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Eric Flint's 1632 & Beyond

Issue 14


This issue was not planned with a theme.  Nor did I pick stories because they matched.  In fact, I didn't even notice until the stories were back from the proofreaders.  Every single one answers the question, "Whatever happened to _____?" 
Magdeburg Messenger
(Fiction)
Twenty-five years ago, in Chapter 4 of 1632, Balthazar and Rebecca Abrabanel's carriage driver fled.  David Hankins tells the driver's story in "The Abrabanel Rescue."  This is David's first 1632 story.
"The Arabian Queen" by Virginia DeMarce follows characters who've had a much shorter wait, picking up right after "The Play's The Thing" from Issue 11.
Terry Howard's "More McDonalds" also follows a story from Issue 11, "Clan McDonald."  This concludes that arc, although not the story of the McDonald clan.
"Artists From Afar" by John Deakins is the sequel to "Chiaroscuro" from Grantville Gazette 89.
Anya's story continues in "Green, Blue, and Bruises."  Natalie Silk first introduced Anya in Grantville Gazette 87, and some members of her family appeared as recently as Issue 12.
Redbird Reader
(Fiction)
"Guardians of Germany" by Bjorn Hasseler takes place largely at Redbird Institute.  It draws together Wilhelm Reuber (Grantville Gazette 61), the missing fourth von Hesler brother (Grantville Gazette 56), and Sunshine Moritz (Security Solutions).
The State Library Papers
(1632 Non-Fiction)
Twenty-five years isn't just a long time for characters.  It's a long time for authors, too.  When the Ring of Fire happened on Sunday, April 2, 2000, the world was a very different place than it is today.  Tracy Morris provides us with reminders of what electronic entertainment was like, in "Movies and Television The Year Before The Ring of Fire."
Before we get to the stories, we have a brief survey to see what you would like.  Please follow your choice of link or QR code to let us know what you want.






  
  Baen Press Release

Baen.com/pr-eric-flint-1632


For Immediate Release
Baen Books Continues Publishing Eric Flint's "1632" Novels

RIVERDALE, NEW YORK, OCTOBER 17, 2025 – Toni Weisskopf has announced the Baen Books will be publishing more books in Eric Flint's 1632 series.  
In accordance with Eric's wishes, Chuck Gannon has been named the series' "showrunner." That role includes oversight and development of all physically published content, managing the series' thematic directions, and close consulting on cross-platform opportunities and marketing. 
Gannon brings broad experience and achievements to his role, both as an editor and a best-selling author. A four-time Nebula finalist (novel), he is also the recipient of the American Library Association Choice Award for Outstanding book, the Dragon Award, and the Compton Crook Award. 
His work with other writers has been diverse, including: script/story doctor for feature films; developmental editor for the Ring of Fire and other fiction/RPG properties; senior editor for journals in his roles as a Fulbright Fellow; and Program Director of a Minor in Creative Writing focused on fiction for main-stream markets. As a Featured Speaker, he annually brings these varied skills to the Superstars Writing Seminar, in addition to workshops in world building, collaborative authorship, and cross platform IP development. 
The next two releases in the 1632 series are the last that Eric proposed, shaped, and contracted with Baen. The first is 1637: The Pilgrim's Passage by Eric Flint & Griffin Barber, the third in the Mughal India thread. After that comes 1637: Their Finest Hour, a mainline novel by Chuck Gannon which draws in major characters and elements from the Caribbean thread. 
Further development of these and other arcs is underway, but Baen is not yet accepting unsolicited submissions for the Ring of Fire. In the meantime, new, prospective writers should familiarize themselves with the series' novels, as well as the magazine 1632 & Beyond. All are available as ebooks at Baen.com. 
Speaking about this impending re-expansion of the series, Gannon remarked, "Eric's passing was a deeply personal blow to all of us. But his generous spirt and unique vision continues to guide our journey–as well as that of the uptimers and downtimers whose lives were forever transformed by his Ring of Fire.
"Lastly, it's impossible to overstate the importance of his readers' loyalty and enthusiasm since losing him. Their patience was crucial as we worked toward the moment when Baen could make today's announcement: that Eric Flint's 1632 is moving forward at the charge!"
For more information, visit Baen.com, email info@Baen.com, or call 1-800-ITS-BAEN.

******

www.Baen.com








  
  1632 Interest Survey 

Conventions & Beyond


Science fiction & fantasy has conventions where fans gather to meet their favorite authors. 1632 minicons began with Eric Flint guiding other writers around Mannington, West Virginia, the model for Grantville. After a few years, the 1632 minicon became a track within another convention, moving from convention to convention to provide opportunities to fans in different geographic areas. 
Please follow either this link or the QR code and answer these questions to help us plan. We want to bring 1632 to you. You can also find a link to the survey on our blog at https://blog.1632magazine.com/interestsurvey/
[image: image-placeholder]
Example Questions: 
Would you attend a science fiction/fantasy convention with a 1632 track ("minicon")?
How far are you willing to travel for this?
How important is easy site access via plane, train, or bus?
May we have your ZIP code for convention planning purposes?
Which 1632 Baen plotlines or threads would you like to see more of?
From which 1632 Baen authors would you like to read more books?
Which 1632 & Beyond plotlines or threads would you like to see more of?
From which 1632 & Beyond authors would you like to read more books?






  
  Patreon Supporters


1632 & Beyond thanks the following Patreon members who have generously agreed to help underwrite the magazine's operations. 
Thank you so much for supporting us. 

Gary
Pascal Durand
Marc Foppen
Sally Hardwick
Karjala Koponen
Jerry Johnson
MarcTyrrell
David Smith
Edh Stanley
Campbell Menzies
Thomas Williams
Virginia DeMarce
Jay Robison
Chuck Thompson
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The Abrabanel Rescue

David Hankins


This story begins alongside Chapter 4 of  1632.
Dominik Wagner was not a brave man on his best days, and today was definitely not his best day. Yet still he followed the tracks of his stolen coach through the budding Thuringian forest, escaping the carnage behind him while chasing a danger he did not understand. Herr Abrabanel and his daughter needed him. He wouldn't abandon them again.
His footsteps were nearly silent on the forest's soft loam. Birds sang overhead and squirrels chattered, unaware and uncaring of the war that had ravaged their landscape for over a decade now. The wind sighed through the trees. It promised peace while chasing Dominik with the coppery stench of blood. He shuddered. So much blood.
Despite driving Balthazar and Rebecca Abrabanel halfway across war-ravaged Germany, the bodies at the massacre he'd just fled were the first he'd seen up close. The Landsknecht guards Herr Abrabanel had hired as escorts had done well up to today, before a band of Tilly's mercenaries saw the carriage and gave chase. Still, they might have escaped if the mounted guards hadn't turned them onto the track to that fateful farmyard. The soldiers had reined in sharply when they saw the massacre: more of Tilly's men—all dead—and judging from the motionless bodies, the farmer and his wife. Only the killers remained standing, well-armed noblemen with their weapons aimed at the coach. The Landsknecht guards had taken one look at the scene and run, taking Dominik's courage with them.
To his shame, he'd abandoned his six-horse coach, sure that the Abrabanels were right behind him. Who would stay to face men who killed while wearing fancy black and white silks? Especially when more of Tilly's mercenaries were so close behind. Yet the doctor and his daughter hadn't followed. They never left the coach. In his fear, Dominik had abandoned them to the murderous noblemen's dubious mercies.
At least, he thought they were noblemen. Their clothes were odd but high quality, and their guns were unlike anything he'd ever encountered. Small, sleek, and deadly. Within minutes of Dominik abandoning his coach, the chasing mercenaries had thundered up to the farmyard. The nobles killed them to a man. The sound of those impossible rapid-shooting guns still rang in Dominik's ears. Once the fight was over, they'd stolen Dominik's coach and kidnapped his passengers.
Dominik pushed the memories down, nearly tripping over a rabbit hole in his distraction. Focus on the trail. What did these nobles want with the Abrabanels?
"Ransom," he answered quietly to himself. That was the only logical explanation. Balthazar was a doctor from the wealthy Abrabanel family. He would fetch a high ransom. But negotiations across the continent would take months. Months of captivity for the gentle old man and his beautiful daughter. Dominik had no children; his wife died in childbirth eighteen years ago, and he'd never remarried. But if he'd had a daughter, he'd have wanted one like Rebecca, smart and self-possessed. He'd thoroughly enjoyed debating philosophy and religion with her and her father in the evenings during their journey from Amsterdam.
And that was what drove him onward. Most passengers were nothing but a fare. But the Abrabanels had been different. Though much better educated, they had treated him as an equal. Unlike the minor nobility and rich merchants he normally drove around, they had been kind. Rebecca, in particular, had been charm itself.
Dominik shuddered. What would happen to her in captivity? True, nobles wouldn't be as brutal as Tilly's mercenaries would have been. At least, he didn't think so. They'd even left men behind to bury the dead, which indicated a modicum of honor. But still, a young woman in captivity…
This was his fault. He never should have stopped the coach, despite the guards reining in sharply in front of his team. He should have driven on.
* * *

An hour later, Dominik was no longer confident that the Abrabanels' captors were nobility. At least, not all of them. He didn't know what they were, but his Protestant soul was leaning toward "spawn of the Devil." He didn't think he'd stumbled into hell; this didn't look like one of hell's nine circles from Dante's Inferno, but witchcraft was clearly at work.
He lay among low bushes on the climbing edge of a steep gully that half-surrounded an empty parade field. Beyond the field, squatting on a small rise among gentle hills, was the most peculiar facility he'd ever seen. It was white and beige and large enough to be an Amsterdam merchant's warehouse, though more sprawling. A small crowd milled outside an entrance on the right side of the long building, but his focus was transfixed by the smooth black courtyard that filled the space between the parade field and the facility. Its surface was composed of pebbles and tar, of all things, and crisscrossed by yellow lines. He'd walked for a mile or so down a similarly paved road to get here. What captured his attention, though—and convinced him that he was witnessing witchcraft—were the strange coaches squatting in the courtyard. They were metal and shiny, in garish colors, set with impossibly perfect glass windows—and moved without horses. Several had departed, and one had returned, driven by the locals. When they passed his hiding place near the edge of the road, he heard them growl like hungry beasts.
It was magic, which any good Christian knew was evil. He'd been almost painfully pious in the decades since his mother had decided that private sermons from a priest were the best way to reform her wayward child. From everything he'd been taught, this was a place abandoned by God.
The only familiar sight amidst the bizarre tableau was his coach and team parked near the entrance of the building. His horses, at least, seemed unconcerned by their surroundings. They were a good team.
A large sign at the entrance to the facility was indecipherable but for one word. This was a school. He shook his head. It didn't look anything like the recently established Athenaeum Illustre in Amsterdam. Much too big.
Regardless, the Abrabanels must be inside. Captives. Worry for them made Dominik feel sick. Now he would have to rescue them from the spawn of the Devil.
God help him.
It had been years—decades really—since he'd practiced the art of infiltration, and then his only opponent had been the surly baker next door. The man was a genius with pretzels, but he'd had a mean streak when it came to children. He'd start bellowing anytime the much younger Dominik had stepped into his bakery.
One summer long before this wretched war, Dominik had decided to steal a pretzel a day from the old troll to share with his friends. It had been glorious! The baker almost caught him a dozen times, but Dominik developed a knack for remaining just out of sight. His friends had called him der Brezelgeist—the pretzel ghost.
It was his mother who finally caught him enjoying his ill-gotten prize with two friends. That was the end of der Brezelgeist. She'd made him work for that miserable baker for a month to pay back what he'd stolen—and she made him confess to the priest. He'd never forget those lectures. The Protestant priest had been terrifyingly explicit about the fate awaiting thieves and sinners. He'd never stolen again.
Now those self-taught lessons in infiltration surfaced as Dominik surveyed the school. Or, more precisely, as he surveyed the people milling about outside the school. It appeared to be a post-wedding celebration, judging from their fancy attire. The men and boys wore similar outfits on a theme, mostly black and white, but the women! Only a handful wore respectable dresses. The rest showed more skin than an Amsterdam prostitute or even—most scandalous—wore skin-tight garments. They may as well have been naked.
"Who cares how they're dressed, Dominik," he muttered. "How do you get past them?"
Several of the young women were gathered around the coach, fawning over Dominik's horses. Their delighted voices carried across the courtyard and parade field in accented English. The men at the farmhouse had spoken the same, a language of which Dominik only understood basic phrases. He'd never heard of an English enclave in Germany. He shook his head. It was all too much!
Focus, Dominik. Find a way inside.
He drew a deep breath. He couldn't go through the front door. Some of the milling men had those infernal rapid-fire guns. He had no weapons beyond a general-purpose knife no longer than his palm. Stealth would be his weapon. He scanned the building.
There! The facility was mostly surrounded by the black-paved courtyard and close-shorn grass, though Dominik didn't see any sheep. However, the rear of the building seemed to back up to the dense forest and a steep hillside. He'd have to circle around to reach it without being seen, but losing time was worth avoiding the risk of capture. He'd sneak in, find the cell where the Abrabanels were held, and sneak out. His coach out front would be their escape. With surprise, he could break from the crowd and be down the marvelously smooth road before anyone could mount a pursuit. It wasn't much of a plan, but nothing better came to mind.
Not feeling confident at all, Dominik scrambled back down the gully. Once the scratchy underbrush hid him from view, he ran half-crouched along the gully's base. 
He emerged from the woods behind the school. Nobody around. The woods didn't quite reach the back of the building, but there was a door propped open next to large metal bins that smelled of midden. With an anxious sprint, Dominik charged across the small expanse of black and then flattened himself against the brick wall beside the door. It was cool and oddly light-colored, not red. He paused, breath loud in his ears, heart pounding in his chest. He listened.
No cry of alarm.
He poked his head inside and saw only a dark hall lined with doors. He slipped inside. The first doors he passed were open and led to a dark kitchen. Beyond that, the doors were inset with glass windows and closed. He peeked through one of the windows. Why was nothing lit? There were no lanterns, candles, or even torches that he could see. The building was obviously occupied, based on the crowd out front, but the interior felt abandoned.
So, where do you keep prisoners in a semi-abandoned building?
Footsteps echoed from an intersecting hallway. Dominik froze. His heartbeat felt like war drums summoning the enemy. He pushed the door lever and slipped silently inside. Well, almost silently. His boots insisted on squeaking softly on the smooth floor. He dropped below the window, breath held.
His knee bumped a small, round, metal bin. It wobbled with a low wop-wop sound. Dominik scrambled to catch it, swallowing a curse. He caught it with two fingers, but then he overbalanced and fell onto his side with a grunt. He lay in the darkness, not daring to move, barely daring to breathe.
The footsteps neared and then passed without pausing, male voices engaged in tense conversation. He didn't catch much of their English but understood two words. "Balthazar" and "attack."
That didn't sound good. Had Herr Abrabanel fought back? The old man wouldn't have stood a chance against his captors, especially not against the broad-shouldered nobleman who seemed to be their leader.
The footsteps receded, and with utmost care, Dominik set the bin back upright, wondering for a moment about the rows of chairs. He eased the door open. Hearing no new footsteps, he slipped into the hall and turned into the crossing hallway the men had come from. It was long, a mix of black and gray cabinets built into the walls, and lit only by sunlight filtering through the windows in each room's door. He headed toward the front of the building. His boots continued to squeak softly against the pristinely smooth floor. Not good. To compensate, he stopped sneaking and focused on walking as if he belonged there. A furtive tread would alert the guards.
Where were the guards?
He passed a half-dozen classrooms on both sides of the hall before he heard voices around another corner. They weren't approaching, but seemed to be engaged in a worried conference. He stopped at the bend and cocked his head, listening. At least four voices, a mix of male and female, their tones tense as they spoke over each other too fast for him to follow. He couldn't discern more than individual words. Words like "hell" and "damned" were spoken as curses as much as descriptors. Clearly, the rough speech of the Devil's servants.
A door opened in that unseen hallway, and a voice Dominik recognized spoke over the others. It was the large nobleman from the one-sided fight back at the farm, and the voices quieted. He roared, "Coming through!" before the babble rose again. New voices joined in, and Dominik heard a woman address Rebecca by name.
Rebecca!
"We don't (something unintelligible) in Grantville," the woman said with a tone that implied finality.
Dominik wished he understood more English, but at least now he had a name for this Devil's town. Grantville.
The noise of the crowd seemed to be moving away, so he risked a glance around the corner. They were departing, headed toward a set of glass doors—such perfect glass!—at the end of the hall. At least two of the men still carried those sleek firearms. In their midst, he recognized Rebecca's cap and curly black hair. Her eyes wide and fearful, she was speaking with a middle-aged woman.
Then a break in the departing crowd showed something that nearly stopped Dominik's heart. Herr Abrabanel was being carried out on a stretcher. He looked weak. His hand reached for Rebecca's, but she was too far away.
What had they done to him? What were they going to do to him?
The crowd pushed through the glass doors and disappeared. Dominik scrambled across the hallway to a room that should look out onto the front courtyard. He was careful to close the door behind him before he half-crawled, half-ran to the low windows lining the far wall. Raising just his eyes above the sill, he scanned the courtyard.
Two of the strange coaches moved without horses, growling as if they were alive and hungry. He couldn't see inside the lead vehicle, a large boxy thing, but the second one held Rebecca and the nobleman. The coaches navigated around their fellows in the courtyard before accelerating with matching roars. They turned onto the road and disappeared behind the trees.
Dominik slumped to the floor. His rescue had failed. The Abrabanels were gone.
* * *

He snuck out of the school and back into the forest, intent on waiting until darkness fell so he could at least steal his coach back. But what would he do then? Return to Amsterdam? It had been his home for two decades now. He and his young wife had moved there to start a new life away from their families' farms. After she died, he'd seen no reason to return to Germany. But returning home would mean abandoning the Abrabanels. Yet how could he find them? Where would he even start?
Back at his original vantage point, Dominik lay down to watch and wait, to try to discern more about these people. He rested his chin on the backs of his hands, aware of how bone-deep weary he was. It had been a long day. It was good to rest. Good to…
Dominik awoke with a start. He was cold, alone, and in nearly complete darkness. Dim moonlight filtered through the trees, and nighttime sounds filled the air: chirps and rustles and the abrupt cry of something small dying. It was that cry that woke him.
His gaze snapped to the school. The courtyard was empty, and there were no signs of life. Dominik's breath hitched. His coach and team were gone. Everyone was gone.
"Some rescuer you are," he muttered as he rose, cursing himself and his tired, aching body. Unsure what else to do, he turned and walked through the woods, following the dark snake of the road, headed in the same direction that the locals had taken the Abrabanels. He would have made better time walking on the road, but he didn't want to risk meeting one of those accursed coaches. The dark lay heavy on Dominik's soul, spiraling his thoughts downward.
After a time, he mentally kicked himself for wallowing in self-pity. The Abrabanels still needed him. He was frightened by the implications of this God-forsaken Grantville, but he would rescue them. Somehow. They were good people who didn't deserve to suffer at the hands of witches.
He didn't know how long he walked, stumbling over undergrowth and fallen logs in the dim moonlight. He passed dark buildings, skirted some fields, and crossed over a creek, but it felt like an eternity before he found a collection of buildings that he assumed were the outskirts of Grantville. They straddled the road, leaving no easy way around.
He hid behind a tree and gazed out. This cluster of houses wasn't nearly enough to support the massive school. One two-story building was lit as if they'd caged the sun itself within four walls and a roof. A sound similar to the growl of those horseless coaches came from behind the house. Despite the obvious and casual use of magic, Dominik was intrigued. How did these people do that?
Exhausted curiosity brought him onto the road. He neared the lit house and stepped onto neatly cropped grass. He would just peek through a window. It boggled his mind to realize that every building he saw had such perfect, large-paned windows. But, perhaps, he could see something useful through one, something to help him find—
A dog's bark split the night like Cerberus himself was coming for Dominik's soul. He jumped back with a yell and fell onto something small and hard. The object squeaked once, high and sharp and loud. The dog, no bigger than a young boar and just as solid, leapt from the shadows around the edge of the building and charged across the lawn, barking its intent to tear Dominik to shreds.
Dominik scrambled back. He grabbed what he'd fallen on and flung it at the charging beast as he struggled to his feet. His throw went high and wide, but the dog changed directions mid-stride and leapt to snatch the object out of the air. The beast landed solidly, front legs splayed wide to hold its squat body. It growled and chomped the thing it had caught, releasing high-pitched squeaks like the cries of a dying squirrel. It wasn't a squirrel; it had felt smooth and vaguely squishy, like a stick that was rotten on the inside. The dog chomped it like a wurst. The squeaky cacophony only added to Dominik's already pounding terror.
He bolted down the road for the woods, only half-noticing when the dog stopped at the edge of the road. He sent a prayer of thanks for whatever had stayed the beast. He certainly couldn't have outrun it in the dark. Probably not in daylight either.
Dominik collapsed against a tree, breathing hard. Finding the Abrabanels was not going to be easy.
* * *

That was the longest night of Dominik's forty years. He stumbled through the forest, circling the town. At some point in the night, the entire town abruptly lit up as though the Devil's minions had all simultaneously unveiled a hundred miniature suns. Dogs barked, and Dominik heard a few raucous cheers. Bright, steady light streamed out of the windows and beamed down from high, arched street lamps. Dominik had never seen a lantern burn so bright or so steady as those lamps. The power of those impossible lights made the darkness feel that much more oppressive.
He moved furtively through the forest, like a deer wary of the hunter. Several times, he forded streams that seemed to crisscross the town and paused for a drink. Those were the only rests he granted himself. Near dawn, exhaustion finally pulled him into a thicket. He barely managed to crawl deep under the branches before sleep took him.
Three days Dominik repeated this pattern. He slept during the day and then explored Grantville's edges at night. In the deepest hours of darkness, he ventured onto the streets. He avoided the streets lit by those high, steadily glowing lamps. The Devil may work in darkness, but for now, so did Dominik. Even so, he was still chased away by no fewer than seven guard dogs. Some were contained by fences, others by nothing more than whatever compulsion or training kept them on their assigned lands. Grantville's citizens were very protective of their property to have such fierce guard dogs.
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