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Handwritten in pencil on scrap paper

(Mel, please scan and then destroy hard copy.)

This memo provides foundational data for new recruits, assuming we can score some. 

My name is LTC Tristan Lyons, USA (Ret.), and I’m one of several ex-employees of DODO, the Department of Diachronic Operations, a black ops arm of the U.S. government that has been taken over and subverted by an enemy agent. 

DODO was formed five years ago with the mission of using time travel (diachronic operations) to benefit the United States. Its staff quickly expanded from only myself (operational command), Dr. Melisande Stokes (historical linguist), Dr. Frank Oda (physicist), and Erzsébet Karpathy (witch) … to a sprawling, bureaucracy-sogged government agency. 

Its resources have since been hijacked and misdirected by a rogue witch named Gráinne, with the aim of devolving human society to a medieval-era level of technology. Nobody at DODO realizes she’s doing this. 

Time travel is a form of magic that can only be performed by witches. (If you’re curious about the physics underlying the rest of this paragraph, Frank Oda would get a kick out of talking you through it.) In the present day, magic works only when performed in a dedicated chamber called an ODEC (created by Frank). Diachronic Operatives (DOers) are Sent back to a DTAP (Destination Time and Place). Their activities while on assignment create micro-adjustments intended to have a “butterfly effect” on historical events. (These activities are DEDEs—Direct Engagement for Diachronic Effect.) The butterfly effects result, in the twenty-first century, to advantage the United States geopolitically. 

In 1601 London, I recruited a smart and highly gifted Irish witch—Gráinne—who was invaluable in helping DODO grow our “witch network” through time and space. However, once she realized that after her era, magic was weakened and then completely disabled by advanced technology, she came forward in time with the secret intention of perverting DODO’s resources. 

Dr. Roger Blevins had since taken over operational command. Gráinne used magic to mentally enthrall Blevins to do whatever she wants. Mostly, what she wants is to Send DOers back to DTAPs to carry out DEDEs that will undermine the rise of technology, so that magic is never tamped out. 

She initially convinced Erzsébet to join her in this crusade; at the last moment, Erzsébet switched allegiances and warned me what was happening. After a clusterfuck shitshow beyond the scope of this memo to describe, the dust has very recently settled on this new reality: 

Myself; Melisande; Erzsébet; Frank Oda; his wife, Rebecca East-Oda; and Mortimer Shore (IT ace and Western martial arts expert) have been expunged from DODO and have set up a command center in Frank and Rebecca’s home. Our mission: to counter Gráinne’s efforts by following her DOers back in time ourselves (hopefully with the help of the recruits for whom I’m writing this) and neutralizing those DOers’ work. 

One final part to this equation. The immensely powerful, secretive Fugger banking family has come to understand that something is destabilizing history and that Gráinne is behind it. Saving the world is not their power alley, so they’ve done a few things to empower us to do it instead. With their influence, Frank and I obtained the necessary material to build an ODEC in the basement here, and DODO has been dissuaded from doing physical harm to any of us. Otherwise we’re essentially on our own. 

Welcome to our chaos. 
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LETTER FROM

GRÁINNE to CARA SAMUELS

County Dublin, Vernal Equinox 1606

Auspiciousness and prosperity to you, my new friend!

Sure ’twas an unexpected blessing to meet you at the New Year’s festivities. Since I told you then that I’d a story for you, I reckoned I’d better get to telling it fast. ’Tis a brilliant presentation I’ll be writing here, with tales of my craftiness sure to sway you away from your poxy masters and towards my noble cause. Our brief acquaintancy has already demonstrated to me that you are admirable resourceful.

First, though, to speak true: ’twould be much less of a nuisance to simply be telling you all this directly, in that future time we’re both residing in, rather than to go about this peculiar manner of communicating. But just now, I cannot write nor speak in the twenty-first century without surveillance. Sure, even if I master the choreography of fingers on a keyboard, there be no way to compose without the Blevins getting at it, and I can’t be having him see what I do write, or he’ll be after preventing my righteous crusade! Even if I write in the sensible manner of pen and parchment, still I risk him and the rest of them at DODO frisking through my things and finding this.

And as for speaking face-to-face, like normal folk in normal times … your masters plainly did not like to see us murmuring together at the New Year’s gala. Suspicious they’ll find it, if I wander through a park with you for several hours. This story cannot be quickly told.

Thus the only place ’tis safe to be pleading my case to you is here and now, in my native Ireland, centuries before your birth. I’ve found a place to tuck this proposition when I’ve finished it. ’Tis a secret place where it will sit and wait out the centuries, until I send you to find it hidden in a later era.

So. To the situation. I must be telling you the truth of it all. I wager my own entrails that your corporate overlords have fed you lies about some things. Consider this to be your education in the history of your birthright as a witch.

I wager you already know that magic was snuffed out from this world in the year of our Lord 1851, due entirely to the simple lamentable fact that certain kinds of human technology dampened magic’s fire—the worst offender being the photography. In particular, one photograph of the solar eclipse taken in Prussia in 1851 was the precise event that quashed magical abilities entirely, for reasons I may explain another time. For now, ’tis just for you to know that from 1851 until some five years past, there was no magic anyplace upon the planet. Generations of witches, such as yourself, did not even know themselves to be witches, for magic was not possible.

Then a couple of genius fellows, name of Professor Frank Oda and some-military-title Tristan Lyons, with their helpmeets and others, did sort out how to go about making a peculiar wee closet, called an ODEC, within which magic could be performed by witches in the twenty-first century. The military and suchlike of the United States took hold of this ODEC project and in very little time developed it into a monstrosity called the Department of Diachronic Operations (DODO), an utterly appalling organisation where, as you know, I “work.” Of course you know a bit about it, but there be some things you mightn’t’ve heard yet:

First, the overlords of DODO, especially Dr. Roger Blevins and Lieutenant General Octavian Frink, do dictate all the magic that may ever be done in those poxy wee ODECs (of which they now have several). Second, their bidding is almost entirely “diachronic operations”—time travel (hence their eejit name). ’Tis a distasteful and fierce-unstable magic that witches ourselves have never taken to. Third, and worst: DODO uses time travel only ever to Send DOers (Diachronic Operatives) back to specific DTAPs (Destination Time and Place), and never to be learning things or adventuring—oh, no. ’Tis for the sole, ignoble, dull-as-dust purpose of fidgeting with past events to shore up America’s geopolitical advantage on the world stage in the future. ’Tis all magic is to them: a technical aid in their military-industrial complexion! Sure everything about this is as abhorrent to me as fucking the Archbishop of York. It should also be abhorrent to you, friend Cara.

Now, you may be wondering, how would an Irish witch born in the sixteenth century come to know or care about any of this? ’Tis a strange and wondrous tale, and here ’tis in brief:

Very early on, before DODO were a big secret operation, the very nicely muscled and straight-toothed Tristan Lyons did find himself doing “recon” in London of 1601, whilst I was there myself as a spy for Grace O’Malley (Pirate Queen of Connaught and the noblest soul Ireland ever begat).

I came to understand what Tristan and his ilk were all about. After pretending to be pleased to help them, I devised to bring myself forwards to the twenty-first century, when all of this terrible nonsense was afoot.

By that point, DODO was a massive bureaucratic sprawl, and the gorgeously bicepted Tristan and his owlish little concubine, Melisande, had been outranked by a handsomely coiffed but otherwise silly fellow name of Dr. Roger Blevins. Instantly I ingratiated myself to your man Blevins and mentally seduced him, although ’twas hard to do, given that (as you well know) in this contemporary world, even the strongest witch may work no magic unless she’s in a feckin’ ODEC.

I came to the twenty-first century because I aim to be magic’s champion. I aim to somehow prevent its 1851 disappearance—and thus prevent its indentured reappearance decades later, when ’tis controlled by eejits wanting it for their own fell and nasty purposes. Thus I must, as your generation would say, be “reverse engineering” history to eliminate all those things which snuffed out magic. Thus keeping it in the control of none but witches, as is proper. And you, friend witch, should join me to make it so, in defense of magic.

But behold my predicament: should I be doing anything too drastic in my reverse engineering, I’d trigger Diachronic Shear, and I’m no fool so I’ll not chance calamity. Instead, I must find subtler ways to erode the forces that tamped down magic—that being all manner of technologies. ’Tis tricky. And trickier still is that I may discuss my plans with no other soul alive—unless you, Cara, upon reading this, join my crusade. None at DODO have a clue this be my end game; they consider me the Blevins’s adoring lieutenant, committed like him to his nation’s fecked overreaching ambitions. Were I to be found out, ’tis treason they’d be calling it, and off with my head. So ’tis a lonely, desperate mission I am on now. But confident I am, my friend, that once you read this, you’ll be forswearing your employers and leaping to my cause at once. For ’tis your cause too! Aren’t you a witch? Is right you are, and a cleverer one than most I know.

And now, I must tell you something of your overlords, friend Cara, for I am sure they’ve sung a different song to you about all this. The Fugger banking family used witches to their own financial benefit for centuries, across all of Europe and much of the New World, Hong Kong, and so on. Even during those many decades when there was no magic, they benefited, for in July of 1851, they were alerted (accidentally) to the imminent-but-temporary lack of magic, so ’twas some savvy long-term investments they were able to make. This included—heed me now!—this included the decision to track the descendants of the witches in their employ, so that when magic was eventually reignited by DODO, the Fugger descendants would know the witches’ descendants, and thereby snag one of them at once and train her to be “the Fugger witch” as ’twas of old.

And that witch, Cara? ’Tis you.

I know not how Frederick Fugger, with his jaunty haberdashery and old-world manners and peculiar eyes, coaxed you to work for the Fugger Bank; I know not how he approached, convinced, nor trained you. But you should know that his family has been stalking your fore-mothers since 1851, waiting for the ODEC to make magic possible again—and if that sends no shivers down your spine, then scrape the ink right off this parchment and go enjoy your Neiman Marcus sales and dental benefits. If you continue to do his bidding, you will never be anything more than a cog in the machinery of the Fugger Bank, and magic will never be anything more but a means for all the patriarchs of industry to prosper selfishly. But if you will join me, and bind yourself to my mission, you will help me to liberate magic from its chains and return it to its rightful place in the world.

The Fuggers be the only folk, saving certain wee sections of the U.S. government, who do grasp what all DODO is about. Determined they are, to keep their hand in the magic game ever so subtly. ’Tis why they found you, my friend. ’Tis also why they have cornered the market on rare-earth elements needed to create ODECs.

My enemies, although there be but a handful of them, have fled from DODO and are now amassed together to undo my efforts. Their reason is that I nearly succeeded in offing one of them. (And also the trifling fact that they consider the unravelling of science to be a naughty thing.) They’ve a witch among them, Erzsébet, a haughty Hungarian bitch, to be honest, who should be on my side, but all the devils of Hell put a pox upon her, for she is choosing instead to be an eejit traitor to her race.

Your employers, the Fuggers, not wanting any instability to threaten their spectacular money-fying efforts, do insist we all feign to be civilised, one to the other, and the Fuggers are the ones who keep the lights on, as they say. ’Tis been made plain to me that I shall come to harm if I attempt to kill or disable anyone in the present era, no matter how much they deserve it. Thus, civilised we must remain … in the present era.

I have determined to lure my enemies, each in turn, to epochs where the Fugger reach is weak or nonexistent and then pluck them off one by one. Ha! I have just now come from my first triumph, and flushed with victory I am, having destroyed the eldest of them, the physicist. And furthermore, haven’t I accomplished this using the most potent eldritch spell that ever witches wove? Is right I have! A charm so maleficent that many witches would have banned it even when magic was at its apex! ’Tis just a few lines of chanted verse, yet its effect is so vicious as to resemble Diachronic Shear, if Shear could be directed to swaddle just one human in its fire. I shall explain more in detail, if and when you join me.

I will be writing you, in this missive here, the story of how I go about my great Unmaking of mankind’s great Making. That way, when you choose to join me, you may leap into the work with all necessary foreknowledge. I intend to lance the boil from several angles all at once (in addition to removing my enemies, I mean). That way, if my enemies do thwart one operation, still there will be other of my efforts that may yet thrive. I’ve convinced a DODO witch to Send me back here to seventeenth-century Eire regular-like, on the pretext that I need to smell the salt sea air as it was in my youth. There are scant things I miss from the old country, but sure the pure, clean Irish air is chief among them. The smell of the soil and the sea and the gentle summer wind, they tug at me heart …

… or so I tell folk anyhow. And true that is, but given the feckin’ dampness and rot and sheep stink everywhere, ’tis not enough to really make the journey, were there not something greater at stake. I come here only to write these words that will convince you, Cara, to be leaving off your present employment and join me.

The queerest thing about my life now is this: because the Fuggers forbid disruptions of any sort, my enemies and I must live within the same city and encounter each other as if we were not enemies! And thus it is I found myself mere hours ago—just before I reduced Odasensei to ash and then came here to write you—face-to-face with my chief nemesis, the one named Melisande.

And where did we meet, of all mad places, but within a shop.

Upon that broad street known to the locals as Mass Ave (although it’s naught to do with church), there be many large shops selling all manner of goods. One in particular is unique in selling what it does label “rare and exotic spirits,” although many are familiar quaffs to myself, such as apple wine and stiffer spirits from the Northlands. But they also vend contemporary libations of outstanding merit, and I’ve arranged to have an unlimited expense account courtesy of the Chief Minion Blevins. As I desired to have a nice pour awaiting me after my return from my diachronic errands, I was perusing my options.

And didn’t it happen that I was not the only one in search of spirits? Indeed I wasn’t.
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Post by Melisande Stokes on “Gráinne/DODO Alert”
GRIMNIR (secure chatnet) channel

DAY 1986 (5 JANUARY, YEAR 6)

Twenty minutes ago found me making small talk with Gráinne in the liquor aisle at Sundry’s Groceries on Mass Ave.

My simply writing that WTF sentence demonstrates we need to document What Happens Now. So. I’m starting a new channel just to chronicle any and all encounters we have with DODO personnel. Maybe we’ll get lucky and discover some of them are secretly on our side, but let’s not count on that.

Here’s what happened. I’d gone to the pharmacy for a surgical needle to prepare the smallpox vaccination. Since I was so close to Sundry’s, I stopped in there to pick up one of their magnum packages of ramen plus, per Tristan’s request, a bottle of Yggdrasil liqueur. His baby sister is graduating a semester early, and I was tasked with buying her favorite inebriant as a graduation gift. (Her name is Robin, she’s in grad school somewhere in New York, and I didn’t know she existed until three days ago, so don’t anybody else feel left out. But kudos to you, Tristan. A brotherly gesture while your own world is tilting off the rails—you’re a mensch.)

As I was perusing Sundry’s “rare and exotic spirits” section, I saw a tangle of wild reddish hair at just exactly the right height to be You Know Who, and then the owner of said hair tossed her head back casually in a familiar manner. I felt a buzzing sensation in my midriff as I realized: Oh yes, it’s our own demented Gráinne. Here we were, in all absurd circumstances, in the local grocery store FFS, and now what? She couldn’t do magic on me here, at least. But what etiquette determines how to address someone who, at last meeting, exiled me to 1851 London? “Nice to see you, Gráinne” would be a trifle disingenuous, while “You Gaelic bitch who Sent me to end my days inhaling whale-oil fumes in a Victorian madhouse” might have gotten me thrown out of Sundry’s, and I hadn’t found the Yggdrasil yet. So I stood very still and hoped she would not notice me.

No such luck. She had just picked up a bottle of Dom Pérignon and turned in my direction as if expecting me. Her eyes got very wide, but she smiled immediately. She was not threatened by my presence. She wasn’t disturbed. If anything she looked delighted, which annoyed me more than it should have. For a moment I thought she was going to embrace me. What she was actually doing was raising her arm to make sure I noticed her expensive champagne.

“Sure isn’t it Mel, then,” she said gaily, as if we were passing acquaintances. “And a happy New Year to you.” And then she winked at me.

“Hello, Gráinne,” I said, trying not to grind my teeth. “We’re only a few days in, but it’s been a pretty good year so far. Celebrating?” I asked, nodding toward the bubbly, which was easy to do since she continued to hold it high.

“What, this shite?” She laughed. “Sure this is what I sweeten my tea with. I brush my teeth with it, so I do. If it was celebrating I was up to, I wouldn’t be wasting my time on commercial brands now, would I?”

I smiled politely over my adrenaline and rage, excused myself, paid cash for the Yggdrasil and the ramen, and ran back to East House. And by the way, there’s an unmarked government vehicle parked across the street.

What I realized from those few head-spinning minutes is that GRIMNIR needs to have specific channels for recording literally everything we’re dealing with. We need voice-to-text transcripts for meetings. And Mortimer should set us all up with personal channels, so that we have the privilege of keeping some things to ourselves as long as the world doesn’t blow up somehow—but if the world does blow up somehow, then we can data-mine each other’s stashes. Mortimer, please pipe up and let us know if this can happen.

Reply from Mortimer Shore:

Yeah, it can happen. I recommend we keep most communications in a general channel, but if you want to keep a private journal about your love life or something, no worries, nobody else can access it. Not too easily, anyhow.

From Melisande Stokes:

Some things should not be online at all.

From Mortimer Shore:

Got it. Some things should exist only as typed or handwritten notes that go up on a bulletin board lol. I will make the bulletin board. Its frame shall be welded in the shape of Odin’s shield and it will hang in the hallway between Oda-sensei’s office and the kitchen and it shall be AWESOME.

From Rebecca East-Oda:

If you hang it in that hallway the plumber will be able to see it. It has to live in the basement.

From Mortimer Shore:

No offense, Rebecca, but I’m not sure how much more stuff we can cram into your basement. At least with all your grandkids’ toys and stuff still there. Aren’t they teenagers? Do they still need a companion cube? I mean, no judgment, just checking.

From Frank Oda:

Rebecca is just finishing her after-action report and then retiring for a nap.

From Mortimer Shore:

My bad, I forgot she was going viral. (Ha!)
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AFTER ACTION REPORT

DOER: Rebecca East-Oda

THEATER: Colonial Cambridge

OPERATION: Serums

DEDE: Bring back cowpox virus to start repository of vaccination serums against smallpox

DTAP: 1640 Brookline (Muddy River)

BACKGROUND: As soon as we realized Gráinne’s plans, we immediately set about establishing how to create viable alternatives to DODO’s extraordinary resources (“Gráinne got DODO in the divorce,” as Frank has just commented). In some cases this will be impossible: we cannot re-create the Chronotron, etc. There’s a handful of us, and many hundreds of them. But the most urgent thing to combat is our sudden lack of access to state-of-the-art medical facilities. Specifically, a center that can scrub our DOers clean both inside and out and protect them against deadly diseases from the past (and also protect the past from our biological contaminants). While some vaccinations are easy to come by without attracting attention (a flu shot, for instance, or a COVID-19 booster), others will be trickier.

Deadliest and trickiest is smallpox. It’s hard to get the vaccine now that the disease is virtually eradicated. Tristan considered asking some of his friends from the service, but chose not to do anything to attract attention to us. We decided against old-school inoculation—the Onesimus/Cotton Mather variolation approach—because that would require somebody being patient zero, deliberately contracting the actual smallpox virus, without our having perfect control over the environment. We required a vaccination hack.

Happily, Edward Jenner sorted all that out back in 1796: he observed that dairymaids who’d contracted cowpox (a fairly harmless virus) were naturally immune to smallpox. So he found a dairymaid with cowpox, lanced one of her pus-filled cowpox blisters with a needle, then used that needle to infect a young boy, who presented cowpox symptoms, including a slight fever and a blister on his arm. His own blister could then be lanced to infect somebody else with cowpox. He and the dairymaid (and whoever was infected with his cowpox in turn) were then immune to smallpox. Jenner called this vaccination (Mel surely knows vaccination comes from the Latin for cow—in homage to cowpox).

So our hack was to find somebody with cowpox, lance one of their sores, and preserve the fluid to immunize new agents (assuming we can recruit any) from smallpox.

The trick being that nobody gets cowpox anymore. It’s been eradicated. So somebody had to go back to a time and place where they could become infected. But the DOers in our breakaway gang have already been immunized by DODO, and Erzsébet was vaccinated in the mid-twentieth century. That left Frank, Julie, and myself.

The best choice of DTAP was 1640 Cambridge, since Mel was aware of a specific week during which there had been a case of cowpox. This meant that the appearance of Julie (young Chinese-American) or Frank (elderly Japanese-American) would cause quite a stir, leaving yours truly (elderly WASP) to make the journey.

I should add, with a certain nervous whimsy, how fitting it is that I bring back the serum, as Frank is the first who will be vaccinated with it. The moment we all broke from DODO, Tristan began gathering intelligence on Gráinne’s activities. He came to learn that Gráinne deposited a box of some kind in a Shinto shrine in an obscure village near Kyoto during the Ashikaga shogunate. Given Frank’s heritage—he even spoke Japanese as a child at home—he was the clear choice to be Sent back there to see what the story is. So he, the elder statesman of the cause, and I, who never had a thought of time travel ourselves, are suddenly a diachronic tag team. I will bring back the serum, he will be vaccinated, and then Erzsébet will Send him back to find the box and see what mischief Gráinne is up to.

Conveniently, Gráinne was seen when she placed the box there, approximately six hundred years ago, and so to this day there is folklore regarding the demon-woman who gave the shrine a gift. We found the exact shrine in a Google search.

Frank is tickled to be our new DOer. Physicists generally create opportunities for others’ adventures. He is quietly delighted to have his own adventure.

For myself, I’ve never had the slightest interest in diachronic travel. In fact, it’s been years since I’ve had even a yen to leave eastern Massachusetts. But of course I went.

Absent of all the bio-containment protocols we had set up at DODO HQ, I spent January 1–3 fasting and “cleansing,” as they call it in wellness spas, so that I would not excrete any dangerous bugs while there. Tristan and Mortimer jury-rigged a cheap campground-style shower stall in the basement, beside Frank’s new version of the ODEC. I scrubbed myself down with the same antibacterial soap surgeons use before an operation.

On January 4 at 10:00 a.m., Erzsébet and I went into the ODEC and she Sent me to Muddy River (now Brookline) in 1640. I arrived during a week in late September when we knew there was an active case of cowpox in Goody Fitch’s neighborhood.

Since I’m the only one of us reading this who had not already experienced diachronic travel, there is no need for me to describe the sensations of it, but good heavens, I’m glad I’m too old to do it frequently. I’ve never been so disoriented in my life. It felt like I was emerging from a coma when I arrived in 1640. Very unsettling. I awoke bewildered under the open sky—stark naked, which has not happened for more than half a century! When I realized it was not a nightmare, I was able to recall my own name and then Frank’s. I sat up, surrounded by huge old trees, and saw the cottage Mel has described so often. I got to my feet, wobbly and blushing to the roots of my hair in all my aged nakedness.

Luckily, due to her many missions helping DODO, the witch Goody Fitch found my arrival unremarkable. Without comment, she dressed me in the same clothes Mel has borrowed from her so many times: a linen smock covered by a sleeveless waistcoat and skirt, a small collar for my neck, a long apron, and a simple linen cap. She also offered me a pair of her husband’s worn leather boots. None of it fit well, but that hardly mattered for the purpose.

I was relieved to see no similarity in our faces; that would have distracted me, I think. I did not tell her I am her descendant (nor that a great-granddaughter of hers will, fifty years hence, meet a horrid end in Salem). I explained only what we needed to do. The science of it was unfamiliar to her, but she trusted me because I am Mel’s colleague. Once I had fully recovered from my disorientation, she led me to the farm where the infected girl lived. This was a quarter mile away along an ox path through the woods (or, as she called it, a highway).

Armchair botanist that I am, I was fascinated by what I saw around me. The forest was oak chiefly, but also plenty of white pine interspersed, and most of the trees were enormous by today’s standards—well over a hundred feet tall, and the trunks at least a yard in diameter. There were also beech groves and the occasional chestnut and sugar maple. The undergrowth was huckleberry and blueberry, with a few puckered berries still clinging to their branches in the humidity. The woodland sounds were so agreeable and gentle compared to modern city noise. Not just the absence of traffic but even the subtle noises my own house makes without my consciously noticing: the buzz of electronics, the furnace kicking on and off, the pipes banging. These woods were so alive and yet so peaceful. The humus of the soil absorbed sound, so that even the quietness was more quiet than I’m used to.

We passed half a dozen homesteads that, like the Fitches’, had been nearly clear-cut for lumber and agriculture. The houses were all alike, small and squat, wattle and daub with thatch roofs. Some of them had trails of gray smoke rising from chimneys in the center of the house.

Goody Brown, the mother of the sick girl, was a solidly built woman with curly hair and very red cheeks. She gave me an unfriendly look when we arrived at their farm.

“And who be this?” she asked Goody Fitch.

“A stranger, traveled from afar,” said Goody Fitch. “Too weary for conversation so do not tax her with questions.”

“She’s too old to have traveled from very far. Does the minister know she’s here?”

“I heard the girl was ill, so I’ve come to see her and offer healing,” said Goody Fitch. “Not to encourage gossip.”

Goody Brown’s eyes scanned between Goody Fitch’s face and mine suspiciously. But her concern for her daughter outweighed her curiosity of me, and she returned her full attention to the witch.

“Will you use magic, then?” she asked quietly. “To heal, I mean? The good sort of magic that we need not mention to the minister.” (In a world as rough as this, it was not practical to associate all magic with witchcraft.)

 “Of course,” said Goody Fitch, impatient. “Bring her out. I must lance her sore, it is necessary for the magic to work.”

The girl was summoned from the back room. She was ten or so, with neat pale braids, wearing a long white linen smock, her face pink with fever. Her mother told her that the witch would need to stab her with an iron needle, and I saw the girl blanch, but she resolutely approached us, rolled up one sleeve, and held her arm out toward us. There were three red blisters along her inner upper arm.

“Take a breath, child,” said Goody Fitch in a gentler voice than she’d used with the mother. (Goody Fitch is not rough, but neither is she gentle. She is firm and carries herself with the air of the slightly aggrieved.) The girl breathed in, blinking rapidly from nerves. The witch took firm hold of the girl’s wrist, pulled a pin from her waistcoat hem, and plunged it laterally through one of the blisters, so that it pierced it and came out again, without going into the flesh of the arm. The girl made a terrible face and whimpered, but did not cry out.

Goody Fitch withdrew the needle and held it upright, examining it in the light from the open doorway. “Good girl,” she said, releasing her wrist. The mother pressed her apron against the daughter’s arm. “Goody Brown, your daughter shall be healed in two days’ time, I swear it upon the son of our Lord.”

“I thank you, Goody Fitch. What payment need you for this service?”

Goody Fitch shook her head, still examining the needle. “You did not summon me, I volunteered my services.”

Goody Brown’s face softened. “I thank you. I suppose we need not mention your friend’s visit to the minister.”

“Of course you needn’t,” said Goody Fitch. “She’s not the minister’s visitor. God ye good day.”

Then she hustled me quickly out of sight, carrying the infected needle with her.

“What will you do to cure her?” I asked, as we headed back up the woody trail toward her homestead.

“Absolutely nothing,” she said shortly. “Goody Brown thinks every sneeze means either God’s wrath or certain death. Cowpox is naught to worry oneself with; it will pass on its own quickly.” Now that we were safely out of sight, she stopped me in the middle of the track, glancing in either direction. Nobody but us and the trees. “Meanwhile, let us get this done for you. Prepare yourself.”

She tapped my elbow. I rolled up the sleeve of my borrowed shirt to expose my upper arm. Goody Fitch gave me a moment to draw a deep breath, and then, as I willed myself to relax, she gouged the pin deep into my arm. The iron pins of colonial America are hellishly thick by contemporary standards. I may have cried out.

She pulled the pin out, then clapped a clean piece of linen hard against the puncture, which began to bleed profusely. I confess to some dizziness and nausea from the pain. Goody Fitch, concerned by my ashen complexion, Homed me from right there on the path.

I found myself back in the ODEC, naked and even more disoriented than I was when I was Sent, and bleeding, of course. Frank immediately bandaged my arm.

I arrived back on January 4 at approximately 3:00 p.m. By evening, I was running a fever of 101 degrees Fahrenheit, and when I removed the bandage, I had a sizable sore at the site of the puncture. Despite my discomfort, this development is excellent news.

I am writing this on a laptop from bed, the afternoon of January 5. The fever rose to 101.6 overnight and has held steady, although I am confident it will subside soon; the sore is clearly developing into a pustule. I predict that by tomorrow, or the next day at the latest, there will be enough fluid to extract and use for a serum for future vaccinations. Frank has suggested, in the spirit of old-school hacks, that as well as refrigeration, we take some of the material and preserve it on glass slides. Just in case Gráinne erases electricity and the refrigerator stops working.

Would somebody please make sure that Frank has fed the cats? (And himself.) And if he wants some matcha, the bamboo whisk is in the built-in with the teapot, not with the other tea utensils. Thank you.
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FREYA’S TRANSCRIPT OF STRATEGY MEETING

AT EAST HOUSE

(later posted to GRIMNIR by Mortimer Shore)

DAY 1986 (5 JANUARY, YEAR 6)


MORTIMER: Okay, if you can all identify yourselves by first name and then say a few more sentences so my sweet scribe app Freya can learn your voices. Like this: Hey, Freya, I’m Mortimer, I am the IT wunder-kind and sword dude, and tonight it is January 5. Okay, next.

TRISTAN: Hey, Freya, I’m Tristan, I began DODO and I have operational command of what we’re doing now. I called this meeting to brainstorm what Gronya’s game plan might be. Gronya is an Irish witch who brought herself forward from the early 1600s to the twenty-first century and is now trying to eradicate technology.

MEL: Hey, Freya, I’m Mel. I’m a historical linguist and helped Tristan out at the start of DODO.

TRISTAN: Give yourself more credit than that, Stokes.

MEL: Just FYI, Gronya is spelled G, r, a with a síneadh fada, i, n, n, e. Mortimer, is there a way to teach the system to transcribe her name correctly?

MORTIMER: I’ll work on that. Who’s next?

?: My name is Erzsébet.

MORTIMER: You have to start by saying hey followed by Freya followed by I’m followed by your name. Just the first time.

?: Why did you create her this way? How can we expect her to understand the subtle nuances of our expressions if she cannot even recognize proper English without using your slang?

MORTIMER: My bad, that’s just what I told her to do. You just gotta do it once.

TRISTAN: Please.

ERZSÉBET: Hey, Freya, I am Erzsébet, the witch who has made all of this possible. I am from Hungary. I am nearly two hundred years old but I appear to be twenty-five because I take extremely good care of myself.

TRISTAN: And because you put a spell on yourself.

ERZSÉBET: Freya will not think well of you if we go into the details of why I had to put a spell on myself.

TRISTAN: Freya is a piece of voice-recognition software. Freya cannot form an opinion, and even if she could, I wouldn’t care what it was.

MEL: Save it—

MORTIMER: Okay, next, somebody—

REBECCA: Hey, Freya, I’m Rebecca, I’m married to Frank and we’re having this meeting in my ancestral home in Cambridge, which has been renamed the East House Trust. I’m recovering from cowpox.

FRANK: Hey, Freya, I’m Frank, Frank Oda, I’m married to Rebecca. I’m a physicist and I created the original ODEC, which stands for Ontic Decoherence Cavity, which is where the magic happens. Ha, I’ve always wanted an excuse to use that phrase. If you don’t count Erzsébet, I’m the oldest person in the room. Mortimer, should we also mention the others?

MORTIMER: Thanks, Frank, right. For the record there are three other agents who have abandoned DODO and will help us, but they’re not here now. Their names are Esme, Julie, and Felix. They’re lying low, because we’re not sure if they’re protected by the same, eh, arrangement that is protecting us—which is that this banking family called the Fuggers are marginally aware of all this craziness and don’t want any global markets to freak out, so we all have to pretend that nothing crazy is going on. Anyhow, I’ll get their voices on here as soon as possible.

MEL: And Chira.

MORTIMER: Right, we will have to get her voice over the phone.

MEL: For the record, Chira is our mole—a Diachronic Operative who’s helping us but is continuing to work at DODO. It’s only been a few weeks, but so far nobody seems to suspect her. Sometime soon we should discuss the pros and cons of extracting her.

MORTIMER: Okay, guys, cool, thanks. Let me tweak Freya and we’ll be good to go for real.

[three-minute break]

TRISTAN: Okay, so this meeting is to consider Gráinne’s MO. Her premier targets will likely be photographers—Julius Berkowski, Schulze, Niépce, Daguerre—or Albertus Magnus, or the Amsterdam lens grinders. Somebody tell Chira to look at all the upcoming assigned DEDEs from those DTAPs, especially seventeenth-century Amsterdam.

MORTIMER: I can do that when she checks in. We’ve arranged for her to call on a burner phone as needed, new phone each time.

MEL: That will get expensive.

ERZSÉBET: Those fuckers will cover it, I’m sure.

MORTIMER: Ha, let me just tweak this, it’s misspelling … Okay, got it, go on. Say that again, Erzsébet.

ERZSÉBET: The Fuggers will pay for the mobile telephones. They must deem it is in their interest for you to know what is going on inside DODO, or they would not be protecting you while we attempt this. But there is no way for you to learn anything, unless your mole contacts you on a burner phone, as you call it.

REBECCA: Is that quite the right use of the word mole?

ERZSÉBET: Or double agent. Syrians are good at double-crossing and Chira is a Syrian.

MEL: Chira is a Kurd.

ERZSÉBET: Syrian Kurds are worse than regular Syrians. I see it on the news all the time.

TRISTAN: Aren’t you bunking here for now? Frank and Rebecca don’t do television.

MORTIMER: I set her up with a laptop and showed her how to stream some, uh, stuff.

TRISTAN: You are data-mining trash TV to learn about Syrian Kurds?

ERZSÉBET: I do not watch trash TV.

REBECCA: Erzsébet, are you doubting Chira’s commitment to what we’re doing?

ERZSÉBET: I do not doubt it for the present. I do not believe in ever assuming anything about the future because I understand the multiverse. And I do not watch trash TV. I watch documentaries and Masterpiece Theatre.

TRISTAN: Mortimer, tell Chira to keep eyes and ears out for any chatter associated with any of those. Especially seventeenth-century Amsterdam.

MORTIMER: Roger that.

TRISTAN: Even if Gráinne doesn’t go that way right off, she will get to it eventually. I’ve found a potential recruit who can help us in this arena. He’s a guy Felix met doing parkour. Native Dutch speaker, degree in optical engineering, can talk anyone into anything. I’ve reached out to him through some back channels to see if he might be interested in freelance work that requires an NDA. I’m hearing back that he’s interested.

MEL: What are the back channels?

TRISTAN: He called me for my birthday last year and I thought then that he might make a good recruit for DODO. We went for a drink and I broached things in a roundabout way, as per usual. Did a background check and was about to offer him a job when everything went batshit insane. I’m meeting him for a beer next week.

REBECCA: Oh, good, I can give him cowpox.

TRISTAN:  Any other news while we’re all together? Let’s make sure we’re up to date and getting everything on record.

FRANK: Erzsébet’s happy with her számológép, but I’m also expanding her digital quipu, to help her estimate the number of Strands any given endeavor will take, given we are now in uncharted waters.

ERZSÉBET: Yes, this is unprecedented in the history of magic. Nobody has ever had to calculate diachronic travel in response to somebody else’s diachronic travel. That is not a thing any witch should ever have to calculate. You are very lucky I am helping you.

REBECCA: I’ll second that. I’d have no idea how to do it.

FRANK: This digital quipu will never be as powerful or comprehensive as the Chronotron, but it’ll help. Mortimer is uploading the historical data he grabbed off ODIN so that Erzsébet will have access to that data, which will help her calculations. And Mortimer and I are working on security issues here.

REBECCA: Frank. That’s not the big news.

FRANK: Well, everyone knows the big news already. I’m going to fifteenth-century Kyoto to examine a container Gráinne hid in a Shinto shrine. I’ll be a working part of the experiment and not just the designer of it. I’m excited.

MORTIMER: Travel safely, Sensei! And me, I’m reformatting everything I uploaded from ODIN to boost the historical data and deprecate the interoffice memos. Like Oda-sensei says, we’ll never have as much data as the Chronotron, but it’s the best we can do. It’s kinda David and Goliath.

TRISTAN: What’s the alternative?

MORTIMER: No, I get it, I just want that on record, ’cause I got used to being master of the digital universe. I’m also bulking up the firewall to shield the network the sensors are on. And I’m helping Mel create a new model for the historical database that we will be able to build up over time—the raw data I snagged from the Chronotron before I hightailed it out of DODO would totally overwhelm the scrawny system we have now.

MEL: Yes, thanks, Mortimer. That’s taking up most of my time at present.

MORTIMER: Mine too, but I think we’re at a point where you can start driving that bus on your own. Plus I’m helping Oda-sensei set up trip wires around the perimeter of the property, for peace of mind.

TRISTAN: Isn’t that what the sensors are for?

REBECCA: He means actual trip wires.

FRANK: Analog trip wires for the win.

REBECCA: In case we lose power and the backup generator fails.

MORTIMER: Yeah, I’m thinking if the wires are tripped, that opens a chute and releases hungry wolverines.

FRANK: Wolverines would upset the cats. I like your other idea, about a camouflaged trench of sodium acetate with the steel clicker that gets activated by the wire tripping.

MORTIMER:  Right? And then, snap, the would-be assassins’ feet are encased in a solid—

FRANK: But it’s a heated solid, and it’s winter out, so that’s considerate of us.

TRISTAN: So until we hear more from Chira, that’s it.

MEL: Actually, before we break, Tristan, there’s another issue. Friends and family.

TRISTAN: There’s nothing to talk about, same SOP as DODO. We don’t tell anyone anything. As an organization, there is no “we.”

MEL: I just sent your sister her special booze and I had to give the courier—

TRISTAN: I can’t believe I have to explain this to you after five years, Stokes.

ERZSÉBET: He still calls you Stokes? Pah.

TRISTAN: You create a temporary—

MEL: I know all that. But this is a member of your immediate family, so I’m guessing she’s ahead of whatever curve—

TRISTAN: Even if she guessed something, she’ll keep it to herself. In terms of our work, don’t tell anyone anything. Period.

MEL: Okay, Tristan, but you should know—

TRISTAN: However we refer to ourselves—

MORTIMER: Alt-DODO?

REBECCA: Oh, surely not.

MORTIMER: Neo-Retro-Ragtag-DODO. Acronymically, that’s N, R, R, D … Nerrd.

FRANK: Rogue-D.O. Rodeo.

MORTIMER: That’s it! We’re the Rodeo! The East House Rodeo.

MEL: Before we go off on a tangent—

TRISTAN: Officially we don’t even exist.

REBECCA: Mel is bringing this up because our daughter and grandkids want to come for Easter.

TRISTAN: Oh.

MEL: That’s not a problem, Tristan. DODO allowed family into parts of HQ for the Halloween parties, for Pete’s sake. In fact—

TRISTAN: Yes, parts of the building. There have to be off-limits parts of East House. Definitely the basement.

REBECCA: If our granddaughters are told not to go into the basement, I assure you they will go into the basement. If they are told not to mess around with the cables in the dumbwaiter or the computers in their mother’s childhood bedroom, they will most definitely—

FRANK: They’re curious that way. I like to think they got it from me.

TRISTAN: This building is legally the East House Trust—

REBECCA: Yes, and the two trustees raised their daughter in it, and their daughter is coming home for Easter.

MEL: Speaking of people coming to visit, Tr—

ERZSÉBET: Where will she stay, since Mortimer has taken over her bedroom with his computer paraphernalia? I am in the guest room.

TRISTAN: If we have to send you to a hotel, we’ll make sure it has basic cable. Let’s schedule a dedicated discussion about this tomor—

ERZSÉBET: I have a large collection of literature which I spend most of my free hours reading, and it will not fit in my suitcase, so you cannot ask me to leave. Mei East-Oda and her girls will have to stay with Melisande, who I believe is not yet living in sin with—

MEL: Why is everyone talking over me today? Tristan, just so you know, that sister of yours? She’s probably coming to visit.

TRISTAN: What? Why?

MEL: Because you invited her.




HANDWRITTEN IN RECYCLED-PAPER DIARY
BY ROBIN LYONS

JANUARY 6, NEW YORK CITY

Note to self: Stop bumming cigs from the Weird Sisters, it’s obv not just tobacco. Although that hardly explains what happened last night. 

So last night was closing night—big deal for me because it’s my last show before I’m done here. It’s been hecka fun playing Lady M, but what I’ve loved most is: What are the odds that identical triplets would all be in the same program? So of course the director cast them as Macbeth’s three witches! They look amazing onstage together. Their running joke is they claim to be descended from a real-life witch, so they’ve been channeling their ancestral witchiness. And that was a fun joke until tonight. 

I’m watching from the wings like I usually do, so I saw the whole thing. They prance out onstage together in their sexy red robes and they say, “Double, double, toil and trouble / Scorch their minds and raze the rubble”—

—and then the one empty seat in the front row bursts into flame.

I’ll just repeat that for emphasis, because WTAF: IT BURSTS INTO FLAME. 

Everyone screamed, and people to either side leapt away, but one guy got embers on his coat and one woman’s cheek looked like it had a serious sunburn. Then, as if that wasn’t weird enough, the fire suddenly went out, even faster than it started—there wasn’t even any smoke. It just left a small circle of burned upholstery and foam in the center of the cushion, about as wide as a coffee cup. Smelled awful.

So of course we stopped the performance to help those two, and then security didn’t want us to resume until they figured out what had just happened, but after an hour they hadn’t found anything, and finally they let us start again from the top of act 4. The rest of the show (including the repeated bit with the witches) was normal … but wow was that freaky. What a weird way to end my time here. The triplets were like, “Ha, maybe we are witches!” but not like that was a good thing. 

Afterward, the triplets and I smoked whatever it is they smoke, and I got pretty paranoid, but the more I think about it, that reflects what I witnessed and not what I inhaled. 

And now to confirm my suspicion that we’re all living in some alternate reality, I just got a special delivery of booze from my brother, Tristan. 
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Post by Rebecca East-Oda on “General” GRIMNIR channel

DAY 1987 (6 JANUARY, YEAR 6)

I am posting this in my capacity as Secretary and Trustee of East House Trust.

Mel and Tristan will recall that in order to facilitate cash flow in the salad days of DODO, five years ago, the following events took place:

Mel went back to DTAP 1640 Cambridge, stole a copy of the Bay Psalm Book, and buried it in a cask. After we dug it up in the present, we created East House Trust as a shell company through which to receive the great deal of money brought in by auctioning off the book. Frank and I were made the trustees, and at the time we set up certain bylaws about how the money would be handled. Some of that money, of course, was spent to move DODO along to the next step, but plenty of it remained within the trust, where it has been quietly growing at about three percent for the past five years.

I have been keeping records for East House ever since, filing taxes, keeping documentation up to date. I considered dissolving it last fall when Frank was moved to emeritus status at DODO, but then Gráinne made her move, and things got interesting. It is because of things getting interesting, and all of our leaving DODO in a hurry, that I am now creating this memo.

The black mark attached to all our names by Blevins makes it impractical for any of us to return to normal civilian life to earn a living. Therefore, it now makes sense to use the East House Trust for the needs of Rogue-DODO, as it is out of the purview of the Department of Diachronic Operations. Below you will find the ongoing expenses and some proposed new ones. I’m not including dollar amounts in this draft, as some change seasonally and some are quarterly or annual. Please comment and amend.


CURRENT, ANNUAL

Utilities (electricity, propane, landline, cable)

Taxes

Upkeep (plumber and electrician on retainer; yard work; cleaners)

RECENT ONE-OFF EXPENSES

Bio-containment expenses: shower stall, hoses, sterile soap, robes, towels, bleach, new washer/dryer

Needles and surgical thread, bandages

Mini-fridge (for storing inoculant)

Glass plates and wax (for storing inoculant)

All expenses related to maintaining new basement ODEC, as well as setting up system for GRIMNIR; all cables, extra electrical pack, etc.

Equipment and software for trip-wire alarms (actual and digital)

Large quantity of canned foods, bottled water, and Soylent, because some of us are concerned Gráinne or Roger Blevins will try to poison us

PROPOSED NEW EXPENSES

Further security measures such as an infrared live-feed camera, mirrored film for the windows, etc.

Cable bundle for Erzsébet’s bedroom TV

Sustenance salaries to allow full-time staff to stay housed, fed and clothed, and insured. This refers chiefly to Mel and Mortimer. Frank and I are all set; Tristan, I assume, has some kind of something from ten years of military service (but if not, put him in the Mel-and-Mortimer category); Esme, Felix, and Julie are taking outside jobs for now and keeping at a deliberate distance.

Salary with health insurance to attract new DOer

Thoughts? Amendments?

—Rebecca



Reply from Mortimer Shore:

Hey, Rebecca, cable bundles are way old school, we just stream stuff. Erzsébet, what are your favorite shows? I’ll see who delivers them and order those. Also, I think we need a better backup generator. The one you’ve got down there looks pretty wonky.

From Erzsébet Karpathy:

I don’t know what you are talking about. I am spending my time reading literature. You have not lived until you have enjoyed Ferenc Molnár in the original Hungarian. Please put some money aside for my literary indulgences, unless you are too poor, in which case I will accept a library card. DODO was always generous with my monthly allowances.

From Tristan Lyons:

I second Mortimer re: backup generator. Also, training expenses, once we’ve figured out how to train without DODO’s resources. Mel and I did it under our own steam those first few times, but I almost bought it in a swordfight in 1601 because I wasn’t trained properly. Let’s brainstorm what those expenses will be.

From Mortimer Shore:

I have a sweet deal for space with a HEMA group I practice with in Waltham—you and I can spar, Tristan, but also, I bet some of them will be totally into coaching newbies, no questions asked.

From Tristan Lyons:

Great. Also, Rebecca, can you tell us what kind of assets we’re working with?

From Rebecca East-Oda:

I meant to include that earlier. There is approximately $7.3 million in an income fund with three percent yield, giving us about $250K/year. After expenses, that should fend off starvation and servitude for those without other means.

From Mortimer Shore:

“East House Trust: Where Socialist Theory Meets Black Ops Magic.”

From Melisande Stokes:

Not socialism, just pragmatism. Thank you, East House Trust.

From Mortimer Shore:

But are we calling ourselves East House Trust? That lacks pizzazz. What happened to Rodeo? I always wanted to join the rodeo.
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LETTER FROM

GRÁINNE to CARA SAMUELS

County Dublin, Vernal Equinox 1606

Auspiciousness and prosperity to you, my friend!

I’ve had a think about the best tales to tell you, for to compel you to join my desperate cause. But I’m writing this (in seventeenth-century Ireland) even as I’m making your better acquaintance (in twenty-first-century America), and until I’m dead sure of your character, I must be cautious.

So, for the moment, I will allow this much: ’tis a three-pronged approach I’m taking, to the saving of magic. I’m a keen learner and sharp as a serpent’s tooth, but not omniscient, and my infernal foes outnumber me. I must be going about this from many angles all at once.

The first and second prongs are of a kind: undoing those things of a technological bent that led to the erosion of magic. I’ve one scheme under way already that interferes with a certain infamous photograph and another that interferes with a natural philosopher.

Meanwhile, however, is the third prong, and ’tis most urgent and most significant to you, Cara. Here ’tis:

I allow that I risk making a right mess of things. As cocksure as I be regarding my own original thinking, sure now I also recognise, from pained experience, how very large the world is and that I haven’t a handle on all of it yet. (Soon, to be sure! But not yet.) Therefore, in case I flounder in my efforts, I must ensure that you, and others of our race, may take up the torch and continue the cause without me if need be. Thus, I’m
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Post by Dr. Roger Blevins to Chira Yasin Lajani, DOer Lover
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Post by Melisande Stokes on her personal GRIMNIR channel

DAY 1988 (7 JANUARY, YEAR 6)
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Post by Melisande Stokes on her personal GRIMNIR channel

DAY 1990 (9 JANUARY, YEAR 6)
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AFTER ACTION REPORT

















































































































HANDWRITTEN IN RECYCLED-PAPER DIARY
BY ROBIN LYONS

JANUARY 10, BOLTBUS ON I-90 NEAR WORCESTER
















Post by Mortimer Shore on “Chira” GRIMNIR channel
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Post by Tristan Lyons on “Chira” GRIMNIR channel
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Lady Emilia Lanier’s Confession

As examined by Fr Peter Burroughs in the presence of His Majesty James Rx

2 APRIL 1606, TOWER OF LONDON
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Exchange of posts by Lieutenant General Octavian K. Frink (Director of National Intelligence), Dr. Constantine Rudge (head of IARPA, advisor to DODO), and Dr. Roger Blevins (head of DODO) on private ODIN channel

DAY 1991 (10 JANUARY, YEAR 6)

Post from LTG Octavian K. Frink:
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[Sent moments later]

Exchange of posts between Dr. Constantine Rudge and LTG Octavian K. Frink on private ODIN channel
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Post from Dr. Constantine Rudge:
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Post by Melisande Stokes on her personal GRIMNIR channel

DAY 1991 (10 JANUARY, YEAR 6)


















































































































































CAST OF CHARACTERS

WARNING: CONTAINS SPOILERS

(* = historical figure)

Twenty-first-century Cambridge, MA

Tristan Lyons, founder of DODO and now leader of Rogue-DODO

Robin Lyons, his sister

Dr. Melisande Stokes, historical linguist; Tristan’s first recruit to DODO

Dr. Frank Oda, physicist and ODEC creator; husband of Rebecca East-Oda

Rebecca East-Oda, his wife; a witch

Erzsébet Karpathy, a Hungarian witch

Mortimer Shore, systems administrator, swordsman, and general geek at Rogue-DODO

Gráinne, Irish witch from seventeenth century now working for DODO in twenty-first century

Dr. Roger Blevins, head of DODO

Chira Yasin Lajani, DOer, Lover class; mole for Rogue-DODO

Dhakir, her brother (offstage)

Aliye, her sister (offstage)

Lieutenant General Octavian Frink, Director of National Intelligence and Blevins’s boss at DODO

Dr. Constantine Rudge, head of IARPA, advisor to DODO, and intimate of the Fuggers

Julie Lee, classical oboist, Rogue-DODO agent, and witch (offstage)

Felix Dorn, former DOer, Strider class, now Rogue-DODO agent (offstage)

Dr. Esme Overkleeft, former DOer, Sage class, now Rogue-DODO agent (offstage)

Mei East-Oda, daughter of Frank and Rebecca (offstage)

Sundry DOSECOPS and Secret Service officers

Cara Samuels, witch in collusion with the Fugger Bank (offstage, but very present)

Arturo Quince, DOer, MacGyver/Closer class

Tony Bianco, DOer, Forerunner class, code name Angelo (offstage)

Frederick Fugger, a man of business

Yamamoto Akifumi, his bodyguard

Diego Gabriel, DOer, Forerunner class (offstage)

Lauren Abernathy, HOSMA, socio-cultural historian (offstage)

Marcello Lombardo, HOSMA, Renaissance language specialist (offstage)

Peter Salvino, HOSMA, wilderness survival specialist (offstage)

Bill Morrow, HOSMA, violence specialist (offstage)

Dr. Paul Livermore, Director of Psychiatric and Mental Fitness, DODO

Dr. Larinda Schroeder, PTSD specialist, DODO

NMS, Roger Blevins’s personal assistant (virtual)

Chris Burton, RN, DODO nurse (offstage)

1640 Cambridge, America

Goody Mary Fitch, a witch

Goody Brown, neighbor to Goody Fitch

Ann Brown, her daughter

1606 London

*Edmund Tilney, Master of the Revels

*King James I

*Queen Anne

*Guy Fawkes, Gunpowder Plot conspirator

*Thomas Knyvett, English baron

*Edmund Doubleday, English politician

*Christophe Mountjoy, landlord

*Marie Mountjoy, his wife

*Emilia Lanier, noblewoman

*William Shakespeare, playwright

*Edmund (Ned) Shakespeare, his brother

*Richard Burbage, actor

*Cuthbert Burbage, producer (offstage)

*John Lowin, actor

*Robert Armin, actor

*Henry (Hal) Condell, actor and company manager

*John Heminge, actor

*Hal Berridge, boy actor

*Edmund Knight, prompter

*Sundry other actors

Andrew North, actor

Rose, an English witch

Landlord of the Mitre Tavern

Athanasius Fugger, banker (offstage)

Sundry Yeoman Guards at Whitehall Palace

Sundry wherrymen on the River Thames

Sundry messengers, clerks, players, stagehands, officials, and nobility working in or visiting the Office of the Revels

Sundry patrons at sundry taverns in London and Southwark

*Ben Jonson, playwright

*Inigo Jones, architect and theatrical designer

Music master in the Revels Office

Harry, a constable

*George Weale, Clerk of Works for Whitehall Palace

Fr Peter Boroughs, inquisitor

*George Buck, presumptive future Master of the Revels Office (offstage)

*Thomas Howard, Lord Chamberlain (offstage)

*Philip Herbert, Baron of Shurland (offstage)

*Earl of Pembroke, his brother (offstage)

*Sundry members of the Stationers’ Company (offstage)

1397 Florence

Dana, young Tartan slave

Matteo del Dolce, wealthy wool merchant

Agnola Battista, his wife

Piero Lapi, her cousin

Giovanni, wagoner and Dulcinite

Lucia, a witch

Watchman at the Via Roma gate

Signore Iacopo Moschardi, butcher

Lena Moschardi, his wife

Paolo Uccello, artist (offstage)

Bartolomeo Corsini, patrician (offstage)

309 CE Sicily

Marcus Livius Saturninus, Roman patrician

Livia, his elder daughter; a witch

Julia, her sister

Arria, an attendant

Thalia, an attendant

Rufus, a slave

Hanno Gisgon, master mosaicist from Carthage

Vilicus, steward

Tutor to the girls

Servants and officers of the villa

Marcus, wagoner

Soldier (unnamed), witness to Diachronic Shear

*Constantine, eventual emperor (offstage)

1450 Kyoto

Seiko, a witch

Her husband

Shinto priest

*Ashikaga Yoshimasa, Shogun (offstage)

Eighteenth-century England

*Edward Jenner, creator of smallpox vaccine (offstage)

1851 Prussia

*Charles Berkowski, photographer (offstage)
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