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Eric Flint's 1632 & Beyond 


Issue 18
As Eric Flint's 1632 & Beyond completes its third year with this issue, we would like to bring you some updates. 
We are excited to feature three new-to-1632 authors in this issue. That's a first for 1632 & Beyond. It shows that despite the size of this series, you can jump right in and write. This issue does not have a theme. It's the sort of stories most of us started with: writing about something we care about and exploring what happens with it in the new timeline.
The next Baen book in the series is coming in August: 1637: The Pilgrim's Passage by Eric Flint and Griffin Barber. You can find out more about in the Coming Soon section, but we want to highlight it here as the one hundredth fiction book in the series. That includes Baen novels and anthologies and Ring of Fire Press novels and anthologies.
This year's 1632 convention will be at Philcon in Cherry Hill, New Jersey on November 20-22. (That is the weekend before Thanksgiving in the US.)
A roleplaying game is on the way! Steve Jackson Games will publish GURPS Ring of Fire for the fourth edition of GURPS (Generic Universal RolePlaying System). You can find out more at sjgames.com or 1632Gurps.com.
Magdeburg Messenger 
(Fiction)
"When The Bell Went Silent," by Chuck Thompson and Griffin Barber, is set in the Mughal Empire. Dara Shikoh needs a navy, and some are really unhappy about that. This is our first short story set in India.
Weather forecasts have been mentioned in the 1632 series. Now we get the story of how those came about. George McClellan Grant brings us "A Break In The Clouds."
The USE has radios, and Venice is starting to put the pieces together. It starts with "Rumors on the Rialto" by Jack Carroll.
All the up-timers have things they want from up-time, but some have things they need. The Fire Department's solution? "Shut Up And Train More" by Owain Alexander.
What happens when you explore up-time knowledge and find an up-time fairy tale that's strikingly similar to your own family history. Pascal Durand brings us the fascinating story of "Who Killed Snow White?"
Sometimes you can't trust your own perception. What do you do then? Find out in "Through The Eyes of a Canine" by Cray Dimensional.
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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 Tennenhouse
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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Rope and Bell

Chuck Thompson and Griffin Barber


Surat
September 1637
When they removed the hood, Bhai Lal blinked and looked around. He was in some sort of warehouse, with crates, great bundles of hides, and other piles of goods hiding most of the walls. It smelled rancid. There was an oil lamp not far in front of him and, to the right of it, a screen. Behind the screen, someone was sitting and smoking a huqqa. He heard it bubble as the man inhaled. Bhai could sense the two men who brought him here standing in the shadows behind him.  
The huqqa gurgled again and, after a moment, a voice came from behind the screen. "You have been seeking us. You must be a brave man or maybe a foolish one." 
The man was well-spoken, his accent refined. Not what Bhai expected at all. 
"We received your token, and made inquiries about your history. We know your uncle Datta, though he is not one of us. You worked for him many years on the docks, accounting for goods. It is said you were a clever boy. Some few years ago, he sent you to Goa to assist his buyer there. Now you are here. And you have a new profession. A dangerous one. Who has sent you to us and what service do they request?" 
Despite this recitation of his personal history, Bhai had to be certain he was talking to the right man. The order he sought was secretive. To even ask about it invited death. The token, a small bar of gold, had been a gamble. He left it, with a note, at the temple where everyone believed the order came each new moon to leave their tithe to their patron goddess. 
"My employer wishes to remain unknown. Their gold, they believe, should vouch for them. And before I reveal their proposal, I feel I must make sure I am talking to the right person." 
More gurgling. A cloud of smoke. "Not foolish then. How shall we prove ourselves to you?" 
"It is widely believed that all of you carry a unique weapon. Indeed, it is a token of your membership. And though your victims are seldom found, when I was a boy, there was one found by chance. His body bore the marks of this weapon so I think that what is believed is probably true. There are at least three of you here. I would see three of these weapons." 
The man laughed. "Are you sure? It is the last thing many people have seen." 
Despite the cool, beads of sweat pooled on Bhai's forehead and neck. 
"Very well." The man reached around the screen and held what appeared in the dim light to be a knotted rope. Bhai jumped as he was touched on each shoulder. He had not heard the two men behind him coming closer. He saw two similar devices, one on each of his shoulders. The man on his right dragged the line slowly back, pushing it into the side of Bhai's neck. 
"Is that proof enough for you or shall I have one of my men demonstrate?" 
Bhai swallowed. "No. Thank you. Nothing further is necessary." 
"And now. Tell me what you propose." 
Bhai gathered his courage. "My employer desires the new shipyard to be burned, along with the ships under construction. They also wish that the Sultan be deprived of the service of the lead shipwrights here. They will pay handsomely." 
Bhai struggled not to fill the silence that followed. He had time to wish he had never gotten involved in this mad scheme. In Goa, he had met someone he had, at first, regarded as a friend. That friend had convinced him to participate in some slightly illegal activities. Well-paid activities. Every new venture grew progressively darker and a little more illegitimate. Now, here he was playing intermediary between these dangerous forces. 
"Hmm. The Portuguese, then. Maybe the English. Or perhaps the Shah who harbors so many pirates in his ports, even the ferenghi. That is fairly obvious. They would seek to limit the construction of a strong naval force by the Sultan Al'Azam. But any such action will be absurdly expensive. We make excellent profits from our various enterprises in the shipyards, with little risk. Why would we kill the hen that provides such bounty? And you must know, this is not what we do. We prefer quiet enterprises. The discreet removal of riches from particular persons. This would be very loud. Very bold." 
"I am authorized to negotiate. And the Sultan will rebuild the yards, no? The chaos of such an effort would deliver even more opportunities." 
"Yes, indeed. A most clever young man you are. Too bad you were not born to our order. Or young enough for us to take and train. We could use such a mind." 
It took another fearful hour, but Bhai finally secured an agreement. His employer would not be happy. He'd exceeded his budget by a considerable margin. But he was not about to leave without an accord. In fact, he was quite sure that, had they not come to an understanding, he would not have left the warehouse alive.
The Red Fort
September 1637
John was familiar with the balcony overlooking the Yamuna but clueless as to why the Sultan Dara Shikoh had asked him there. The only hint was the man seated across from him. Talawat. Talawat the atishbaz, the gunsmith and chemist who had produced the shotguns, rifles, and other small arms necessary for Dara Shikoh's victory in the Battle of the Brothers. John still had not entirely forgiven Talawat for his role in pulling the wool over his eyes. They had faked an explosion at the munitions factory to mask all the progress that had been made with the arms and ammunition. True, he had been under orders from Jahanara, and the elaborate secrecy of the operation had succeeded in luring Aurangzeb into a reckless assault on Red Fort. It still rankled that John had been preparing a desperate defense thinking they had almost no ammunition for the new guns when the ammo was in production right up until Aurangzeb prepared his assault. 
And then there was the guilt. He'd thought people had died in the explosion at the munitions factory. To completely sell the lie, Jahanara had made sure that bodies were inside the compound when it went up. Actual bodies. It was only later he'd learned they'd used the corpses of people who had died in Agra that week. 
Carefully controlling his anger by telling himself it was misplaced to direct it at Talawat, who hadn't been the author of his deception, John considered the view. He had rarely been on the balcony, and not at all since it was restored in the wake of the battle. 
The Yamuna slid sluggishly by below as a narrow galley raced along with the current, carrying some noble to his manor between the city and Red Fort. The Taj glowed in the setting sun. The planned white marble facing was not yet in place, but the red sandstone and brick of the structure was burnished in the late afternoon sun. 
Only he and Talawat were on the balcony, though the usual army of servants were just inside the building. A gentle breeze moved through the space, causing the silk drapes to slither quietly across the marble. 
He tried to engage the little gunsmith in conversation, but Talawat refused to answer his questions, saying only that the Sultan Al'Azam wanted to unveil his project himself. 
John, annoyed at this, applied himself to punishing a tray of mangoes. 
A young serving man, really a boy, came to deliver a fresh tray of the fruit. 
John froze, remembering a similar boy falling from the rigging of a pirate ship. Falling because John had shot him. The fact that those corsairs would have done unspeakable things to everyone on his own ship did not keep the young pirate from haunting John's dreams. He secretly hoped Ilsa would bear a daughter. He knew it was irrational, but he feared fate would take away any son he had for payback. 
The boy retreated. 
John shook himself free of the memory and was about to try to guilt-trip Talawat when the sound of footfalls reached him. Several eunuchs and munshis bustled into the room. The first eunuch barked at the servants to remove the food. As the servants complied, the others began pulling large parchments from leather tubes. John had no chance to see what was written on them because, at that moment, Dara entered the room. 
Dara still looked drawn and pale to John but he was noticeably better than he'd been in the aftermath of the battle. They had all worried that Dara might not survive his injuries, making their victory pointless, even dangerous. Still, he seemed to be doing better as each day passed. Gervais even said the critical phase of his recovery had passed. 
Dara Shikoh, Sultan Al'Azam, and emperor of Mughal India, smiled. First at John and then Talawat. He reached out and grasped John's hands. "It is good to see you, my friend. I regret that matters have not allowed us much time to converse lately. And Talawat. Thank you for coming." 
John nodded. Dara released John's hands and briefly grabbed Talawat by the arm and gave it a small squeeze. John couldn't help noting that such small signs of affection had not been the norm for a Mughal noble when the Mission first arrived. However, it was also true that the three of them had, quite literally, fought together when the outcome had been far from certain. They all, save Talawat —who had the devil's own luck— had the wounds and scars to mark them as brothers in arms. That tended to create paths around certain courtly proprieties, even in societies far less enamored of the warrior ethos than Mughal India's current rulers. 
Dara smiled again and clapped his hands in front of him. "I am sorry I could not warn you of the reasons for this meeting. It seemed easiest to show you." Dara gestured toward the floor where the eunuchs had spread the parchments and weighted the corners down with bespoke stone figurines John knew had been made for just this purpose. 
"I have read, or had read to me, all that you brought from Grantville regarding these remarkable inventions. I am convinced they are key to defending our lands and waterways from invasion by our more sea-faring enemies. Meaning the Shah and, of course, the English and Portuguese. I cannot hope to match their blue water capability any time soon. But with these, they would dare not approach my shores or enter my rivers." Dara gestured to the floor.  
John recognized the plans immediately. He mentally checked his chin to see if it had dropped. Depicted on the paper was a schematic of a river steamboat adapted for military use. It immediately reminded him of the USE's timberclads. The Mission had brought some information on the shallow-draft boats but these plans greatly expanded on them. They were a much larger scale and John immediately noticed some details that simply weren't in the documents they brought with them. John knelt and began flipping through the pages. One thing that popped out immediately was that the plans called for a large steam engine that looked like the locomotive engine design from Grantville. 
"Dara. Who did this? There are quite a few specifics in here that I know weren't in the things we gave you." 
"I myself can only give you my general understanding. I borrowed some of Talawat's designers to expand upon the plans and fill in any gaps they could from all the other information you provided. For example, you noticed the steam engine. That came from other plans you provided of engines employed in non-maritime settings. You and Ricky made it clear there is no chance the USE would part with any of their up-time engines and it will be some time before such machines will be produced again. Even if this were not the case, I do not have the time to wait on USE machines to get here."
John stood, gently shook his head, and let out a breath. "I think you've bitten off more than you realize here. Yeah, Simpson, and for that matter the Yankees during the American Civil War, built these pretty fast. But they already knew how to build the engines and machine the parts and work with large steel and iron elements. You've got none of that." 
Talawat cleared his throat. "We have been quite industrious in improving our—how do you say?—precision and standardized machining and design, thanks to you and the information you have already shared. And the kharkhanas where we produce all the shotguns, rifles, and other arms provide the base model for production. As you have recognized, we were already producing the finest steel in the world before you up-timers came." 
"I meant no offense, Talawat. The infrastructure you have created to produce arms has impressed me no end. But this is a whole different scale and involves moving parts and tolerances you haven't dealt with. Yeah. Okay, I suspect the tolerances on the rifles and cannon aren't so different, but you're dealing with much larger parts and sustained pressures, not to mention that steam is an angry beast. Yeah, you guys know steel—have known it longer than any other society—but can you produce enough to manufacture hundreds of engine pistons, rods, and blocks? And I do mean hundreds, because you'll need replacements for those that wear out. And we would need a shit-ton of iron. And there's probably a million things I haven't thought of that will need figuring out on the fly." 
John stared at the plans and absently scratched his face. "You know, Talawat. I understand you don't have the iron production now, but have you considered going ahead and building these things so they can be upgraded to ironclads when we get that capacity?" 
Talawat rolled his eyes. "Notice all the ballast? That is because we have extra buoyancy to allow for future plating. You know, I did pay attention when you told us about growth margin." 
"Talawat, I think you just no-shit Sherlocked me." 
Talawat chuckled. "I know that one! And, yes, I think I did." 
"There is just so much we don't know. I see you've made the engine bigger than the one in the plans we brought but this is a very heavy boat. And her superstructure is like a big sail that doesn't point the way you want. And the current in your rivers, particularly during the monsoon, is nuts. If the ship is under-powered, you might end up with a pretty expensive paperweight." 
Dara looked a bit confused but waved it away and raised a hand with a finger extended toward John. "And that is why you, and Talawat, and some of his engineers, must take all this to Surat and get the enterprise underway. I need this technology. Our coasts are practically defenseless. If the Shah, the English, or the Portuguese decided to amass their maritime might on any point of my coastline there is nothing I could do to stop them at the moment. And the rivers that feed the Ganges are equally open to them, all the way from the delta to the Punjab. They can strike far inland from the water with impunity, not to mention the river pirates that infest the Ganges and even the Yamuna." The emperor gestured at the river making its stately way below. 
"Surat? I can't go there. Ilsa is due in December and I have to be here. And what do I know about building boats?" 
An angry shadow passed over Dara's face. "Are you not a general in my service? I am in great need of your assistance." Dara paused and his expression softened. "My apologies. I am overly used to the deference of my subjects. It is not a bad thing that you up-timers have taught me the value of—what do you call it?—buy-in." 
Another, longer pause, then Dara continued his argument. "John, I will provide you however many fresh mounts and men are required to get you to and from Surat by November, giving you plenty of time to be present at the birth of your son." 
John felt his expression congeal, but Dara misinterpreted it, saying, "I know it will be a son, my astrologers have told me so. I assure you I only need you there to get the enterprise on its feet. Why, only just now, you put your finger on every single major challenge we face in building these boats. I am unfamiliar with ‘shit-ton' but there is a smelting facility in Gujarat that is, I hope, capable of producing iron enough for the engines." 
The emperor looked at Talawat, who nodded and added, "My calculations are conservative. We should have more than enough on hand for prototyping—" the gunsmith and engineer even used the English up-time word—"and to commence production." 
John's expression must have betrayed his reluctance, because the emperor pleaded, actually pleaded. "Please? At least talk to Ilsa before refusing me? See what she says." 
John frowned but nodded his head in agreement. He was, after all, quite sure that Ilsa would never agree to him taking off while she was in the last stages of pregnancy.
* * *

To his surprise, and no small hurt, Ilsa's reaction was the opposite of John's prediction. Her words still echoed in his mind as he rode. "John, I love you beyond measure but you are driving me to distraction. You won't even let me go to the bathroom without taking my arm. It would be good for both of us. My mother and grandmother gave birth to a score of children with not one complication. Your mother popped you out in the back of a car and laughed about it. You go along and leave me to finish the nursery. You'll be back in plenty of time for the fun part." 
She had softened her words with a long kiss and a tight hug. A little too tight, that hug. The message was clear: I'm no weakling. In the end, he had reluctantly agreed to go. It had not been his favorite moment and, despite their kind words, he felt more than a little bullied, both by the Sultan Al'Azam and, in particular, his own wife. 
Surat
Early October 1637
In the same warehouse where he had met Bhai Lal, Ghazi Uddin Khan sat in the same chair, smoking the same huqqa. By day, he was known and respected as the Kotwal of Surat. It was no small irony that, as kotwal, he was charged with enforcing the laws and keeping the peace within the city. It amused Ghazi Uddin, and his goddess, that he controlled both crime and justice in Surat. It was a very convenient arrangement for him and beneficial for the entire city. Crime happened when, where, and to the extent he wished. He controlled things so as not to overly upset those citizens who truly mattered. Whenever he needed to establish his law enforcement bona fides, he simply arranged for the sacrifice of a minor piece of his criminal enterprises. Under his benevolent guidance, there was no such thing as an unsolved murder in Surat. Well, no unsolved murder of anyone who mattered, at any rate. He either found the perpetrator or, if it was his own cabal that committed the crime, found a likely man to take the fall. Provided one stayed out of certain known areas, Ghazi Uddin was quite certain that Surat was the safest city in the empire. 
This project was risky. To attack the entire shipyard risked exposure. Never had the brethren done something so bold. But the reward was almost beyond belief. Bhai's employer offered such funds as would allow him to expand into untapped territories, deepening his hold on his cult and furthering the will of his goddess. 
He admonished himself for lack of focus and applied his considerable mental resources to the two men seated before him. Babur and Hassan were his lieutenants. These two were the only ones who knew his true identity. So long as neither of them were taken alive, he should be safe. Babur's and Hassan's identities, in turn, were known only to him and their own lieutenants. These men each operated their own teams and were not supposed to know anything about other cells within the organization. Unfortunately, it would be necessary to utilize all the brethren, some fifty souls, to attack the shipyard and assassinate the shipwrights and engineers. 
The three of them spent hours developing the plan of attack: Two teams to kill the shipwrights. Another five would each be assigned an arson target and required to eliminate any guards that might stand in their way. A single team of ten men would decapitate most of the guards by attacking the building where the night manager and head of security usually spent the night. 
"Forgive me, Ghazi Uddin, but, these shipwrights…Is their killing permitted? The goddess commands us to harm no artist and, it seems to me that they engage in acts of creation?" Babur said. 
"Fear not, Babur. We will not violate our code. We kill no artisans. I have made inquiries with the priests. There is something called a naval designer. Such a person creates the plans from which ships are made. Such is, perhaps, akin to an artist and therefore we would not harm him. These shipwrights are simply very knowledgeable craftsmen and, hence, within our purview." 
Seeing the doubtful expression persist on his subordinate's face, Ghazi Uddin chose to acknowledge it. "But your point is well made. Please make sure everyone knows the distinction. We cannot have any hesitation when the time comes." 
Babur nodded, expression thoughtful. 
Ghazi Uddin continued. "I think we have done enough for tonight. Please get with your captains and have them identify the right persons to surveil each shipwright's home and habits, as well as determine the best way to burn the shipyard. Unfortunately, we may have to introduce them to other brethren they do not know. This creates a security risk, but is necessary to the accomplishment of our task. Please caution everyone to be careful in how much information they divulge. We will meet in another few days and review the assignments and timetables, and, after that, we will begin training the faithful."
Surat. The Governor's Palace
October 1637
John had thought he hated horses before the ride to Surat. Nearly two weeks in the saddle revealed entirely new levels of hatred in his heart. Dara's promise to provide remounts was a blessing and a curse. It allowed them to travel quickly but there was no down time. They were in the saddle from sunup until sundown. His horsemanship had dramatically improved since the Mission had arrived in India, but he'd ridden little the last few months and his backside and thighs had reverted to their former up-timer softness. His sores had saddle sores. Pride be damned, he would have a sprung carriage built for the return trip. He had the money, and it would be worth every rupee to save his ass the pain. Not that he—or any of the Mission— were short of coin. Indeed, the members of the Mission who had returned home had used the silver earned on their sojourn at court for ballast. For ballast!  
Salim had sent a Captain and a company of cavalry to meet them. The guards had escorted them to the gates of Salim's palace before peeling off with a salute. 
Damn, but Salim is good. 
Arrayed on a large lawn were dismounting blocks and grooms ready to take their horses. Servants bearing iced and fruited water stood by, ready for their refreshment. John tossed his reins to the nearest groom and gingerly eased out of the saddle. He was so tired and sore his right heel dragged across his mount's rump, causing her to shy. The groom knew his business and did something to calm the mare. 
John cursed under his breath. That's all he needed—to end this already humiliating display of non-horsemanship in a crumpled heap on the ground. 
A rather tall officer approached him and offered a low bow. "I am Kamran. Governor Salim Gadh Visa Yilmaz sends his greetings and apologizes for not greeting you. He wanted to give your party the chance to refresh yourselves and rest before demanding anything of you. He begs you to call him when you are ready." 
John was anxious to see his friend again, but he desperately needed to get clean, grab a nap, and hopefully find some salve or other to slather on his backside. He barely remembered being taken to his room and being told there was a hammam on the grounds. Any other time he would have jumped at the chance for a hot steam bath followed by a massage. He opted instead for a quick wet toweling in his room before collapsing onto a divan. 
There was a faint pink hint of dawn in the sky when John woke. He knew it was dawn rather than sunset because the muzzein was calling prayers and had the twice-repeated line that Salim had translated for the Mission some time ago, "Prayer is better than sleep." He liked the calls to prayer. Indeed, he preferred it to the insane number of competing church bells in Magdeburg or, for that matter, any other major town in Europe. 
That in mind, John figured he had slept for nearly twelve hours. As he sat up, his sores strenuously reminded him of their presence. He stood. Much more bearable. If he could get away with walking around naked, he might even make it through the day. 
A servant had entered to lay out a very loose robe, and, beside it, a small clay pot with a note, written in English: 
I think you will find this garment quite comfortable. The balm is for your sores. It will help with any pain and to prevent infection. Come find me when you awake. Salim. 
"I owe you another one, Salim." John sniffed the concoction. The aroma told him what the secret ingredient was: opium. "Oh heck, yeah." He started carefully applying it to his backside and thighs. It stung at first but, moments later, dulled the pain. John pulled the robe on and dropped the small pot into a waist pouch that had also been left for him. He put his boots on and decided he might make it through the day. 
He found Salim in one of the palace gardens. Or, rather, one of the palace servants guided him to the governor. 
Salim was reading from a scroll, a series of small trays beside him, each laden with fruit and lidded bowls that hid their contents from John's hungry



Agra Mission House
December 1637





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
ERI( FlINT S JACK CARROLL
x] e 2D OWAIN ALEXANDER

- A PASCAL DURAND

&B[Y()N[) auy DIMEJNSIDNAI*

GR -
(HucK THMPSUN

ROPE AND BEL





OEBPS/images/c8409ee2-7486-40e7-b362-81b447ce7fb7.png
Rope And Bell

By Chuck Thompson
& Griffin Barber






OEBPS/images/0c1eff77-bb13-4d8f-89ca-504a85551aea.png
(G322





OEBPS/images/84dcf8e6-6939-4536-b7a5-e73056c00d9b.jpeg
ISSUE #18 July 2026

ERIC FI.INT’S

t‘J—
&BEYOND

GRIFFIN BARBER

CHUCK THOMPSON

GEORGE MCCLELLAN GRANT
JACK CARROLL

OWAIN ALEXANDER

PASCAL DURAND

CRAY DIMENSIONAL





OEBPS/images/4ba15cf2-1fd3-489a-b535-35038fa73fdf.png





OEBPS/images/01a26746-9500-412c-bba1-545ec932bff7.png








