
  
  
Other 1632 Universe Publications
1632  by Eric Flint created this universe. Free download available at Baen.com/1632.html. All listed books available at Baen.com. 
Short-List of Titles to Jump into the Series: 
Ring of Fire anthology edited by Eric Flint
1633 by Eric Flint and David Weber
1634: The Baltic War by Eric Flint and David Weber
Available through Baen.com, booksellers, and used bookstores. 
Also Available: 
Grantville Gazette Volumes 1 – 102, magazine edited by Eric Flint, Paula Goodlett, Walt Boyes, Bjorn Hasseler. Available on 1632Magazine.com. 
1632 Universe novels and "Eric Flint, Ring of Fire Series" on Baen.com
Recently Released and Forthcoming: 
Ongoing: Baen has been re-releasing select 1632 books originally released by Eric Flint's Ring of Fire Press! Recent titles include three 1632 books by Bethanne Kim, one by Garrett W. Vance, one by Mike Watson, and two Time Spike novels by Garrett. 
Forthcoming novels include re-releases of Ring of Fire Press works by Mark Huston, Kerryn Offord, and Karen and Kevin Evans. 1637: A Pilgrim's Passage by Eric Flint and Griffin Barber will be released in August 2026. We hope you enjoy all the new releases!
Odd numbered months: New issues of Eric Flint's 1632 & Beyond 
Reading Order: 
There are three different reading orders available. The first is chronological. The second is by storyline. The third is by publication date. They can be found online at: https://author.1632magazine.com/canon-continuity/reading-order-small-bites/






  
  [image: image-placeholder]




  
  ERIC FLINT'S 1632 & BEYOND ISSUE #17 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters places, and events portrayed in this book are fictional or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to real people (living or dead), events, or places is coincidental.
Editor-in-Chief Bjorn Hasseler
Production and Design Bethanne Kim
Editor Chuck Thompson
Cover Artwork by Cortney Skinner
Interior Art Garrett W. Vance
1. Science Fiction-Alternate History
2. Science Fiction-Time Travel 
Copyright © 2023-2026 Flint's Shards Inc.
All rights reserved, including the right to copy, reproduce and distribute this book, or portions thereof, in any form.
eBook ISBN: 978-1-962398-37-4
Paperback ISBN: 978-1-962398-38-1
Distributed by Flint's Shards Inc. 
339 Heyward Street, #200
Columbia, SC 29201






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Eric Flint's 1632 & Beyond 
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Bjorn Hasseler, Editor-in-Chief
              
            

            
            
        
            
            	
              
                 Issue 17
              
            

            
        
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Patreon Supporters
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Magdeburg Messenger
        
        
          
            
            
            
            
        
            
              
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Ride For The Outfit
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  1.
                
                 Sarah Hays 
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Have Rosary, Will Travel
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  2.
                
                 Iver P. Cooper
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        At The Mouth Of The Mekong
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  3.
                
                 Garrett W. Vance
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        The Breitenfeld Extraction
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  4.
                
                 David Hankins
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Alice's Place
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  5.
                
                 Bethanne Kim
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
        
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The State Library Papers
        
        
          
            
            
            
            
        
            
              
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        The North Atlantic Net
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  6.
                
                 Jack Carroll
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Bang Versus Twang In North America
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                  7.
                
                 John Deakins 
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
        
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Available Now
        
        
          
            
            
            
            
        
            
              
      	
      
      
        Mrs. Flannery's Flowers
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Bethanne Kim
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Gourmets of Grantville
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Bethanne Kim
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Red Shield
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Bethanne Kim
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        The Marshalls
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Mike Watson
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Time Spike: The Mysterious Mesa
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Garrett W. Vance
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Time Spike: The First Cavalry Of The Cretaceous
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Garrett W. Vance
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Saving The Dodo
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Garrett W. Vance
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
        
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Coming Soon
        
        
          
            
            
            
            
        
            
              
      	
      
      
        I Want To Be Your Hero
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Kerryn Offord
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Up-Time Pride And Down-Time Prejudice
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Mark Huston
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        No Ship For Tranquebar
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Kevin H Evans and Karen C Evans
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        Fire On The Rio Grande
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Kevin H Evans and Karen C Evans
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
              
      	
      
      
        1637: The Pilgrim's Passage
        
        
          
            
            
            	
              
                
                 Eric Flint and Griffin Barber
              
            

            
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
            
        
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Supporting the 1632verse
        
        
          
            
            
            
        
            
            	
              
                 Reviews
              
            

            
            	
              
                 Give a 1632 Gift
              
            

            
            	
              
                 Buy Another Issue
              
            

            
            	
              
                 Buy a 1632 Baen Novel
              
            

            
            	
              
                 Connect with us on Social Media
              
            

            
        
            
            
            
          

          
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  [image: image-placeholder]
Eric Flint's 1632 & Beyond 

Bjorn Hasseler, Editor-in-Chief


Issue 17
Magdeburg Messenger 
(Fiction)
Issue 17's theme is Travel. It might be for business or pleasure, away from danger or toward it.    
If you've read Sarah Hays' stories about Alyse Ballentine, you may remember an incident in Pomerania when Alyse went after stolen horses. "Ride For The Outfit" is that story. It takes place after "For Want Of A Nail" (Grantville Gazette 59), during "WWJD Is Not The Right Question" (Grantville Gazette 74), and earlier than "Before The Barbed Wire's Strung" (Grantville Gazette 91) and "One Woman's Treasure (Grantville Gazette 98).   
"Have Rosary, Will Travel" is Iver P. Cooper's story about a professional pilgrim. Yes, that was a real job.   
Garrett W. Vance's Japanese characters living in southeast Asia have been favorites since he first introduced them. Now, they are "At The Mouth Of The Mekong."   
"The Breitenfeld Extraction" is David Hankins' third story. Dominick and Hildegard embark on a high-stakes rescue mission.   
Alice Blower was a midwife in New England. In the new timeline, she journeys to Grantville. 
The State Library Papers
(1632 Non-Fiction)
Sometimes you want to communicate before you travel—or communicate instead of having to travel. Every book set in the Americas to date turns on communication or the lack thereof. Jack Carroll looks at the details of how some of this happens in "The North Atlantic Net."   
When traveling, you should know what to expect. John Deakins explains why Native Americans might choose a different instrument of defense in "Bang Versus Twang In North America." 
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Ride For The Outfit

Sarah Hays 


Somewhere In Pomerania
1637
"How's your Spanish?" Alyse asked, very quietly. 
"In a textbook in Jena," the constable's wife responded. "I see you know whispers carry." Katherina Müllerin, midwife and trauma nurse, let her head fall back on the rock she'd been leaning against, a weary woman in a mistreated dress. "How about your German?"
"Para este," Alyse said, "despacio y pequeño." A hundred yards downstream, waters churned beneath the hooves of a patrol. Beyond, sun glittered back from helmets and pikes like sparklers off weapons. Effectively, their presence prevented Alyse and her three companions from crossing the stream on the way back to Grantville.
"Stay here," Alyse told her. "This goes like I hope, we'll get home in a few days."
"And if it doesn't?" The constable's wife had three years in Grantville to hone her command of up-time English; often, it made Alyse forget Katherina's down-time origin. In the past thirty-six hours they'd forged a practicing friendship out of the mess they'd fallen into together.
Alyse's blue-green eyes tightened as she bit her lip, then rolled sideways. Taking a twig, she sighted on where the sun should come through the clouds. "After dark tonight, y'all work back the way we came. Water'll be here." She drew a streak on the patch of bare ground. "Rest on the far side, drink what you can. Boil the water first." Handing over her match safe, crafted of interlocking shell casings, "Matches here, and"—a square of folded heavy foil appeared from her pocket—"You know how to make a cup without tearin' this?"
Katharina nodded.
"Moon's almost full tonight, so, once y'all are able, head this way." She drew an arrow away from the watercourse. "I'm not back by then, keep movin'. Make for Mecklenburg. Next little river's just about halfway."
Katharina grimaced.
"South of there, bear west. Don't look back, regardless." Before Katharina, watching the soldiers, could ask a question, Alyse vanished, her dirt-limned map scuffed out by a bootsole. The constable's wife sent a thoughtful look at the women the Texan had just left in her care as she sketched a cross in the air.
Halfway down the hill's backside, Alyse slid from rock to rock, staying in what cover she could find, toward a...did Germans call them arroyos? Dry wash, anyhow. She worked around the hill, downwind from the soldiers, wrinkling her nose. Lots of sweaty leather and hot metal among them, as well as horses nobody looked after properly.
Horses. It galled her to think how easily she might never again see the horses she'd left home to recover from a thief. "Cuidado, muchacha," Tio Matteo said in the back of her mind. "No quieres perderlas."
"Pero los soldados, ahora, quiero mucho perderlos," she argued under her breath, recalling something her mother had said. "¿Viste cosas así en Vietnam?"
"Ah, si." In her mind's eye, a summer evening after supper with the radio playing showed her a stocky man above middle height, silvery sparkles in his wavy black hair, corners of his mustache rising with the light in his soft brown eyes, his weathered South Texas vaquero's quick and dazzling smile. "Pero eso fue la guerra."
"Like this ain't." Cops-and-robbers on Air Force bases before the loss of her father, games of cowboys-and-Indians, despite being nearly too old for them, on a sprawl of ranchland after moving back to her mother's home, had come as close to war as she'd seen, before she married. Well, she'd learned things then. Hiding. Working from ambush. Saving ammunition, keeping quiet, finding cover as television cowboys had taught her. Memories kaleidoscoped, fading. "Esto es, y nadie que me ayude."
Grantville
A Week Earlier
"So," Claudette Green asked, once Alyce's estranged husband Powell left, "what would Adam Cartwright do?"
"What's right," Alyse answered. A knock on the door lifted her from her chair. "I better get started."
Her bootheels rang across the Mountain Top Baptist Bible Institute's kitchen but she barely heard the sound. She almost forgot her hat, left on the counter earlier as she helped an Institute lady bring in a bushel of tomatoes and squash, reveling in the scent of fresh vegetables; now, annoyed with herself for letting her husband upset her, she put the mouse-colored, sweat-marked Resistol on, trotting down the wooden steps a bare heartbeat ahead of a policeman coming in Claudette's office door. The Grantville police department had increased its original force by an order of magnitude since the Ring fell, but Alyse didn't want to tangle up today's necessities with a policeman's discussions. Especially not if, as experience insisted, that policeman spoke primarily some variation on early modern German.
Even the Castilian Spanish taught in Texas schools, with all its variations of preterit and case and person and gender, didn't have the curlicues and complications of early modern German, no two speakers of which she'd ever heard say the exact same thing in anything resembling the same way, she thought grumpily. "Por que, Dios," she muttered, "did You drop Grantville into Germany and not Mexico, or even Spain, where at least I'd hear una idioma bonita?"
God, for whatever reason, didn't answer any more directly this time than the ten thousand or so others she'd asked. But in the back of her mind she heard her Uncle Matteo laughing softly. "¡Un paso a la vez, sobrina! ¡No puedes ir màs ràpido sin caerte!" Advice worth heeding. "Take a deep breath and calm down, Alyse."
The police Jeep Cherokee sat where Powell's Tahoe left a gap this pretty Saturday morning. Either the well-worn Cherokee or, more likely, the Tahoe had left a faint whiff of gasoline on the air; Alyse well knew Powell's habits with throttles. Honestly, that and the Suzuki 1100-cc he'd ridden had turned her head about him as much as his movie-star looks. The fast-moving bike's thrill had caught her heart more than his insurance agent's easy money and apparent interest in a community college rodeo rider.
Birdsong and the smell of new-cut hay interrupted her reminiscence. Still thinking about other things, Alyse bent her steps toward her mount. Claudette's invitation had seemed a good excuse to put some miles under the green-broke roan's saddle in Grantville's mix of traffic: pedestrians, wagons, autos, teams, riders, donkey carts, bicycles, and now and then a wheelbarrow.
This morning she'd been pleased when the roan took the three-wheel, steam-powered "ATV" they'd encountered at the bottom of the Mountain Top drive in stride. Well, she'd been distracted when its driver, or rider, turned out to be Orlando Rosales de Circassia under a helmet and goggles. She hadn't seen him in months.
"Lando!"
"Alyse!" He laughed, stepping off to clasp her hand. "Look at this train of mules, would you?"
"Fifty-eight head, I make it, and ore wagons," she agreed. "Where do you reckon they're going?"
He shrugged. "Just cutting through the Ring of Fire on their way from up around Erfurt to the new Redbird Institute. How are you?"
"Muy bien, gracias, amigo. How are you?" Alyse said.
"Very well, and my darling wife is even better. You know, the only good thing about this"—his gesture took in his three-wheeled vehicle, its long nose adorned with a small steam engine, its wide posterior bins piled with a mix of small packages and smaller firewood—"is that I'm home every night. Much as I miss my good white mule, so many miles in a day we could not cover together." He shook his head in wonder. "H.A. Burston makes life interesting."
"I hear you," she said. "But he's been pretty easy for us to work for, so far."
"You," he said, "are lucky, then. Well, that's the last ore wagon. See you soon, I hope!" He scampered back into his...saddle? pilot's chair?...where, with a kick of one lever and a twist of another, he made his way south to Grantville on Route 250.
A quarter-hour later, she'd entered Claudette's front parlor, where the pastor's wife conducted the business of talking to members of her congregation on personal matters. In the quiet way good friends sometimes do, Claudette Greene had ambushed Alyse, whose intention had been to have a pleasant visit with her pastor's wife, pay upcoming daycare and pre-school fees, and put in a little light fresh-air exercise. For the last few weeks she'd been stuck at home between physical therapy appointments; that had cut her expenses for childcare dramatically. Cleared for work, she wanted those arrangements made—and paid for. Especially now that she'd need the youngest to stay extra nights while she went after her company's stolen horses, she wanted those arrangements settled. The ones with her partner would be tough enough.
Alyse could still taste the adrenaline burn in the back of her throat. The visit had not gone the way Claudette intended. In nigh six years since the Ring fell, important jobs took Powell elsewhere, first with the Army, then the government, for more than four and a half of those years. The harder Alyse tried to show Powell the fruits of her labor and the advantages of keeping their paid-for home, the more he chafed at her resistance.
Her letters, pleading and proud, grew shorter; his, demanding and curt, stopped mentioning their tidy house, then the children, then their marriage. Alyse doubted, now, that anything she did could mend that breach. Worse, she didn't feel angry or sad, but mostly just tired about the whole situation. Today, her own mood created an air about her that kept other people from crossing her path. She adjusted her hat, not quite noticing how people stepped out of her way as she pulled the horse's reins from around a hitch rail.
The roan snuffled; Alyse pulled a dried apple slice from a pocket and offered it to the young horse. Positive reinforcement made itself second nature dealing with horses, just as with two-legged students. A quick check of her cinches preceded a boot into a stirrup and a swing into her saddle; lifting her reins, she touched heels to the roan, who pulled up and tossed a startled head at the sight—or maybe scent, with that gasoline tang still in the air—of the parked Cherokee. Alyse let the horse spend a minute looking, listening, and sniffing before urging her mount closer. They had time, this early afternoon, for one more unusual thing to go from being scary to ordinary in the horse's mind, Alyse figured. After the horse calmed down, she headed into town; if Powell had gone to the house, she didn't want to meet him there. She needed to talk to her partner anyway.
* * *

"Hola," Pedro Sebastian de Treviño greeted her, from the rocker on the office's porch. When the weather allowed, he preferred doing the company books there. "¿Como estas hoy?¿Qué te trae aquí ahora?"
She'd been supposed to have today off. "Muy bien, gracias," she answered. "Seen Luis?"
Pedro Sebastian's quick grin vanished in sober consideration. "Yes. He stopped by to tell me that we had almost all our working horses stolen. He says he saw Gerhard Rutger taking them, but could not stop him. He called the police, but all they could do was take a report."
Alyse nodded. "I couldn't stop Gerhard either. We called the police. They don't have enough manpower to send anybody looking. They said they'd telegraph Bamberg and let the marshals and Mounted Constabulary know."
"This is not a surprise," he said gravely. "We need our horses back, lest our business fail."
Alyce's blue-green eyes iced over. "You know that. I know that. Luis knows that. My kids know that. Powell knows it too, but he says it's the cops' job, and if they can't do it, too bad." Her disgust colored her voice. "I think I told you I'm cleared to come back to work, if I stay off green horses—and out of fights."
He gave her a rueful smile. "Out of fights is easier than off green horses. Between the remounts we need and getting horses ready for students, that's half our business these days."
Alyse nodded. "I know."
He walked her into the office and pulled out a chair. "I know you broke your collarbone. How close is it, really, to healing?"
"I rode that fresh-broke roan up to Mountain Top this morning," she answered. "Didn't have any static. Even saw Lando Rosales on that steam-powered three-wheeler H.A. Burston's replacing his mule with."
"Our investor," Pedro Sebastian said, "is not a man lacking whimsy."
"Es cierto," she replied judiciously; he laughed softly.
"I imagine we will find out how much of a fight we must win if we stay in business," Pedro Sebastian said. "A visitor from the Grantville Police asked me to sign a complaint. He advises that if we want our horses back, we must find them and bring them ourselves. It will shut us down a couple weeks, at least—maybe a month, to attend to that. I do not like to think of what effect that might have."
"That's what I came to talk to you about." The Texan looked up at him, aslant, intent. "I don't think we, as in you and me, should do any such thing. You, as in el jefe del negocio, should stay put. Keep the doors open, books balanced, bills paid, customers happy on the courier side, and students busy on the school side. Also, look after your family."
"And what do you think you should do?" he asked mildly. He thought he knew her answer before he heard it. Her words just confirmed what he expected.
"Get our livestock back, and that horse-thief into jail, if I can."
The look he gave her came with a long, low whistle. "If you can?" 
"Last time I had anything like this to do, I hadn't turned twenty-six years old yet."
Pomerania
Present Day
She felt like a kid again, bellied-down in the best cover she could find, watching her opposition move along, breathing quietly so as not to give away her position. Although she ached more, tired faster, needed to think instead of react, she'd slipped right back into those pre-teen cowboys-and-outlaws reflexes, except for the lack of any sort of weapon.
Of course, she hadn't been able to talk Paul Santee into even the loan of a single modern firearm. Nor had all those lessons with Sally McQuade's dad done anything toward making her a "fast gun." Just an accurate one, more so with her right hand than her left. She decided next time she saw Santee she'd find out if he had any converted Colt percussion handguns he might part with, now that every single thing he could scrounge up didn't have to stay forever in Grantville's emergency arsenal; maybe a Patterson or Dragoon, though she doubted she could stand up to the recoil of a Walker. Five rounds to the cylinder would've still been better than...nothing. Not even throwable rocks had come handy.
Four days out on Rutger's trail she'd come across the holed-up gang, stolen horses and all, a few miles out of Stettin. Four men with Gerhard Rutger. Only she found them playing with stolen goods other than her horses. She watched, increasingly sick to her stomach, while the bunch took turns pushing the women—well, two women and a girl—around.
Here or there a rough grab turned to a forced kiss; when the youngest one objected to an even rougher embrace, the horse thief's slap sounded like a gunshot as the wiry brunette went sprawling.
Alyse never thought about what to do next. With a hop into the saddle, she set spurs to her tough little bay, slid the seven-and-a-half-inch Solingen Bowie out of her chaparejos' built-in sheath, and rode down into the camp with a long-drawn-out Texas yell.
It didn't go like the movies, or the old after-school TV westerns.
A couple flintlocks went off. She heard the buzz of a lead ball, but by that time she'd kicked Rutger in the head with a tapadero stirrup-and-boot and run the horse right over one of the other men. She spurred another down the ribs. The women broke for the woods once they understood whose side Alyse rode in on.
A blow like a baseball bat whacked her out of her saddle, and the bay kept running. Alyse landed on her feet, swapping ends with the knife to throw it with all her strength. It hit hilt-first, but the man it struck between the eyes went down. Alyse twisted out of a grasp, threw her elbow backward as she went, and bent at the knees, pitching somebody into the dirt. Free of his hold, she kicked him upside the head for good measure. She shouted and slapped the stolen horses into a run. A different flintlock sounded. Knowing she'd done everything she could, she dove behind a tree, pulled herself to her feet, and ran the way the women had gone.
Thirty hours later, Alyse parked the three women as safely as she could and started sliding down the back of the ridge. Most of two days on foot with nothing but her own pockets' contents, the women trying to be brave in spite of being lost, tired, hungry, and sure they'd fallen into hands at least as savage as their kidnappers', had worn Alyse's patience entirely away.
Not to mention being bone-weary, absolutely filthy, and half-starved; or that she'd last tasted coffee the morning before she'd ridden down on Rutger's bunch with more fury than forethought. She decided, now, to try to find whatever she might to fight with. Here, for example: a length of some kind of very sturdy vine.
"Gracias a Dios," she murmured, remembering that poison ivy and oak didn't grow in Europe. Thorns did, though, reminding her of the brasada at home.
By the time she got back to the water's edge, the soldiers had moved on. She curled the vine into a coil, studied the tracks on the riverbank, considered what she saw...and picked up a knife somebody had dropped. Or thrown away: it had a broken handle and a blade nearly dull as a hoe. Alyse found empty wine bottles in the patrol's debris field, too, from the cold meal made while its horses rested and drank.
She lifted her head, listening hard; a breeze brushed her bangs toward her eyes. The soldiers hadn't left anything else worthwhile behind, and in disgust she kicked extra dirt over noisome things they had. Then she returned to Katharina and the others, still careful but not so slow this time.
"They're gone. Makin' for Mecklenburg, so we prob'ly shouldn't."
"Agreed."
"Nothin' for it now until they're far enough away." Alyse dropped cross-legged to the ground. She handed over the bottles, adorned with pebbles for corks and slings made from part of the vine. "'Least we'll have a way to carry water."
She didn't say anything about the knife; it lived, now, tucked behind the edge of her chaps. She closed her eyes. Nobody spoke; in a few minutes the sounds of the woods—breeze and birds and small critters going about their daily business—took over; she settled her back against a tree, intending to keep watch while the women rested until the water cleared up from the soldiers' crossing.
Alyse came awake all at once. Katharina and the women with her—a girl Alyse figured for seventeen or so called Anna, a woman of twenty-five or -six called Margueretha, both some sort of kin of the constable's wife, neither yet sure their nightmare of a kidnapping had ended—stared at her in horror. Not six feet away stood a boar, snuffling, chomping.
It took a half second to get her feet under her, a full second more to find a fist-sized rock and throw it, hard. The rock hit an eye. The animal straightened up, turning away. Alyse picked up another, flung it as hard, hit between ear and eye. The boar turned further. When a third rock struck, it ran.
Daylight had dwindled to evening while she slept. Alyse turned to Katharina. "We should go."
The water in the river reached mid-thigh on Alyse, chaps slung over a shoulder to keep them dry, watching her footing as she went. Once across, she spoke just loud enough for Katharina to hear. "It's slick, but there's no real deep holes. Tie your shoes together. Tuck your skirts up to stay dry. Water's cold."
Katharina nodded, shoved her shoes through the jug-handle knot she'd tied around her water bottle, then motioned the others to follow. They crossed one after the other, and on the far bank Alyse, noting their shivers and blue lips, quietly put together a fire no bigger than the brim of her hat. Katharina and her charges watched. Alyse filled the former wine bottles from the river, brought the water to a boil and poured it out, carefully, making sure to clean the tops of the bottles and the pebbles in the flow, filled and boiled them again. All four had gone at least two days with neither food nor water; once the second batch boiled, Alyse poured enough in the foil cup to pass around. 
Margueretha cupped hands around the foil, holding still for a long ten-count before sipping and passing the vessel to Anna, who imitated her.
Alyse tipped another bottle, swallowing without touching her mouth, then passed it to Katharina.
"There are," Katharina said, "greens, if we had a way to cook them." Margueretha ripped some pieces from the already-ragged end of a petticoat and braided them, leaving a pouch no bigger than her thumb in the middle. She spoke earnestly to Katharina, who nodded and told Alyse, "She used to look after sheep for her father. She says she thinks she can get some meat."
"Supper," Alyse said, and pulled herself to her feet. "Sounds like a plan. Are y'all dry yet?"
"Nein," Anna said. "Mir ist kalt und nass. Das ist deine Schuld."
The words might not have sunk in but the meaning did.
"Lo siento," Alyse had to be polite with these women, but she didn't have to swallow all her irritation; she took it out in language. "Pero todos vivos, hasta ahora."
The distinctive "thock" of a rock hitting something sounded again; soon Margueretha reappeared, a brace of pigeon-size birds dangling from each hand. Alyse went digging among cattails. Anna helped Katharina gather greens. The prospect of a hot meal preoccupied them all. The fire burned down; rolling the whole birds in wet mud, Alyse settled them on some coals and heaped more over them. Anna donated a camisole scrap to wrap the greens for steaming atop cattail tubers on a green-wood grate.
Once the bottles of water boiled again, Alyse said to Katharina, "Keep an eye on stuff."
"Was machst du?" Margeuretha asked. Despite the doubtful eye she'd cast on Alyse's methods, she could smell roast fowl now too.
"Platos," Alyse said, "y tapas." In high school she'd been taught that straight translation from Spanish to German couldn't be done. At least the early modern era helped prove that contention wrong, she thought. The memory lifted a corner of her mouth in what would, if it grew up, be a smile.
Her dull salvaged knife made cutting bark from a deadfall harder than it needed to be, but by the time she'd fashioned two trenchers and a cup, even Anna understood enough to want to help. Alyse handed her a slice of bark and showed her the cup, and the youngster began to fashion a second vessel.
"About that knife," Katharina said. "I saw Rutger take yours."
"I aim to have mine back," Alyse answered. "But somebody didn't want this, and we can use it." Deftly, she cleaned forked branches. "Spoons'd be better, but this'll get us by now."
With a branch she unburied the birds, cracking the baked-mud shells with the knife's haft. Feathers came off in the mud; Alyse divided the birds into halves. Margueretha, joining in the spirit of a hot meal, poured the greens' broth into bark cups, chopping greens into bite-size pieces. The soup, or tea, tasted vaguely of sage and thyme. Alyse enjoyed all of it she drank.
She refilled the water bottles then settled down by the fire, rock in one hand and knife in the other. With a broader stick, Katharina made a pit by the fire where she buried the birds' well-gnawed bones, entrails, and feather-studded mud shells. Alyse lifted a brow at her as she raked ashes over and into the dirt.
"To keep away wild things," the constable's wife said. "We should set a watch, no?"
"I c'n sit up a while. Y'all get some sleep. I'll wake you when I'm tired enough."
"Two on, two off. Anna with you." Katharina, who'd clearly heard enough of her husband's reports on field operations to internalize basic lessons, directed the younger woman to do that. Alyse found herself impressed with the younger girl when she asked, "Wie viele Stunden?"
Katharina looked at Alyse, who shrugged.
"Drei," Katharina said.
Anna nodded. "Möchten Sie, dass wir wie Wachen am Rand des Lagers entlanggehen?"
Katharina saw the look on Alyse's face. "She's gone hunting with her father and brothers. She wants to know if you want to walk the camp like sentries?"
"That ain't a bad idea," Alyse said. "She'd have to step real quiet and carry a big stick."
Katharina
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