morris chuckled, and lowered the binoculars. "That's what you think. Show him, Jason.”

* * %

Ten minutes later, Mordechal Spirds eyes were wider yet. Jason and Dunash's people—who'd
arrived a the Morris mansion just moments earlier—were hauling the muskets out of the cratesin the
basement and stacking them againgt the walls.

"l was able to bring two hundred, which was al Mike Stearnstold me he could spare,” Morris
explained. "These are the new flintlocks. Y ou'll need to have Jason explain how they work. They're not
really much different from matchlocks, just better. | assume that in a ghetto of some fifteen thousand
people, there haveto be at least afew hundred who've handled firearms before.”

Spiranodded. "Oh, yes. Many are here from the small villages, where things are less regulated. And
there are a |east afew dozen former seamen.”

"We can help too!" Dunash said eagerly.

Morrisglared at him. "Y ou are taking sdesin this business, young man—and you have
commitments dready. Red and Billek are counting on you to man the katyusha. So get your ass out of
here"

Dunash hesitated. But Jason spoke up, very firmly. "Do as he says, Dunash. All of you."

The young Abraband firebrands and their new recruits—there were amost twenty of them,
now—immediately left. The rabbi turned his head to watch them go, before bringing his gaze to Jason. It
was dmost as he were examining him.

Then, he amiled. "I have great hopesfor you, young man. | think you will make a splendid rabbi."

Now he looked at Jason's chevrusah. " Spread the word, Schmuel. We want only men who know
how to use guns. No point in trying to teach complete novices."

After Schmuel raced out, Spirachuckled. "Such as mysdlf. Tell me, Don Morris, are you familiar
with guns?'

Before answering him—by way of answer, rather—M orris went to another crate and drew out a
different weapon. Thisone, unlike the others, was encased in afancy covering rather than smple cloth.

He unzipped the guncase and drew out therifle. "Thisisamuch better gun than those flintlocks,
Rabbi. I've owned it for many years. It iscaled—well, never mind. Yes, | know how to useit. | wasa
soldier in the American army, some years ago. In fact, I'm quite agood shot.”

Spiraseemed to be examining him, now. Morris shifted his shoulders uncomfortably. "L ook, Rabbi,
itsnot just my military training. In theworld | came from my wife and children and | were the only Jews
inour town. And it'samountain country town, where everybody hunts."



Helooked down at therifle, caressing the deek stock. "The strange thing about it—yperhaps—is
that | never actualy hunted myself. Hunting is not part of our traditions and customs.”

Spiranodded. "No, it isnot. We may only eat meat which has been properly daughtered by a
schohet.”

Morrissmiled wryly; dmost bitterly. "Ah, yes, dl those rules. Most of which | do not agree with but
ill often find it hard to ignore completely. Like hunting." Heraised therifleabit, asif garting to bring it
to his shoulder, and then lowered it again.

"But, you see, Rabhi . . . it would have been standoffish for me not to join my friendsin their
favorite sport. So, | did, even though | never shot any deer. | just went dong. | dways enjoyed the
outdoors anyway. And—I don't know—I suppose just in order to prove that the reason | didn't wasn't
because—well—"

He shifted his shoulders again. "I was one of the best shots on therifle range and everybody knew
it. So my friends—yes, gentilefriends, | had lots of them—still do—would tease me about it. But not
much, and not hard, and only in fun.”

He gave Spira something of a challenging stare. Spiralooked away, but Morrisdidn't think it was
because the rabbi was afraid of the challenge, or trying to avoid it.

"There are many wise and wonderful sayingsin the midrash, Don Morris. 'When in acity, follow its
customs isone of them.”

Morris swallowed. Hed heard that one before, from hisrabbi Steve Stern, in auniverse now
impossible to reach.

Spirabrought his gaze back. "But | think there is perhaps an even more apt saying—though not
from the midrash. It isone of your American folk sayings, Jasontdlsme.”

The rabbi gestured toward the west, where, faintly, the sounds of fighting could still be heard across
theriver. "Wewill not takes sdesin thisaffair. But, however it is settled, we will be guided by the
wisdom of the ancient Babylonian sage Schmud. 'The law of the kingdom is the law." That will suffice
for you, | think, in theimmediate period.”

"Yeah," Morrisgruffed. "I can livewith that. For awhile, a least. So can Wallengein.”

Spiranodded. "And, in the meantime, Don Morris—"

"| prefer to be caled just 'Morris,' " he stated abruptly.

Spiranodded again. "Asyou wish. And, in the meantime, Morris. . . don't be astranger.”

With that, smiling, the rabbi turned away and headed for the stairs. "Now," he said over his
shoulder, "I'd best see after young Schmuel—who is no sage. Indeed, he can be excessively enthusiagtic.
Please come with me, Jason, | could use your help.”

* * %

Morris stayed donein the basement after they left, slent, for perhaps five minutes. Then he began

loading therifle.

"Did you think it was going to be smple?' he muttered to himsdlf. "Y ou dummy.”

Chapter V: Castling
July, 1633

1
For the next two days, while Wallenstein and Pappenheim fought a chaotic and swirling series of
small battlesin and around Prague with military units who opposed the rebellion—or smply wanted to
remain neutra, which Walenstein wasn't going to tolerate—Morris Roth remained in hismansion. He
stayed on the uppermost floor most of the time, except for brief snatches of deep; moving from window
to window, riflein his hands, keeping watch on the streets below. He hadn't planned it that
way—certainly Len and Ellie hadn't, when they purchased the building on his behaf—but because of its



location just outside one of the main gates in the ghetto wall, his mansion served the Josefov as something
intheway of aravdin. An exterior little fortress from which enfilade fire could be brought to bear on
anyone attempting to assault the fortressitself.

He only used therifle once, during those two days. That was on the evening of thefirst day, just
before sundown, when asmall band of ruffians—possibly soldiers operating on their own, possibly just
criminas; it was hard to tell—advanced toward the ghetto brandishing a haphazard collection of swords,
pikes and arquebuses. Morris warned them off when they werefifty yards away. When the only
response he got was asmall volley of arquebusfire that did no damage a al beyond making afew
pockmarksin the thick walls of the mansion, he shot three of them.

One round each, good center mass shots. Not hard to do, at that range, especidly for agood shot
like Morris. All of them fell in the street, in the space of |ess than ten seconds. The rest promptly fled.

One man had been killed ingtantly; the other two were mortally wounded, dying within minutes. One
of the men managed to crawl perhaps twenty feet before he findly collapsed.

Morrisdept hardly at dl that night. Early in the morning, Judith found him back at his pog, rifle held
firmly in hisgrip. He avoided her eyes, though, when she approached and placed her hand on his
shoulder.

"Tak to me, Morris™

"What'sthereto say?' he asked, shrugging. "I'm asmall-town jeweler who hasn't even beenin afist
fight sncel wasakid in boot camp. Over thirty yearsago. Y eah, sure, | wasin Vietnam. Big dedl. |
gpent my whole tour of duty asasupply clerk inthe big army base at Long Binh, and | didn't get there
until long after the Tet Offensve.”

While he spoke, his eyes kept ranging across the streets below, looking for possible threats. He
never looked a Judith once. "1 guessyou could cal it ‘combat duty,' since | always knew that some of
the explosions and shots | heard during the night was stuff aimed into the base rather than our own
Harassment and Interdiction fire. But nothing ever landed close to me—and | never once had to fire my
own weapon at any enemies| could see” Very softly: "I've never even shot a deer before, much lessa
man. Then stare at their bodies afterward, while they bleed to death.”

Judith gave his shoulder alittle squeeze; then, disappeared for awhile. When she returned, she had
Mordecha Spirain tow along with another rabbi who seemed to be a closefriend of his. A man by the
name of 1saac Gans. The two of them kept Morris company the rest of the day. There waslittle
conversation, because Morriswas not in amood for talking. Still, he appreciated their presence. Not so
much for anything they said or did, but just for the fact of it.

Neither Spiranor Gans was wearing Jewish insgnia. During the afternoon of the day before, just a
short time before Morris had his confrontation with the band of thugs, asmal squad of soldiersled by a
sub-officer had placed posters on buildings near the ghetto—as well astwo posters flanking the entrance
to the ghetto itsdf. The posters were proclamations by Wallenstein. The firgt proclamation announced
that he was now the king of Bohemia—and Pappenheim was the duke of Moravia

There were many proclamations on those posters. Among them, Wallenstein had kept the promise
held made to Morrislong months before, in asmal housein Grantville. Freedom of religion was
guaranteed. Didtinctions between citizens (that was anew word, just in itself—citizens) would no longer
takereligious affiliation into account. And, specifically, al regtrictions on Jews were abolished.

It was pretty impressive, actually. At least, the words were. A lot of the language was cribbed from
texts of the American Revolution aswdl asthe Declaration of the Rights of Man adopted in 1789 by
the National Assembly during the French Revolution. One, in particular, was taken word-for-word from
the French declaration:

No one shall be disquieted on account of his opinions, including hisreligious views, provided
their manifestation does not disturb the public order established by law.

True enough, there was wiggle room there, if Wallenstein choseto exerciseit. "Disturb the public
order" could become aweasdl phrase easily enough, in the hands of an autocrat.



Which Wallenstein would be. His proclamations, needlessto say, did not include the political
aspects of the French and American declarations. The rights and liberties of citizenswould be
respected—or <0, at least, Wallenstein proclaimed. But political power would remain in the hands of the
new king. Therewas aprovision for the formation of a National Assembly, but it was obvious that
Wadlengein intended it to remain purely advisory.

So beit. What Wallengtein intended was one thing; what eventually resulted, another. And, inthe
meantime, at least Jews no longer had to wear badges or digtinctive yellow hats whenever they left the
ghetto. They could build synagogues anywhere in Prague—in dl of Bohemiaand Moravia, in fact—and
could henceforth own the gunsto protect them, if need be.

There was one part of the proclamation that amost made Morrislaugh. Wallenstein had aso
ordered the dismantling of thewall of the ghetto. And, sure enough, Dunash and his firebrands
immediately began eagerly tearing down one little section of the wall near the quarter of the ghetto where
they lived—ignoring the protests of most of their neighbors.

Ther Jewish neighbors, for whom the wall was something of acomfort aswell asacurse. The
neighbors had even gone to register a protest with the rabbis.

The chief rabbi had hemmed and hawed. But most of the other rabbis—led by Spiraand Gans,
according to Jason—decided soon enough that the wisdom of the ancient Babylonian sage still gpplied:
The law of the land is the law.

So, Dunash and his men had been able to proceed in the work cheerfully and unmolested.

But only for two days. In midafternoon of the third day, having established their control of Prague
itsdlf, Walenstein and Pappenheim took most of their soldiers out of the city, marching to the southwes,
to meet an oncoming army dispatched by Ferdinand I1.

There was to be a second Battle of the White Mountain, it seemed.

The day after Wdlenstein and Pappenheim | eft, Holk—who had been ordered to guard the
northern frontier againgt any possible Saxon interference—announced that he was marching into Prague
instead. "To secure the city from disorders,” he was reported to have said. Or words to that drunken
effect.

Whether he had decided to throw hislot in with Emperor Ferdinand, or smply couldn't resist the
opportunity to loot amagjor city, no one knew. To the inhabitants of Prague, it hardly mattered. Not even
the still-considerable body of residents who were Habsburg loyaists wanted Holk around. Nobody in
their right mind, except his own thugs, wanted Holk anywhere nearby.

Morris got the news from Red Sybolt and Jan Billek.

"Isit true?' he asked.

"Seamsto be," said Billek. "Thereisaready asmal siream of refugees coming into the city from the
north. They bdieveit, certainly—that iswhy they aretrying to get out of Holk's path.”

Morrisleaned out the window, scowling toward the north. "What does Holk think he's doing? If
Wallenstein wins, he's dead meat.”

"DoesHolk 'think' at all?' Red shrugged. "He'sadrunk and athug, Morris. For al we know, he
didn't decide anything at al. Maybe his own soldiers put him up to it, and he doesn't dare refuse them.
Sacking abig city like Prague when it's got no real army to defend it isthe kind of opportunity every
mercenary dreams about in the Thirty Years War. Look at it from their point of view. At the very lesd,
they'll have two or three daysto plunder and pillage before W lenstein and Pappenheim get back and
they haveto runfor it. Y ou think the average mercenary—sure as hell in Holk's army—thinksin the long
run?'Planning for the future for guyslike that means'gimme what | want—now." "

Morris brought his head back, still scowling. "All right. 1t'll be up to you and Jan, then. Walengtein
didn't leave more than athousand soldiers here. Good thing he didn't take your Brethren volunteers with
him, too."

Red smiled lopsidedly. "Pappenheim still doesn't trust us. Not our loyalty, just how much usewed



bein abattle. HEs more set in hisways than Walengtein, you know—and with Wallengtein in the shape
he'sin, Pgppenheim will have to do the actua commanding on the battlefield.”

Morris smile was even more lopsided than Red's. "I never thought 1'd say this, but | realy wish—
really wish—Wadlenstein had stayed behind. What aworld! To think I'd ever find Wallenstein's presence
acomfort." Heshook hishead. "But . . . thereit is. | surely would."

He glanced up at the Hradcany. "What about the soldiers he did leave behind?”

"Oh, | think we can count on them, well enough,” Billek assured him. "Pappenheim |eft one of his
protégés in charge—young Kastner, | do not think you know him. His unit is one of the best, actudly.
Wallenstein and Pappenheim want something to return to, assuming they win their bettle. There are il
plenty of Habsburg loydistsin the population, especialy among the Cathalics.”

"Why'd they take dmost everybody with them, then?'

"Morris, beredidtic,” said Sybolt. "If you were Walengtein, you'd do the samething. If helosesthis
upcoming bettle againgt the Austrians, he's finished. He's burned al his bridges behind him, now. It's not
asif hefigured on Holk running wild, after all—and even if he did consder the possibility, so whet? I
Wi lenstein whips the Austrians and comes back to awrecked and plundered Prague, he's still theking
of Bohemia. Cities can be rebuilt, too, you know. Look at Magdeburg.”

Morristook adeep breath and let it out dowly. "True. Tough on the people living in the city,
though."

"Y up. Unlessthey protect themsalves. Speaking of which, what are your orders?'

"My orders?' Morrisstared a him. "I'm not in charge here.”

Red chuckled. "Morris, sometimes you're areal babe in the woods. What does'in charge' haveto
do with anything? Nobody put Holk ‘in charge' either—but he's till on hisway.”

Sybolt stepped up to the window and studied the Hradcany for amoment. "Kastner'sjust a
youngster, Morris. He hasn't got the confidence to take charge of the whole city. What hell doisfort up
in the castle and the key buildingsin the Maa Stranabelow the hill—including Wallenstein's paace, of
course—and just be satisfied with fending Holk off."

"Heisright,” said Billek. "And Holk will make no red effort to take the Hradcany. He and hismen
arelooking for loot, not a protracted sege.” He came forward and joined Sybolt at the window,
examining the city. "From the direction they are coming, they will strike Prague on the west bank of the
Vlitavafirst. Then, they will recoil from Kastner's men in the Hradcany and the Maa Strana and head for
Stone Bridge. Most of Pragueison this side of theriver. Not the richest part, to be sure, but Holk and
his men are not fussy looters. And thisisthe soft part of the city."

Billek glanced at the two rabbis standing not far away. The faces of both Spiraand Ganswere cam
enough, but tight with worry. "Especidly the Josefov. Jews are not armed and everyone knowsit. They
will begin their plunder and ravagesin Old Town and move north to the ghetto.”

Morriswas no military man, but, as he studied the layout of the city, he decided that Red and Jan
were right. Given the nature of Holk and hisarmy, that was exactly what they'd do.

"We should try to tragp them on the Stone Bridge," he said abruptly. "Never let them get across at
al”

Then abit startled by the sureness with which held spoken, Morrisadded: "1 think."

"Wdl, sodo|," said Red. "So does Jan—we talked about it on our way over here. Good thing
weve got asmart boss.”

"Who made methe 'boss?' Morris demanded. "I still don't understand—"

Billek interrupted him. That was unusud, for the normally reserved and polite leader of the Brethren.
"Do not be supid, Morris" he said forcefully. " Don Morris, rather.”

Billek nodded toward the two rabbis. "The only way this plan will work isif the Jews hold the
eastern side of the bridge and keep Holk pinned on it. While we Brethren and Red's CoC volunteers
hammer them from fortified positionsin the Maa Strana. We have most of the guns and will do most of
the killing. But the eastern end of the bridge must be held—and firmly."



Spiraand Gans looked startled. Billek shook his head. "As Red says, we must be redlistic here.
Who dse except the Jewswill hold the eastern end of the bridge from Holk—hold it at dl, much less
firmly? Except for the Brethren, the Christian population on the east Sde of theriver isstill confused and
uncertain. They won't fight—not most of them—not againgt such asHolk. They will smply fleethecity.”

Morrisfdt hisjawstighten. "Whereas the Jews don't have any placeto runto. If they try to leave
the city, in this chaos, they'd likely be plundered by"—he amost said the stinking goyishe villagers on
the way, but didn't—"you know, everybody. Just about."

Billek said nothing. After amoment, to Morris surprise, Red grinned cheerfully.

"Hey, Morris, look at it thisway—it happened once before, didn't it? Well, in amanner of
Spesking.”

Morris couldn't help but smile himsdlf. Talk about a topsy-turvy world! Inthe universethey'd
come from, in the year 1648, a Swedish army had marched into Prague and taken the Hradcany and the
Mala Strana on the west bank of the river. Convinced that they'd do better even under the heavy hand of
the Habsburgs than at the hands of a conquering Swedish army—~by the end of the Thirty Years War,
Swedish armies were no more disciplined than anybody's—the Jews of Prague's ghetto had joined with
Catholic students and burghersto fight off the Swedes when they tried to cross the Stone Bridge and
pillage the eastern half of the city. It had been the last mgjor battle of the Thirty YearsWar, in fact. It
didn't end until nine days after the Peace of Westphalia was sgned—and the Swedes never did make it
acrossthe bridge.

Lessthan ahundred years later, under Empress Maria Theresa, the Habsburgs repaid the loydty of
Prague's Jawry by expeling them from the city.

"Right,” Morrisgrowled, hisamilefading. "Let'sdo it again—and well hope, thistime, it turns out
better inthelong run.”

Heturned away from the window and faced the two rabbis. "Will you agree?”'

Spiraand Ganslooked at each other. Spiranodded. Gans shrugged. Do we have achoice? Not
that | can see. And | am sure dl the other rabbiswill agree.”

"You will bein command, yes, Don Morris?' asked Spira. He gave Billek and Red a somewhat
apologetic glance. "Our peoplewill follow you. Not . . . others"

"See?' Red demanded, smiling wider than ever. "Likel said, you're the boss."

"Make sureyou are on ahorse," Billek added. "Biggest horse you can find. And wear something
suiteble™

2

Morris had been prepared for abrawl with Dunash. He was sure the young militant would try to
ing gt that he and his men should remain with the other Jews on the east bank, rather than fighting with the
Brethren as they were supposed to do.

But, to hissurprise, Red Sybolt scuttled the problem before it could even emerge.

"We may aswell keep me and Dunash and the katyusha on this side anyway, Morris. Those
rockets are about as accurate as spitting in the wind. If wefire them at the bridge from the Maé Strana,
we're aslikely to kill our own people over here as Holk's people on the bridge.”

Red pointed acrosstheriver. "The Brethren will be sheltered in fortified positions over there. At the
beginning, for sure. So they'll be safe enough from friendly fire, snce those warheadsredly aren't that
powerful. We designed them as antipersonnel wegpons. A small charge and alot of shrapndl, basically.”

"Jan's okay with that?"

"Yeah, heand | dready talked it over." Red's easy grin was back. "Besides, the truck'sin your
basement, remember? That was the only place secret enough to assembleit under Wallenstein's nose.
Wadl, under Marradas nose. I'm pretty sure Wallenstein knows we have the thing. It'll be hard enough to
haul it out of there, much lesstry to get it acrossthe river and under shelter. The Maa Strana doesntt
have too much in the way of garages, you know."

After hethought it over, Morris decided Red wasright. If nothing else, even if the katyusha proved



ineffectivein the battle, just having afabled American war machine show up in the midst of the motley
"army" assembling on the eastern end of the bridge would do wonders for morade. Especialy with Jews
manning thething.

Beddes, hewastiring of fighting with Dunash.

"Okay, done."

He had abigger problem with the horse. Big enough that he even lapsed into profanity for a
moment. "Where the hell did you get thisthing? | didn't think Clydesdaes even existed in thisday and
age." A littlewhine cameinto hisvoice. "And how am | supposed to even get onto it, anyway? Especialy
wearing this stupid getup. With awinch?"

He was coming to detest Red's grin. "Why not? According to amovie | saw once, that's how the
old knights got lifted onto their horses.” Red gave the horse in question an admiring look. "And quit
exaggerating. It's not a Clydesdae, not even close. Just the second biggest horse Pappenheim owns. He
took the biggest onewith him."

Morrisgrimaced. "Oh, swell. Now I'll have Pappenheim furious with me, on top of everything else.
Do they hang horse thievesin Bohemia? I'm sure they do.”

Red shrugged. "If you keep Pragueintact, | redly don't think Pappenheim’s going to mind much that
you used one of hishorsesto do it. Look, Morris. Nobody ever said being a champion wasn't risky.”

"Champion.” Oh, swell. Like | need aholein the head.

Gloomily, Morriswent back to studying the horse. He was a good horseman, to be sure—within
the limits of what "good horsemanship” meant for an American whose experience was amost entirely
with the sort of horses one encountered on riding trails and pack stations. Whether that would trandate
into being able to control a seventeenth-century warhorse.. . .

A bit to hissurprisg, it did. The warhorse was more spirited than Morris was accustomed to, but on
the other hand it had been trained to remain steady in the middle of a battlefield. Once he got accustomed
toit, in fact, he found himself enjoying the experience. It redly was quite ahorse.

And, there was no doubt of onething: assilly as hefdt, riding ahorse while wearing the fancy garb
of a seventeenth-century nobleman, his appearance before the crowd now erecting barricades at the
eastern end of the Stone Bridge had an impact. He even got cheered. A very big cheer, in fact. Jason had
told Judith that the story was dready widdly spread of how Don Morris had dain goyishe bandits seeking
to victimize the ghetto, with his powerful American arquebus. As many as ten bandits, in one version of
the story.

Asbig acheer asit was, though, it was not as big as the cheer the katyusha received, when Red
and Dunash's people finadly managed to get it out of the basement—they used dozens of peoplewith
ropestojust lift it out—and Red drove it dowly forward onto the little square abutting the bridge.

Morriswas startled when the initid cheer evolved into achant: APC! APC! Hewouldn't have
guessed that the population of far-off Prague—certainly not the Jewsin its ghetto—would have ever
heard of that acronym. It wasironic, of course, sncethe"APC" was nothing of the sort. True, Red had
mounted some thin armor plate to protect the engine and the driver and gunner in the front seet. But the
thing was no solid and heavy cod truck. It was just an old Dodge Ram with ajury-rigged and
flimsy-looking rocket launcher fixed in the bed.

It didn't matter. None of Prague's civilians had ever seen an American war machine before, but
they'd heard the rumors. For them, "APC" was more in the way of a spoken talisman than anything €l se.
And this was an age when most common folk believed in the power of talismans and amulets. That was
astruefor the Jews asthe Chrigtians, dthough the forms were different. The so-caled "Book of Razie
the Angd"—the Sefer Raziel ha-Mal'akh—hadn't been produced yet in printed form, but parts of the
ancient manuscript went back to Babylonian Tamudic times. It had drifted around the world's Jewish
communities for centuries, never redly approved by the rabbinate but never banned either. Morris



wouldn't have been surprised to discover that agoodly percentage of the Jews building the barricades
had little meta or paper amulets under their clothes, using the formulas of the Sefer Razidl.

When Red findly brought the pickup-cum-katyushato a hdt, after pogtioning it in thefiring dot left
open in the barricades, he rolled down the window and gave Morris an admiring look.

"I do declare, perched way up there on that great big horse—hell of anice plumeto the hat,
too—you look like the spittin' image of ahidalgo. Damn near aconquistador, in fact."

"My family came from Krakow," Morris groused. "The closest | ever got to Spain was egting tapas
oncein arestaurant in Philadel phia.”

"Don't knock it, Morris. All that mattersisthat you look and act the part. They've got arecognized
leader now, ingtead of everybody fumbling around wondering who'sin charge. That'll help steady
everybody's nerves—alot—as long as you don't get yourself shot.”

For some odd reason, the warhorse had a delayed reaction to the Dodge Ram. It was accustomed
to the sounds of gunfire, not internal combustion engines, to be sure. But Morris never did figure out why
the blasted critter chose the moment when Red turned off the motor to Sart getting jittery.

Very jittery. Morris had afew tense and interesting moments, though he managed to stay inthe
saddle. He did lose the hat, though.

"Or fdl off the horse," Red added sarcastically.

3

That evening, after looking for Len dl over the Hradcany, Elliefindly figured out where hed be. She
redlized it within seconds after she returned to the roomsin the castle that the young commander Kastner
had assigned to them. Kastner, worried lest Wallenstein's precious American technical experts might get
hurt in the fighting, had inssted that Ellie and Len move from Wallenstein's pa ace into the greater safety
of the fortress above.

Thered been no point arguing with him. Kastner had no idea how the tel ephones worked, so he
had no intention of trying to use them. In what was coming, Len and Ellie would just befifthwhedsona
cart. So, Len grumbling the whole time, they'd spent the morning hauling their belongings up the hill. Then,
having made the last trip done for afew find itemswhile Len stayed behind in order to arrange their new
living quarters, shed come back to find him gone,

Sheldd spent most of the afternoon searching for him, growing increasingly worried. But when she
finally returned, half-exhausted from endless hiking, she noticed that the lid to one of the chestswas
cracked open. That chest was normally kept locked, because it was the one where they kept their
personal weapons.

She opened the chest and looked. Len's 12-gauge was missing.

What could he possibly—?

—1'll kill himif the idiot—

Oh.

It dl fel into place. Not sure whether she was more relieved than exasperated, Ellie closed the chest
and sat down on it. For amoment, half-dumped, she tried to decide what to do. For that matter, what to
think.

Then, shrugging, she got up and left. That was her man, when it was said and done. Quirks and
foiblesand dl.

Although even for Len, thisis a doozy.

She found him where she'd thought she would—the one place it had never occurred to her to look
the entire afternoon. The place she must have circled at least four times while she searched for him.
Impossible not to, of course, since it dominated the Hradcany.

Len was Sitting in one of the rear pews in the huge Gothic cathedrd. Just staring at the dltar, his
shotgun across his knees. Ellie was sure he'd been there the whol e afternoon. The handful of priests



watching him were gill nervous, clearly enough, but it wasthe kind of nervousnessthat had worn itsalf
down after afew hours. A few hours while the bizarre intruder—monster from another world, with a
monstrous wegpon—ijust sat there and did nothing.

She didinto the seet next to him. "Y ou might have left me anote, dammit!”

Len looked uncomfortable. "I started to write one, but . . . | don't know. | didn't know what to say.
How toexplanit.”

Elliesighed. Then, felt dl her exasperation going away. That was the nature of the man, after al. She
reached out her hand and stroked the back of his neck.

" 'Sokay. | shouldafigured you'd unlapse your own way. Y ou weird duck. What?'Y ou figure on
protecting the cathedrd al by your lonesome?’

She gave the priests askeptica glance. "I don't think they'd be much help, if Holk's hordes came
pouring in. Not that they will, without taking the Hradcany from Kastner. Which they won't."

Len flushed. "It'sthe principle of thething, Ellie. Kastner's people didn't want me underfoot anyway,
so | figured . . . Look, religious freedom'sfor everybody. That means Catholicstoo, even if the bums
running the show here screwed up. And this cathedral's ancient. It'sa holy place, eveniif | don't think
much of the current tenants.”

His hand tightened on the stock of the shotgun. " So anybody triesanything . . ."

"Hal Saint Len and the Dragon, isit?"

Len'sflush deepened. His eyes now seemed riveted on the altar.

"Will you marry me?" he asked abruptly. "I've been thinking about it dll afternoon.”

She studied him for amoment. "1'm not getting married in afucking church, Len.”

"Y ou shouldn't swesar in here”

"Not inafucking church. | can't stand churches.”

Len took adeep breath, sighed. Hishand findly Ieft the stock of the shotgun and came up asif to
stroke his absent mustache.

Fedling the bare skin, he sighed again. ™Y ou are one hard woman, Ellie Anderson.”

There was nothing much she could say, since that was true enough. So she said nothing.

Neither did he, for maybe five minutes. Then, findly, helooked a her.

"Wasthat a'yes?"

Ellie chuckled and went back to stroking hisneck. "Yes, Len, that wasa'yes." Just not in afucking
church. If you can't live with that, you can't live with me."

Shelooked at the dtar, then &t the priests. "But | don't mind if you decide to pull crazy stuntslike
this, now and then. So | figure werre square.”

"Okay." He stroked his nonexistent mustache. "1 can live with that.”

4

Thefirst detachments from Holk's army started showing up in the outskirts of the city early the next
morning. By midmorning, they were exchanging shots with Kastner's men forted up in the Hradcany; by
noon, with hismen forted up in the Ma& Strana. By mid-afternoon, most of Holk's ragtag army had
poured into the city's west bank—as undi sciplined as you could ask for—and decided they'd had enough
of cracking their heads against Kastner's troops.

Holk himself showed up then, on his own big warhorse, and led the charge. He waved his sword to
the east, very dramaticdly. That way! To the Stone Bridge!

Tanner Sayed in the cathedrd the wholetime, Saint Len faithfully at his post in case the dragon
showed up.

Ellie, on the other hand, joined the soldiers on the walls of the Hradcany. She had a better vantage
point to see what was happening than Morris and Red did, acrosstheriver. So, using her CB, she kept
them informed all day of the movements of Holk and his men. Insofar asthat rabble could be said to have
"maneuvers' a dl, other than the mercenary equivaent of Brownian mation.



When Holk showed up, though, waving his stupid sword, she put down the CB and drew her
pistol. Then, curang a blue stregk, clambered up on the wall and emptied the entire clip a him.

"Where'd you go?" Red asked her, when she got back on the CB. Ellie explained in afew curt
sentences, about every other word of which was short and had an Anglo-Saxon pedigree.

"Fer chrissake, Ellie—with a 9mm automatic? What're you, nuts? That's gotta be at least Six
hundred yards. Y ou'd be lucky to hit theriver at that range."

"It'sthe principle of thething," she soutly inssted.

Chapter VI: Discovered Check
July, 1633

1

By the time Halk findly got his men organized—using the term loosdl y—it was dmost sundown. He
began to send men onto the Stone Bridge, but the small detachments retreated quickly once they started
getting peppered by shotsfired from the flintlock-armed men now perched behind the barricade.

So far as Ellie could tell, looking down on the bridge from the distance of the Hradcany without
binoculars, that initia volley—using the term loosaly—didn't do more than scare off thethugs. She didn't
think asingle one of them had even been wounded.

Ellie was sure Morris hadn't ordered the volley. The Stone Bridge had a span of some five hundred
yards, with alittle dogleg in it about one-third of the way across from the west bank. Theflintlocks had
gtarted firing as soon as Holk's men made it to the dogleg and came in sight of the barricades—arange of
well over three hundred yards. Maybe James Fenimore Cooper's fictiona marksman Natty Bumpo could
hit something with aflintlock at that range, but ghetto-dwellers with meager experience with firearms
hadn't much more chance than Ellie had with her 9mm.

Red confirmed her assessment. "Naw, just buck fever. Morrisisfit to betied. Good thing heaint a
cursing man. He'sdoing a pretty good job right now of flaying them dive with proper language. HEs even
waving hissword around.”

Ellie stared at the now-darkening western bank, dumbfounded. "Morris has a sword? Where the
fuck did he get asword?"

Red's chuckle crackled in the CB. "Judith had it made up for him, believe it or not. Presented it to
him this morning, scabbard and everything. She even had a specia scabbard made up so he could ding
hisrifleonthe horse”

Ellie burst out laughing. " Judith Roth—the gray eminence. It'slike they say: ‘behind every successtul
man therésawoman." "

"No shit. And you should see the collection of women she's got around her, right here on this end of
the bridge. Every prestigious matron in the ghetto, near as| can tell. Oh, sure, they're dl being proper as
you could ask for—but you can't fool me. Petriarchy be damned. That's the biggest collection of politica
clout in one city thisside of old Mayor Ddey's grave.”

A moment later he added, in the satisfied tones of an longtime union agitator: "Were preity well
organized over here, actualy. If Morris can just keep those eager beavers from wagting al the
ammunition. And if he can keep from stabbing himself with the sword. He handlesit like abutcher knife.
Except he ain't an experienced butcher. Persondly, | wish hed start swinging therifle around. THAT he
knowswhat he's doing with."

Ellie shook her head firmly, even though Red couldn't possibly see the gesture. He was perched in
the cab of the Dodge Ram, over hdf amile away. "It'sthe principle of the thing, fela. Y ou don't rdly
troopswith arifle. Y ou do it with asword. Haven't you ever seen any movies?'

* k%

Had Judith Roth heard the exchange, she would have disagreed. She was watching Morris aso,

and while sheld have admitted that he wasn't exactly handling the sword with panache, he was doing a



fair job with it nonetheless. There was certainly no danger that hed stab himself. Cut himsdlf, maybe.
Judith had made sure that the sword'stip had been blunted when she ordered it made.

Stll and al, everything considered, she thought he looked superb. The horse was magnificent,
Morris himsdlf looked very distinguished in his nobleman's garlb—the big plumed hat helped alot—and
nobody watching on this side of the river redlly had any more ideathan Morris did how asword should
properly be held anyway. It was enough that he had one and was swinging it around authoritatively while
bellowing authoritative-sounding orders.

Most of dl, hedidn't look afraid. Not in the least. In fact, he looked downright fearless.

And that was such an odd sensation, for Judith. That her husband was a brave enough man, in those
myriad little ways with which people confront the chalenges of daily life, Judith had known for many
years. But that was the quiet courage of ahusband and afather and a countryman, not the same thing at
al asthe dramatic valor of acommander on the battlefield.

Shewasnt redlly that surprised that Morris could do it. But she was well-nigh astonished that he
could doit sowel in public.

One of the women standing next to her, on the far side of the little square where the barricades had
been erected, spoke softly in her ear. "'l am very glad your husband is here, graciouslady. And you also.”

That was Eva Bacharach, awoman just about Judith's age. Her brothers Chaim and Napthdi were
noted rabbis, and Eva herself was the widow of arabbi who had died amost twenty years earlier. Since
her husband Abraham had died, Evahad raised their three daughters and one son, somehow managing at
the sametime to gain quite areputation in the ghetto as a noted Hebraist and ascholar in her own right.
Even the rabbis were known to consult with her on difficult textua problems.

When Judith first learned that, from another woman in the ghetto, she'd been so surprised that her
expresson must have shown it. The woman had chuckled and said dryly: "Graciouslady, we arein
Prague, not Amsterdam.”

That short phrase had crystalized Judith's growing conviction that her husband's projected head-on
collison with orthodox Judaism needed to be sidetracked before the inevitable train wreck ensued.

Prague, not Amsterdam.

Amsterdam's rabbinate was notorious all over Europe for pigheadedness, intolerance and
authoritarianism. Whereas the rabbinate of Prague had been shaped, in the previous century, by one of
the few rabbis of the erawhose name would be remembered for centuries: Judah Loew ben Bezdd, also
known asthe Maharal. A man who became alegend in hisown timefor hislearning and wisdom—a
legend which only grew after his death. One of the great rabbis of the early modern era, a shaper of the
orthodox tradition—yet also conversant with the scientific knowledge of the time and on friendly terms
with many of itsgreat scientists. One of hisdisciples, David Gans—a cousin of Mordecha Spirasfriend
| ssac—had studied for atime with Tycho Brahe.

The Maharal. Evas grandfather, asit happened. And one of Judith’'s own ancestors.

Judith turned to look at Eva. "'l am very glad we are here dso. And will be staying.
But—please—call me Judith. We are related, you know."

Evas eyebrowswent up. "Oh, yes," Judith said. "I am one of your descendants, Eva Bacharach.
Very distant, of course. And also a descendant of your grandfather—I can remember how excited | was
when | learned that."

Judith laughed softly. "In theworld | came from, they even made what we call a’'movi€ about him.
True, it was because of the legend that grew up that he created the golem. But | knew enough to
understand how much more important he wasfor al his other work."

"The golem!" Evachoked. "That silly story! Do you mean to tell me that—that—in some other
world, wherever that may be—people actudly believe it?'

Judith wagged her head in a semi-jocular manner. "Maybe yes, maybe no. It's one of those stories
that people want to believe, even if they redly don't."

Now Evawas laughing softly dso. "My grandfather would have been mortified! Hal The golem!”



When the laughter ebbed, Eva cocked her head and regarded Judith abit Ssdeways. "The rabbis
will probably need to spend a hundred years—maybe two hundred—chewing on the significance of that
other world of yours and what we should think about it all. But Since we are women, we are not under
their obligations. Much easer for us.”

"Yes, | agree. Much easier. Quicker, too."

Evanodded sagdly. "Y es. Much quicker."

Perhaps twenty yards away, on the same side of the square as Judith and Eva, Mordecha Spira
and Isaac Ganswere aso watching Morris.

"Wewill not be ableto ignorethisman,” Mordecha stated, quietly but firmly. "Never think it,
|saec.”

Hisfriend and fellow rabbi made alittle snorting sound. "I didn't think we would. Or should, for that
matter. By now, | don't think even Joseph ben Abraham Khamankhes retains that delusion. Certainly
none of the other rabbis do."

Mordechal nodded. "Good. The beginning of wisdom islike everything else. Always the hardest

"It won't be so bad," Issac predicted. "In some ways, even good. Complicated, though, yes."

Spirachuckled. " 'Complicated, gpplied to this problem, islike saying the sunisbright. Just for a
start, do we decide to accept or not those books of young Jason's? It is one thing to respect wisdom.
But are we dso obliged to respect the wisdom of another universe atogether?!

"Y ou know my opinion. Does not the midrash say that the Holy One, Blessed be He, created many
universes before this one? Could He not continue to do so?* Gans shrugged. "How can it matter how
many universesthere are? Thereis till only one God."

"Yes, | know your opinion—and | aminclined to shareit. Still .. ."

Mordechai Spirashook hishead. "I am not one of those Amsterdam blockheads who finds heresy
everywhere he looks. But | started reading that trandation you made for me of that one book of
Jason's—the one by Mordechai Kaplan—and . . ."

Gansamiled dyly. "It'sinteresting, though, admit it."

"Oh, yes. 'Recongtructionist’ Judaism, if you will! The number of schisms our descendants seem to
have managed to find." Again, he shook hishead. "Almost as bad as Chrigtians.”

"On the other hand, thereisalot to admire aso. And, whatever elsg, if Jason's commentaries add
to our understanding of Him and his Holy Torah, we must respect them. Subject them to searching
analysis and criticism, to be sure, as Rabbi Moshe Ben Nachman did to even Maimonides work. But
respect them nonethdess.” 1saac's smilewidened. "And thetruth is, | am particularly taken by the works
of the Chasidim that Jason had with him."

Mordechai cocked a questioning eyebrow. Isaac made allittle apologetic gesture with his hand.
"Sorry, | haven't had time to trand ate those yet. But—"

Hewasinterrupted by acommotion on the southern side of the square. Asthe crowd there parted,
Mordecha and Isaac could seethat alarge group of young men was advancing—somewhat tentatively,
amog diffidently—toward the Stone Bridge. All of them were armed, though only afew of them with
firearms.

They were dl gentiles, clearly enough. After amoment, Isaac identified them.

"Chrigian students. From the Karolinum."

Mordechai brought his eyes back to Morris Roth. The American don was now trotting his horse
toward the oncoming students. He had sheathed his sword and was not projecting an aura of menace.
But he nonetheless managed to look authoritative. Very authoritative, in fact.

Spirafound himsdf quite thankful that Don Morriswas handling the situation, which could easly
become tense. Then, found himsalf pondering his own reaction.



Indeed, it was s0. Don Morris could not beignored. Nor should he be, eveniif it were possible. For
good or ill, Spirawas quite sure that the man would bestride their world in the yearsto come. Whether
as achampion or amenace—or both—remained to be seen. Supported, perhaps, combated, perhaps.
Most likely both, Mordecha suspected, at different times. But whatever else, never ignored.

Mordechai and Isaac were too far away to hear the exchange between Don Morris and the
Chrigtian students from the Karolinum. But, within ashort time, the resol ution was obvious. With Don
Morris on hiswarhorse prancing in their lead, the students came to join the Jews aready on the
barricade.

"Soitis" Mordecha stated. "It will be complicated. But you were saying something?'

As he watched the students begin intermingling with the fighters on the barricade, | saac spoke
softly. "Thereisalot of wisdom in those pages Jason brought to us, Mordechai. The wisdom of the
Chagdicfolktaes, in particular, | think will serve uswdl in thetimeto come.”

"And what do those stories relate?"

"I will giveyou two. Inthefirst, asmple wagon-driver stops his cart at the sde of the road to speak
the Hebrew alphabet, one letter at atime. 'God," he criesout, 'l don't know the prayers, so | am sending
you the aphabet. Y ou must know the prayers. Make them up out of theletters| am sending." "

Mordechal barked alaugh. "Oh, | likethat! And the other?’

"Ah, that oneismy favorite. It seems one day a disciple came to complain to histeacher. ‘Rabbi,
some of the congregants are gossiping in the midst of prayer!""

Spirasmiled crookedly. "Not such adifferent world after al, then. And the rabbi's response?’

" 'O God,' said the rabbi. 'How wonderful are your people! Evenin the midst of gossip, they devote
afew momentsto prayer!" "

Shortly theresfter, the first campfires began springing up on the opposite bank of the river. Holk and
his men were settling in for the night, it seemed, and would make no further attempt to storm the bridge
until the next morning.

At sundown, Mordechal Spirareturned to his home in the ghetto. The fighterswould remain on the
barricades, keeping watch through the night, with Don Morris there to lead them and keep them steady.
But there was no reason for him to remain. Mordecha would return before daybreak, to do what he
could. But he wanted to spend this night—perhaps their last—uwith hisfamily.

Over the dinner, he told the storiesto hiswife and children. And was il smiling himsdf when he
finaly went to bed.

* * %

Therabbi dept soundly that night, but Holk and his mercenaries did not. Jan Billek took advantage
of the darkness to move his Brethren forward, from the positionsthey'd initidly taken farther south in the
Mala Strana. From their new positions, skirmishers were able to harass Holk's mercenaries al through
the night. Occasionally with gunfire, but usualy with grenades and swords, in constant probing salies.

It was abitter, nasty sort of fighting. And if none of the Brethren were as nasty as Holk's men, they
were considerably more bitter. They had been victimized for years by such men, and werefindly ableto
take some revenge.

They were dso alot more determined and resolute. Holk's ruffians had come into Prague expecting
an easy and pleasant few days of murder, rape, arson and looting. They had not expected to spend their
first night in the city worrying about getting their throats cut by dimly seen figureslunging from the
darkness—or getting shredded by bomblets suddenly launched into their campfires.

Not dl that many of Holk's men were actudly killed or wounded that night. Less than ahundred.
But none of them dept well, and a considerable number didnt deep at all.

Except Holk himsdlf. He was drunk by sundown, and comatose by midnight.

2
"Okay, Red. Tell Morristhey'll be coming any minute. Holk's done with the curaing and he's sarting



to threaten people with his sword. No, | takeit back. | can't seetoo well from here, but | think he's put
the sword away and now he's threatening them with awhed-lock pistol.”

"Thanks, Ellie, I'll tell him." Sybolt leaned out of the cab window and hollered the newsto Morris.
Then, quipped to Dunash in the passenger seat: "It'sthe old story. 'Go get 'em, boys! You firg!" "

Dunash was too nervous to gppreciate the jest. The young man was doing hisbest to retain his
composure—and doing quite wdl| at it—but only by adopting astern and stiff demeanor. Butter wouldn't
melt in hismouth. In fact, Red thought, you could probably useit for an icebox.

"Relax, old son. Thisisgonnabe a cakewdk. Trust me."

Dunash made no reply for perhgps haf aminute. Then, abruptly, dmost harshly: "Why would
anyone wak on a cake? And what does that mean, anyway?'

Red shook his head ruefully. "Gawd, al thework it's going to take me to recover my reputation as
an endless source of wit and wisdom. Oh, well. What it means, Dunash, isthat we're going to win this
baitle. Eagly.”

"Why do you think that?"

Red pointed at the roof of the cab. "Because of thisthing. Mind you—in generd, that is—I think it's
about as useless agadget on the battlefield as you could imagine. | guess the Russans did pretty well with
katyushasin the Second World War, but they used jillions of 'em. Just one? Pointless.”

Dunash was inordinately proud of the katyusha. "Why?' he asked, in avery aggrieved tone.

"It's an area effect weapon, Dunash. Rockets—sure as hell these—aren't that accurate. If you've
got aton of them the way the Russkies did, that's one thing. Saturation bombardment, they call it. But just
one? Pointless. On a battlefield, that is”

"Then why did you—"

"Onabattlefield, | said." Red jabbed hisfinger at the quarter-inch stedl plate that covered the
windshield except for small viewing ditsleft for the driver and the gunner. "But that'sabridge, not a
battlefield. A bridge that's the only way to crossthe VItavawithout boats—which Holk didn't think to
bring with him, and he can't round up now that he's here because Jan and his boys made sure dl the ones
in Prague were taken up theriver."

Red leaned forward over the steering whed and peered through the viewing dit. "A bridge that |
figureis not more than fifty feet wide and at least five hundred yards long. With no cover oniit
anywhere—not even the statues that Len says used to be on it hundreds of years from now—and only
that one little dogleg way over to the other side of the span. Oh, those poor bastards. They've gotta cross
about aquarter of amilein plain sght with only maybe fifteen of them—okay, make it twenty with that
mob—in thefront line

Heleaned back, very satisfied. "Would you want to be one of those fifteen or twenty guys? 1 sure
as hell wouldn't. Not with two hundred flintlocks and afair number of old-style arquebuses banging away
a me." He rapped the roof of the cab with hisknuckles. "Not to mention after this baby cutsloose.”

"Morriswont let them fire until they get within ahundred yards," Dunash pointed out. "So what
doestherest of that distance mean?' Sourly, he looked at the firing switches mounted on the dashboard
infront of him: "And you won't let mefire thisuntil they get within fifty yards."

"All'it'll take, boy. Y ou watch." He opened the door to the cab and began climbing out. "But now
that you bring it up, | better make sure those hotshots of yours didn't fiddle with my instructions.”

They hadn't, dthough Red was sure they'd been tempted to. Most down-timers, in his experience,
even ones with considerable military experience, tended to exaggerate the capabilities of American
weapons. Enthusiasts like Dunash's followers, even more so. But the young men tending the rocket
launcher in the bed of the pickup had left the settings done. Even though it must have aggravated them to
seethat Red had lowered the eevation until the rockets were pointed at the ground right in front of the
truck.

Wil, dmost. Red estimated that the rockets would hit somewhere between fifty and a hundred
yards ahead. Exactly what he wanted.



"Those rockets could hit the Hradcany from here!™ one of them complained, as Red started to
clamber down out of the bed.

Once he was back on the ground, Red squinted at the fortressin question. He was il without
glasses, s0 it wasn't much more than ablur to him.

"Oh, sure, they can fly that far. But hit it? Be apure accident.” He pointed toward the Maa Strana.
"They'd bejust aslikely to hit Walengtein's paace. Just do it my way, boys. Holk's got as much chance
of getting acrossthis bridge asapig does of flying. Y ou watch.”

After he got back into the truck and closed the door, Red cocked his head and smiled at Dunash.
"Fgs can fly, you know."

Dunash frowned; as often, not sure whether Red was kidding or not.

"Surethey can,” Red inssted. "Throw one off the highest wall in Prague Castle sometime and see
for yoursdf."

The CB squawked. "They're starting the charge, Red! They're on their way!"

His eyes came back to the firing dit, as he reached for the CB. "Y up, that pigll fly. All theway to
the ground.”

* % %

Only seconds thereafter, Morris could see thefirgt ranks himself, charging acrossthe bridge. Using
theterm "ranks" very loosely, of course. Holk's men just looked like amoab.

For amoment, he reached for the sword, ready to start swinging it around again as he bellowed
meaningless but reassuringly martid words. But, asif it had amind of its own, his hand went to the stock
of hisrifleingtead.

He decided his hand was smarter than his brain. So, he drew therifle out of the saddle holster his
wife had had made for him. Then, with motions than were much surer than those with which heheld a
sword, jacked around into the chamber and propped the butt of the rifle on hiship.

And said nothing. Hejust couldn't think of anything to say, Sinceit wasdl too obvious. The
brigands were coming and he intended to shoot them down. Simple asthat. What was there to say about
it?

* * %

Hishand was smarter than his brain. Morris Roth had no way of knowing it—and never
would—Dbut the easy and assured motion, and the silence that followed, had precisely the right effect on
the men on the barricades. Almost dl of whom had been nervoudy watching him, once they redlized the
fight wasfinaly underway.

Intruth, it had amuch more profound effect than any amount of sword-waving and speechifying
could have had, at least with that assemblage of warriors-that-weren't. Shopkeepers, butchers, bakers,
students—rabbinica students, some of them. With the exception of afew of the former seamen, who'd
dedlt with pirates, most none of them had ever been in a battle before of any kind—much less a pitched
battle against an army with asferocious areputation as Holk's. True, the tactica Situation was completely
intheir favor, but they didn't redlly have the experience to know that.

But Don Morris did—or <0, & least, they blithely assumed. He'd told them they could win, hadn't
he? In speech after speech given the day before. And, now that the fury was finally about to fal on their
heads, wasn't Don Morris sitting on his saddle not more than ten yards behind the barricade, ascam as
could be? Not even bothering with his sword—not even aiming hisrifle. Just . . .

Waiting.

* * %

Hedidn't speak until Holk's forces were within two hundred yards. "Firewhen | do!" he
commanded. Quite sure, thistime, that he would be obeyed.

Red glanced into the side mirror of the pickup. "Shit," he snarled. "Dunash, tell—"

He opened the door. "Never mind, I'll do it mysdlf."



Hopping out of the truck, Red took severa stepstoward the rear, making broad shooing motions
with hisarms. "All of you get the hell out of the way!" he bellowed. "The backblast on these rocketsis
fiercl”

A number of women and children and old men had started crowding in behind the pickup to get a
better look at the oncoming soldiers. They didn't really understand what Red was shouting at them, but
they got the gist of it well enough. A moment later, Red had acleer firing lane again.

He clambered back into the truck.

"They'redmost here!" Dunash hissed.

Red squinted through the dit. "Oh, bullshit. | can't see the whites of their eyes.”

He glanced over and saw that Dunash's hands were twitching, asif they couldn't wait to flip the
firing switches.

"Whites of their eyes,”" he growled. "Y ou don't flip those switchestill | say s0."

* * %

The day before, just to be sure there wouldn't be a problem, Morris had fired therifle whilein the
saddle. The warhorse hadn't even flinched.

When thefirgt of Holk's men was within one hundred yards, Morris brought the rifle butt to his
shoulder. Hed removed the telescopic sight the day before, seeing no usefor it in the coming fray.
Peering over theiron sights, he saw that his guess had been correct. At that range, firing into that mob, he
could hardly misswith ablindfold on.

He squeezed the trigger. Oddly, as he did so, thinking only of the horse.

| wonder if Pappenheim would sl it to me?
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The stern control Morris had managed to gain over his motley troops had its effect. Thistime, the
first volley was actudly that—avolley. A sngle, hammering blow &t the enemy, shocking men withiits
power even more than the actua casudtiesinflicted.

The casudtiesthemsalveswere . . . not as good as they could have been, had experienced troops
fired that volley. Many of the shots went wild, more than usua with such inaccurate firearms.

So, Holk's men reeled and staggered, but they came on nonethel ess, dmost without breaking stride.
Granted, these weren't men of the caliber of the great armies of Tilly or Gustavus Adolphus. Holk had
known what he was doing when he delayed hisarrival a Breitenfed. On that battlefield, histhugswould
have been coyotes at awolf party. Still, they were mercenary soldierswith fifteen years of the Thirty
Y ears War under their belts. They'd charged into gunfire before, and knew that the only way to get
through it was just to plunge ahead, pikesleveled.

They weredl pikemen in the front ranks. The clumsy arquebuses of the seventeenth century would
have been dmost usdessin thiskind of charge across along and narrow bridge. And pikes aways had
the advantage of sheer terror, in afrontal assault. Outside of acavary charge, there was perhaps nothing
quite asintimidating asthe sght of hundreds of pikes, each of them amost twenty feet long and tipped
with acrue foot-long blade, charging directly at you.

Of course, it would have helped if Holk's men had been ableto level the pikes. But, in that pressing
mob, with no ranks being maintained, that wasimpossible for al but the very foremost. Thefirgt thing a
pikeman learned was that apike could easily kill or main the man in front of him, if not handled carefully.
Those who didn't learn it—and quickly—found themsalves out of the army. Sometimes, in acoffin. The
term "fragging” didn't exist yet, but nobody had to teach seventeenth-century mercenaries how to degl
with afellow soldier who was adanger to his mates—or a sub-officer, for that matter.

The second volley was more ragged, but it struck even harder. The range was shorter. Fifty yards.
Holk's men were definitely staggering, but still they came on. They had no choice, redly, snce by now
there were thousands of men behind them on the bridge, pushing them forward.

"Okay, shoot,” Red said quietly.



Dunash'sfingersflew to thefiring switches.

That volley broke the charge. To Holk and hismen, it seemed asif a dragon had suddenly belched.
Licking down the bridge with atongue of firethat just seemed to engulf men whole. Swallow entire ranks
of them.

The katyushawas firing the second generation of rockets that Grantville had been ableto
manufacture in quantity. It was avariation on the old nineteenth-century Hale 24-pounder rotary
rocket—2.4 inchesin diameter, dightly less than two feet long, with a maximum range of 4000 yards.
The propellant as well as the warhead were black powder. The rockets were fired from asingle-level
rack, twelve tubes mounted side by side on an adjustable framework fixed into the bed of the Dodge
Ram.

Red had foreseen the impact of the rockets fired at such close range on such anarrow target. The
maximum flight time for aHale rocket was about twenty seconds, most of it baligtic. At that point-blank
range, the Hale rockets struck the advancing troops in split-seconds. But what he hadn't foreseen—was
amogt aghast when he withessed it—was the effect of the stone retaining walls on either sde of the
bridge.

The rockets struck the paving of the bridge, just as Red had foreseen, between fifty and ahundred
yards ahead. Some of them exploded instantly, but not most of them. Red had chosen to use contact
fusesfor this battle instead of the salf-lit fuse that had been the standard for the old Hale rockets. But
since the somewhat jury-rigged contact fuses available in this day and age made him nervous, hed
adjusted them to fire only in the event they made adirect hit.

Which mogt of them didn't. They struck the stones at alow glancing angle and kept on, sailing and
skidding down the bridge—caroming off the low walls—until they finaly ran out of fue and momentum
or hit something solid enough to explode. The narrowness of the bridge concentrated the impact, but it
was thewdlsthat channeled it into sheer havoc.

Without uptime propellant the black powder rockets were occasionally proneto
exploson—CATO, astherocket club kids caled it ("Catastrophe At Take Off")—caused by an
unforeseen bounce or bump that cracked the grain. Then the rockets were little more than large bombs,
more black powder burning than could be safely gected asthe pressure rose. Red preferred not to have
twenty pounds of black powder exploding near his head, so he'd ingpected them carefully. One of them
did burst, nonetheless. But that fact didn't make the charging enemy infantry any happier. The rocket
exploded somefifty feet in front of the truck and became ahuge bal of fire and flying debris hurtling
towards Holk's troops at hundreds of miles per hour. A shot of grape from a six-pounder couldn't have
been more effective. Grape didn't set the recipient on fire,

Two of the rockets, on the other hand, never exploded at dl. Red later found one of them lying on
the stones not more than fifty yards from the other end of the bridge. But that didn't matter, either. All
twelve of the rocketsin that volley did their damage, even those two—and far more damage than Red
had foreseen. It was asif the dragon had a dozen serpent tongues, licking down the great Stone Bridge
for hundred of yards, racing the length of the span up to the dogleg in less than two seconds. Hissing with
fury, belching smoke, upending dozens of terrified men for every onethey killed or wounded—uwhich
meant dozens of pikesflailing about, gashing and bashing and wounding till more.

The sheer weight of the charge would probably have kept it going, struck only by bullets. Men a
the front being shoved forward willy-nilly by those at the rear. But the dragon-tongues ravaged the meniin
thefirst hundred yards, parayzed and confused those behind them—and gave those at the very rear the
timeto do what soldiersrardly havein afrontal assault.

Timeto think things over.

Even the best mercenary soldiers are not given to mindless obedience to orders. And Holk's men
were far from the best. The charge staggered to a halt, and the men at the rear began coming back off the
bridge. That relieved the pressure on those ahead of them; and, inchoate rank after rank, Holk's charge



darted disntegrating.

It took time, of course. Perhagpsfifteen minutes, in al. But the critical furious momentum of theinitia
charge had been lost, and Holk's officers were neither good enough nor respected enough to raly the
army. They did manage, four times, to paste together small charges from those men toward the front who
could be convinced or cgoled or bullied into it. But the first three of those charges were driven off, easily
enough, by the flintlocks and the arquebuses.

By then, Dunash's rocketeers had been able to reload the katyusha, and the dragon bel ched again.
The fourth charge was shredded, and Holk's men had had enough. Thiswas even worse that the
Hradcany. They hadn't Sgned on to fight a damn dragon.

So, back they came, in ahurry, leaving hundreds of dead and dying and wounded behind them on
the bridge. Two of the corpses were those of sub-officers, too stupid or inexperienced to understand
when it wastime to stop trying to force mercenary soldiersto do something they redly, redly, redly
didn't want to do any more. One of them bled to death from no fewer than five stab wounds.

4

"For Chrissake, Red, it's obvious even from here. Tell Morristo quit screwing around with
his stupid modesty act and start waving his hat. And while he's at it, do the Roy Rogers bit with
the fucking horse. Y'know, rearing up on the hind legs. Whatever they call that silly stunt, | don't
know. | can't stand big fucking animals. Damn things are dangerous. Even cats make me nervous,
with their fangs and shit."

5

After Red whispered in his ear—well, shouted in hisear—Morris did take off hishig,
wide-brimmed plumed hat and wave it around, acknowledging the enthusiastic roars of gpprova from the
crowd. He drew theline, though, &t rearing the horse.

It didn't matter, really. Ellie was too nervous about alot of things. After that sunny day in Prague, in
July of the year 1633—as Chrigtians counted it; for the Jews who made up most of the crowd it wasthe
month of Av and the year was 5393—it wouldn't have mattered if Don Morris had fallen off the horse
entirdy—or log hishat intheriver.

Don Morris, he was, and Don Morris he would dways remain. For them aswell astheir
descendants who heard thetale. It had been along time, after all—avery long time—since the
Ashkenazim of central and eastern Europe had had amartia hero of their own. The ancient Hebrews had
had amultitude, of course; and the Sephardim, in their Iberian heyday, more than afew. But for the
Ashkenazim of Europe, for many centuries, heroism had been something that could only be measured by
martyrs.

Martyrswereto be cherished, certainly. But it was nice—ddightful, in fact—not to haveto do it
agan.

And who was to say? Perhaps never again. There were those other men, after all, who would
outlive Don Morris. The much younger Jews who looked very bold and handsome, perched up there on
that strange thing that was so much bigger and more deadly than amere horse. And didn't seem to be
afradofitatdl.

Perhaps the golem was not smply asilly legend. The Mahara had been a very wise man. One of
thewisest, eveniin acity of wise men like Prague.

6

Asusudly happensin history, the famous Battle of the Bridge didn't have aneat ending. Holk and
his men never tried to charge across the bridge again. But they did remain in Prague for days theresfter,
burning and plundering what they could in the Maa Strana.

One part of the plan had not worked. Billek and his Brethren had tried—quite valiantly—to trap
Holk's army on the bridge and daughter them wholesde. But Holk had twice as many menin hisarmy as
he could get onto the bridge in one charge, and if he was adrunk and a brute he was not actualy
incompetent. So, he'd stationed half hisarmy to protect the western entrance to the bridge, and the



Brethren were unable to drive them off. Indeed, they suffered fairly heavy casudtiesin the attempt.

And continued to suffer them, the next day. The crude fact, soon evident, wasthat Billek's
inexperienced volunteers smply couldn't stland toe-to-toe with Holk's toughsin a pitched battle. They
tried, the next morning, fighting in the open in the streets, but by noon Billek redized his mistake and
ordered aretreat. Theregfter, in the days that followed, the Brethren went back to their tactics of
harassment and fighting from well-fortified positions.

At that, they were extremely capable—just astheir Hussite ancestors, from the shelters of their
armored wagons, had been very good at breaking noble cavalry. They couldn't defeat Holk—couldn't
even drive him off—but they could certainly bleed him. And, what was most important, bleed the morae
of hisarmy.

Morris, during those same days, |apsed frequently into profanity. Understandably enough, having
driven off the charge across the bridge on the first day and being in no real danger theresfter, the Jews of
the ghetto were reluctant to get involved in thefighting il taking placein the Mda Strana. That wasa
goyishe battle in agoyishe part of the city wherefew of them had ever gone, and fewer till had ever
lived. All of Morris attempts to plead and convince and cgole them—even curse them, which he did
more than once—head little effect.

But Dunash and his young firebrands cameinto their own, during those same days. They did
participate in thefighting. Firdt, at irregular intervals, by racing onto the bridge—amost dl the way
across, on one occasion—and firing rocket volleys a Holk's encampment. Then, racing off before Holk's
cannons could retdiate. (Holk had finally brought in his artillery, three daystoo late to do any good.)

Secondly, perhaps more importantly, every day after sundown at least some of Dunash's men made
their way acrosstheriver in afew small boats that they'd kept safely hidden away. Once there, they
joined the Brethren in their nightly harassment of Holk'sforces. In purely military terms, they were not
much of afactor. But the politica effect was significant—and, by the fourth day, was Sarting toresultina
steady trickle of recruitsto Dunash's miniature army. In any population of fifteen thousand people, there
are afair number of bold youngsters who don't see things the way their sage elders do.

Most of the Maa Stranawasin ruins, by the end, though civilian casudties were minimal.
Fortunately, the inhabitants of that section of Prague had fled before Holk arrived. For that
matter—much to the disgruntlement of Holk's troops—they'd taken their val uable belongings with them.
The destruction wreaked by Holk's army during the week it spent in Prague was not so much dueto
looting, as such; it was smply the mindless destruction and arson visited upon atown by frustrated and
angry troops. Who became even more frustrated, the more they wrecked and burned, because their own
living quarters and rations got steadily worse as aresult.

Holk would have tried to restrain them, had he not been Heinrich Holk. Being Holk, it never once
occurred to him to do so.

Then, aweek after the Siege of Prague began, word came from the southwest. A second battle of
the White Mountain had indeed been fought. Actualy, the battle was fought agood twenty miles awvay
from the White Mountain, but since victors get to name battles, "the Second Battle of the White
Mountain” it was.

It seemed that Wallenstein thought it made a nice touch, to inaugurate the new kingdom of Bohemia
and Moravia

Oh, yes. He'd won. Pappenheim and his dreaded Black Cuirassiers had pursued the retreating
Audriansfor miles, daughtering pitilesdy.

"Practicing for Holk," Pappenheim was reported to have said afterward.

* * %

The news arrived in the morning. By late afternoon, Holk's army was out of Prague, racing for the

north. Holk, it was said, had already opened negotiations with the Elector of Saxony, John George,



looking for anew employer. And shelter from the coming storm.
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But there was no storm on the day that Wallenstein and Pappenheim findly returned to
Prague—other than a storm of applause from the resdents of the city who greeted his victorious army,
on both banks of the river. Whatever private reservations any of them had regarding the change of
power, nobody was willing any longer to speak out in open opposition.

Not even the Catholicsin the city. First, because the Jesuits dominated the Catholic churchiin
Bohemia Walenstein had always been partid to the Jesuits, and had sent them afriendly private note
assuring them that they would be able to remain in Prague unmolested—provided, of course, they agreed
to cease and desist their activities against Protestants on behalf of the Austrian Habsburgs.

The Jesuits hadn't decided yet, how they would react to that last provision. But they didn't haveto
fear for their own livesin the immediate period.

The second reason they decided to stay, however, and abide by Wallenstein's conditions—at |east
for the moment—would have amazed Ellie Anderson. Whatever she thought of Len Tanner's behavior
during the sSiege, the Jesuits had reacted otherwise. Quirky—even foolish—he might have been. But, as
the days passed and the pudgy American kept returning to his self-assigned post of duty in the cathedra,
aways with that bizarre weapon in his hands, the Jesuits came to the conclusion that whatever
Wallenstein might think, hisnew American alies had their own opinions. And, whatever ese, were clearly
stubborn about them.

That was an interesting datum, with interesting possibilities for the future. The Jesuitsin Prague duly
recorded their impressionsin severd lettersthey sent to their Father Genera in Rome, Mutio Vitelleschi.
They did so, of course, in the full knowledge that Vitelleschi was close to the Pope and would pass adong
their letters. The gist of them, in any event. So, the Jesuits would be patient. They weretrained, and
accustomed, to thinking in thelong run.

Most of the crowd gathered to cheer W lenstein's army, however, were Protestants of one sort or
another—counting the Brethren and the Utraquistsin their number, athough they predated Martin
L uther—and the Jews. Those people were far less ambivaent about the situation. Granted, W lenstein
was gill an enigmatic figure, and asomewhat unsettling one. But the Habsburgs weren't enigmeatic at dl.
Most of Prague's residents had had more than enough of the roya bigot Ferdinand 11, Sitting on histhrone
inVienna

And, findly, there wasthis. Wallengtein did not return alone. He had Pappenheim, of course, but he
a so brought with him tangible proof that his new regime had secured at least one redoubtable dly: the
United Statesin Thuringia, if not perhaps the entire Confederated Principalities of Europe.

The proof camein the form of two APCsthat Mike Stearns sent to Bohemiathe minute he got
word from Morris Roth—yes, there had been along-distance radio stashed in that great manson's
basement, along with so many other treasures—that the political criss had finaly erupted and it wastime
for the United States to forego al secrecy. The APCs had not arrived intime to play any role at the
second battle of the White Mountain, but they did arrivein timeto join Wallenstein's triumpha procession
back into Prague.

The only unfortunate episode in the day's celebrations—and that, only mildly unfortunate—was that
the biggest cheer of dl was not reserved for Wallenstein himself. That cheer erupted, quite
spontaneoudy, when the two APCs from Grantville rumbled onto the Stone Bridge from the Maa Strana
sde and were met halfway by the katyusha coming from the east bank. Now that they could see what a
real APC looked like, dmost dwarfing the katyusha drawn up before it, Prague's citizens were greatly
heartened. Their own little one had driven off Holk, no? Who knew what the big ones could do?

Best of dl, perhaps—at least for fifteen thousand of the city's res dents—was that the katyushawas
festooned with banners. One—the largest, of course—was Wallenstein's new banner. But there was



a0, resting alongsideit, the banner of the Josefov. The central image on the flag wasthat of a
hexagram—a symbol that had, in another universe, evolved over the centuriesinto the Star of David.

There was something very fitting about it dl, they thought. So far as anyone knew, Prague had been
thefirgt city in Europe whose Jews were given theright to fly their own flag. They had been given that
right in the Christian year 1354—by the same Emperor Charles 1V who had built the Stone Bridge it was
now flying over, and which that katyusha had so vdiantly defended.

Urid Abrabanel had returned aso, with the APCs. HEd come onto the bridge with the war
machines, but he'd kept going, walking al the way across.

Morris came out of the crowd to greet him. " 'Bout time you got back," he grumbled. "Where were
youwhen dl the dust wasflying?'

Urid grinned, quite unabashed. "1 was busy. Never mind with what, | won't tell you. Besides, flying
dust isno placefor aproper spy. That's the business of princes and soldiers—and hidalgos, | hear.”

"Just what | need. More rumors." Morris made aface. "So? Are you staying?'

"Certainly. Spiesare dl mercenaries a heart, you know. | so hear that the new hidalgo in Prague
isavery generous patron.”

Morris sighed. "Et tu, Brute? Soak the rich Jew, that's al anybody thinks about. Even other Jews."

"Stop whining. Y ou need agood spy. Better yet, agood spymaster.”

Morristhought about it. Not for very long. "Boy, isn't that the truth? Okay, Urid, you're hired.”

Chapter VII: End Game
August, 1633

1

"That isaridiculous pricefor that horse." Pappenheim was smiling when he said it, though. A rather
cold and thin smile, true, but—

From Pappenheim, that was good enough.

"All I can afford,” Morrisingsted. "It's not the horse that's the problem, Gottfried, it's the cost of
feeding the greet brute.”

"And that statement is even more ridiculous. Not about the horse's appetite—I know what that
costs—hut therest of it."

Pappenheim's eyes ranged up and down Morris figure, examining his appard. "What, no pearls?
They're quitein fashion, I'm told, in Paris and Vienna—and you needn't worry about the sumptuary laws
any longer, because the King of Bohemia has abolished dl of them.”

Morris was tempted to Sate that was because Wallenstein was a clotheshorse himsdlf, but he wisely
refrained. It was an autocracy, after dl, even if Morris Roth was about as well-respected and
well-regarded a courtie—in Bohemia, a least—as any in Europe. And he didn't even haveto fawn al
over hismonarch to maintain the status. Clotheshorse or not, Wallenstein was far more interested in
results than flattery.

Pappenheim rose from his chair. "Oh, let's be done with it. Morris, | give you the horse asagift. In
fact, I'll eveninclude afull set of cuirasser armor to go with it. In recognition of your vaor &t the bridge."

Hegrinned a Morris sartled expression. "Don't worry. | promise | won't hold it against you if you
never wear it. Miserable heavy stuff, I'll be the first to admit.”

"It'snot you I'm worried about, Gottfried,” Morrisreplied. "It'smy wife. Shell never let meleaveit
suffed safely away in achest. Y ou watch. Thefirst big ceremonia occasion—eek."

How Pappenheim could manage agrin that wide, and that cold, Morris would never understand.

"Indeed s0," said the Duke of Moravia "The coronation isless than two weeks from now. Still,
that's more than enough time for me to have the armor ready. Do try your best not to trip during the



procession, Morris. You'll never get up again, not at your age. Without awinch.”
2

That night, Jason came back from hisfirst Shabbat dinner a the home of Mordechai Spira.

He seemed in a peculiar mood, and said very little before he went to bed. Morris didn't notice, but
Judith did.

The next morning, she pressed Jason abot it.

"l don't know. It'shard to explain. A lot of it | liked—alot. The discussion was amost exhilarating
at times. Therabbi wasat hisbest, too. | learned alot and | laughed alot at the sametime. But . . ."

Heran fingersthrough his hair, which had gotten very long. "I don't know if I'll ever get used to men
dancing done. And it was weird, having the women do all the serving and cooking asif they were
menids. Although | was even more surprised—pleased, but surprised—when the women participated in
the Tamudic discussion after dinner. | didn't think they would.”

Judith was surprised hersdlf, hearing that. Although. . .

She reminded hersalf not to make the mistake her husband Morriswas prone to making. People are
not categories, not even categories to which they belong. Unusud rabbiswere il rabbis, after al. So
why should it redlly be that surprising—in the same city which had produced awoman like Eva
Bacharach—that the wife and daughters of Mordechai Spirawould be unusua women?

"One of the rabbi's daughters even made ajoke in the course of it," Jason continued. " Pretty funny
one, too."

Hiseyes got alittle unfocused. Judith had to struggle not to smile.

"Tel me about her. The daughter, | mean."

Jason mumbled some vague phrases. The only onesthat weren't hopelessy murky had to do with
the girl's eyes—very bright, apparently—and the fact that her name was Sarah.

But Judith let it go. There was no reason to pursue the matter with Jason, a the moment, sinceit
obvioudy made him uncomfortable. Eva Bacharach would be coming for avist later that day. Judith
could find out everything she needed to know from her.

"l just don't know what to think," he complained. "Everything seems gray, and complicated. It's
confusng.”

"And you think that'll change? It won't. Trust me. But for the moment—"

She gave the young man avery warm smile. "Welcometo your life, Jason Gotkin."

3

In late afternoon, Mordechal Spiravisited hisfriend Isaac Gans.

After seeing Mordechal to achair, Gans sat in hisown.

"And?

"Y ou were quite wrong, Isaac. Sarah didn't Start pestering me until after lunch.”

"Hal" Isaac chuckled. "That's because she spent the whole morning conspiring with your wife."

"I know," said Mordecha gloomily. His eyes moved to the books on Isaac's study table. "It'sa
puzzling and tangled problem, given who thefellow is. But I'm sure | can find something in the
Tamud—perhaps the responsa—to guide me properly.”

"Of course you can. Everything pertaining to proper conduct is contained somewhere in the Taimud
or the midrash or the responsa. I'm more the scholar than you are, though | don't have your stature asa
judge." Stoutly: "So | will beglad to help!”

Gansleaned forward, spreading his hands wide. "But we must begin by facing the truth, Mordechai
my old friend. Were rabbis. Studying the sacred texts takes time—hours and hours, days and weeks,
poring over the words—and we are dealing with women."

Spiragrimaced ruefully. "They're quick."

"Indeed. And 0, | think, are these new times. Wewill just have to do our best.”

"Always"



THE END



