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Eric Flint's 1632 & Beyond 

Issue 16


I considered changing the main section of this issue from "Magdeburg Messenger" to "The Low Countries Local."  It starts in Flanders, visits along the way, and ends in Flanders.  Grantville is here, although parts of only two stories use it as a setting.  However, its influence is present in all the stories. 
Magdeburg Messenger
(Fiction)
The cover comes from "House Of Verbannen" by Marc Tyrrell.  We have been telling the story of Alphons and Désirée in reverse order, beginning with "To Kill A Redbird" in Issue 12, followed by "Adieu, Anvers" in Issue 15, and now "House Of Verbannen."  The chronologically later stories fit into themed issues.
The title of "Something New" by Bethanne Kim plays off her story "Something Old" in the previous issue.  The story takes place alongside her novels, and you have probably caught some of the hints.
"A Shocking Development" by Jack Carroll is about something so common for us that you may have been trained to use it—but it would make a big difference in the new timeline.
Natalie Silk concludes a series of stories about Anya with "Wild Flowers And Nailed Hearts."   Anya, her aunt Dora, uncle Danel, and cousins have appeared in:
"Two Men Walk Into A Beer Garden (Grantville Gazette 81),
"With A Hammer, Everything Is A Nail" (Grantville Gazette 83),
"Anya's Story" (Grantville Gazette 87),
"The Rooster And The Spoon" (Grantville Gazette 92),
"Letting Grace" (Grantville Gazette 95),
"Down This Path" (1632 & Beyond Issue 5),
"A Flask And A Handshake" (1632 & Beyond Issue 12), and
"Green, Blue, And Bruises" (1632 & Beyond Issue 14).
"Antwerp Antics" is the third of John Deakins' stories about famous painters.  The first two are "Chiaroscuro" (Grantville Gazette 89) and "Artists From Afar" (1632 & Beyond Issue 14).
Available Now and Coming Soon feature several republished titles and a brand-new novel coming from Baen later this year.
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The House of Verbannen

Marc Tyrrell


Klempf Warehouse, Zülpich
Wednesday, June 11, 1631, 2:45 p.m.
Alphons Verbannen looked at the bodies scattered on the floor like broken, discarded dolls. Shaking his head in disgust, he cleaned his blade on the clothes that Meester Klempf would no longer need before sheathing it. "Did you find the rest of the shipment, Jean-Marc?" he called out. 
"Maybe four in five at first glance, Meester Verbannen. I'm still looking."
"Keep looking. We will need a full inventory of what this varkens neukende klootzak has here. I'm certain he has other stolen goods." Turning to the man next to him, he asked "Wouldn't you agree, Lieutenant?"
The lieutenant, a sixteen-year-old stripling whose family had bought his commission in the bishop's troops, was still shocked by the carnage. "Ah, yes, of course, Meester Verbannen. The bishop wants to be certain that trade is uninterrupted. And this"—he waved at the bloody scene—"should be a good object lesson to those who would oppose his desires."
Alphons laughed to himself while maintaining a serious face. "I agree, Lieutenant. I need to go through this klootzak's papers. I hope we can find out just where his henchmen are, so that we can clean them out. With writs from both the bishop and the Duke of Julich," and hadn't those cost a bundle in bribes, "we should be able to end this problem once and for all."
Office of the Inspector General, Army of Flanders, Brussels
Thursday, June 12, 1631, 4:30 p.m.
"Don Antonio Manuel Miguel de Godelleta, Veedor General."
Don Luis Phelipe Ladrón de Guevara y Zúñiga, Knight of the Order of Santiago and Inspector General of the Army of Flanders, looked up from the papers he was perusing. "Thank you, Pedro. Come in, Don Antonio. Please,"—he waved at a chair—"sit down. A glass? Rioja? Xérès?"
Antonio glanced at de Guevara, and carefully took his seat. "Xérès, por favor. Thank you, Don Luis."
De Guevara waved away his thanks. "Some xérès, if you would, Pedro." The attendant nodded and picked up a decanter and two glasses, setting them on a small table between two chairs. "That will be all." Pedro gave a short bow, turned, and left, closing the door behind him, while de Guevara poured out two glasses of amber xérès, handing one to Antonio, while lifting the other. "To Spain!" Antonio echoed the toast before placing his glass on the table.
De Guevara smiled. "I assume you are wondering why I asked you here today, Don Antonio." It was a statement, not a question. "I have been reviewing the notes of my predecessor, Don Gaspar Ruiz de Perada. He was most impressed by both your honesty and your resourcefulness. I believe that your handling of the situation in Aarschot two years ago also shows your willingness to uphold the honor of Spain."
In August 1629, Antonio had been transferred to the garrison in Aarschot and asked to look into rumors that the garrison commander, Hector de Hevia, was embezzling funds. As a particulares, what later generations would call a “Gentleman Ranker”, Antonio could be moved between units and had a large degree of freedom. The investigation had been difficult, and Antonio had called upon his uncle Raul and his cousin Alphons for assistance. 
Alphons had found solid evidence of embezzlement, but no hard proof that it was being run by the garrison commander. Both Antonio and Alphons were morally certain that he was guilty—he was, after all, living well beyond his means—but without irrefutable evidence, no charges could be laid. Instead, Antonio had taken a leave of absence and ended up fighting a duel with de Hevia. Don Gaspar's assistants had cleared Antonio and found the required proof hidden amongst de Hevia's personal papers. Two other men only referred to as RS and JG were also implicated. "Thank you, Don Luis."
"If you are agreeable, Don Antonio, I would like to move you to one of the tercios under the command of Don Miguel de Manrique." At Antonio's quizzical look, he waved a hand. "No, I do not suspect Don Miguel of peculation. I am, however, concerned about the readiness of his troops. Should we find it desirable to intervene in the Germanies, they will be the ones sent."
Antonio nodded. "I can certainly do that, Don Luis. Is there anything in particular that concerns you?"
De Guevara gave him a careful look, then sighed. "I have no wish to cause you any embarrassment, Don Antonio, so please, I pray you, do not take what I am about to say as anything that impinges on your honor."
Antonio tilted his head, then shrugged. "I shall certainly endeavor not to do so, Don Luis."
De Guevara nodded. "Thank you, Don Antonio." He took a small sip of his xérès, and continued. "You have, I believe, some familiarity with the merchants who supply our troops."
Antonio felt himself tense at that. Implying that a Spanish nobleman, however impoverished, engaged in trade was often cause for an affair of honor. Then he sighed. After all, it was no secret that his uncle Raul was a merchant. He took a small sip of his xérès, then put it back down. "You might say that, Don Luis. I have, shall we say, certain contacts amongst the merchants."
De Guevara nodded. "Most excellent, Don Antonio. As I said, I have no concerns about peculation. I do, however, have some concerns about the—shall we say 'quality'?—of some of the supplies that are being sold to General de Manrique's troops. Nothing solid, really, just rumors on the breeze," he shrugged.
De Guevara paused. "What I would ask of you is that you keep your eyes and ears open, and let me know if there is any truth to these rumors. If there is, I would like to know if you think it is intentional or accidental." Don Antonio nodded. "And let me also say that if it is intentional, then that merchant will no longer be selling to us."
Antonio thought about that. I'd best stop in Huldenberg on the way, and talk with Uncle Raul. "I will see what I can discover, Don Luis."
De Guevara leaned back and smiled. "Excellent! I look forward to reading your report." He reached over and handed Antonio a folded piece of paper. "Here are your orders, signed by Don Pedro de San Juan himself, so there should be no difficulties." 
Pedro de San Juan was the Secretary of State and War under Infanta Isabella, so no one would question his orders. Indeed, having Don Pedro sign those orders implied that Antonio was a compadre, someone who needed to be taken seriously, with friends in high places. That signature gave Antonio more leeway than he would normally have. "Thank you, Don Luis. And please, convey my gratitude and respect to Don Pedro."
Verbannen Huis, Huldenberg, Flanders
Friday, June 13, 1631, 2:05 p.m.
When Raul Rafael departed Spain at the direction of his father for his “un-noble” attitude, he had taken a remittance, moved to the Spanish Netherlands, and changed his name to Verbannen. There, he had met Maaike Ouwerx, the daughter of a Flemish merchant, and they had wed in 1591. Alphons, his eldest son, had appeared the year after, in April of 1592.
Since then, the family had prospered, supplying the tercios coming to the Spanish Netherlands, and also investing in other businesses and trading ventures. Today, their network of business contacts stretched from Milan, through Tyrol, Bavaria, the Rhineland, Franconia and, of course, throughout the Spanish Netherlands and the Dutch Republic. Despite being “in business”, Raul had stayed in communication with his eldest brother, whose son, Antonio, sat before him.
"So, let me make certain that I understand you correctly. You want me to spy on my competitors based on nothing but vague rumors?" Raul Verbannen stared at Antonio, who was nervously shifting in his seat.
"It's all I have, Uncle Raul."
Raul just shook his head. "Do you happen to have a list of de Manrique's suppliers and what they supplied?" Antonio nodded and handed Raul a small sheet of paper, which he started to peruse. "Well, that's something at any rate. Hmmm," he said as he worked his way down the list, then looked up again. "Well, I know several of the people on this list personally, and most by reputation." Raul cocked his head. "What type of company are you going to?"
"Muskets, Uncle Raul."
"And are there other particulares in that company?"
"Probably." Antonio shrugged. "I won't really know until I get there, but I wouldn't be surprised. You know how we tend to get put into the same companies."
Raul was nodding. "True, but it also creates a bit of a difficulty for you. If someone is playing games with your supplies, it won't be with any of those companies, unless they are incredibly foolish." Raul tapped his fingers on the table, then gave a slight shrug. "Well, you're posted where you're posted but, if I were you, I would try and make friends with some of the musketeers in the pike companies."
"I think I understand your reasoning, Uncle. I'm just not sure why you made that point."
Raul tapped one name on the list. "This one, Meester Dievout, has a good reputation, but as a reseller of goods, not a producer. He is known to be careful in his initial purchases, but somewhat over-trusting in his later ones. And he has the contract for providing most of the powder to de Manrique's troops. High value, low bulk, and not used overly much in garrison. That is a situation ripe with possibilities."
Antonio thought about that and nodded. "An excellent point, Uncle, and I already have an idea about how I can go about getting samples. Can you ask Alphons if he would be able to help me in, say, about two weeks?"
Raul's eyes flicked upwards, then back down. "It may be three weeks. Alphons is looking into something for me in Cologne." Raul smiled somewhat wryly. "I suspect you will need some extra resources for your investigation." Raul knew that Antonio was, if not impoverished, then living mainly through his pay. He took out a purse and slid it across the table. "There's twenty-five guilders in there. Do try not to lose it in a single card game!"
Verbannen Huis, Huldenberg, Flanders
Thursday, June 26, 1631, 1:05 p.m.
"How was it, Alphons?"
Alphons, who was relaxing, shrugged. "Not too bad, Father. Klempf had hired a bunch of mercenaries and was fencing the goods they took. Once we found him, and his records, it was simple." Alphons shrugged. "The bishop has sent us a 'well done' which, when all is considered, might buy a small beer. I had to spend over four hundred guilders, but we got them. They won't prey on us, or anyone else, anymore."
Raul nodded. "Good. Four hundred guilders is nothing compared to the message you sent, and both the Duke and the bishop will owe us." He leaned back. "I've got another project for you involving your cousin Antonio…."
De Manrique's camp, Antonio's company area, Flanders
Saturday, June 28, 1631, 11:25 a.m.
Alphons Verbannen looked around, trying to spot his cousin. At five foot ten inches and two hundred pounds, almost all of it muscle, Alphons looked nothing like Antonio, who was three inches shorter and forty pounds lighter. Alphons heard occasional shots being fired, and then a loud cheer off to his left and decided to check it out. As he approached, he saw Antonio laughing and slapping a rather shabbily clad musketeer on the shoulder, with another twenty or so people standing around talking.
"Alphons! Come on over and meet Bastião. This hijo de puta just beat me in a shooting match." Antonio was smiling as he spoke.
Alphons raised his eyebrows in surprise as he walked over. Antonio was an excellent shot, even with a smoothbore musket. When he was about five feet away, he stopped and gave a small bow, more of a nod really, in Antonio's direction. "Don Antonio, wonderful to see you as always." 
Turning to Bastião, he nodded, smiled, and held out his hand. "Congratulations, Bastião. Don Antonio is a fine marksman, so to have bested him is a real feat. I'm Alphons Verbannen."
"Bastião Diaz, Sir."
Alphons waved that away. "Please, call me Alphons. Everyone does." He was beaming with good will, but his eyes were evaluating Bastião. His clothes are in terrible shape, and he looks like he hasn't eaten well in months. Something stinks, here.
"Alphons, please tell me that you have found some xérès?" Antonio said with a patently false pleading look on his face. Turning to Bastião, he confided, "I count on Alphons to find anything I really need. He is a most resourceful fellow, who seems to know everyone who has anything worth having."
Bastião was starting to look trapped, so Alphons said smoothly, "He's correct, Bastião." Alphons' smile grew into a grin. "Besides that, anyone who can outshoot Don Antonio deserves a reward." He turned to face Antonio. "And, yes, I have your xérès. I actually came here today to invite you for dinner tonight at De Rode Haan. Please, can you come?"
Antonio nodded. "Of course, Alphons." He reached into his purse and pulled out a guilder. Turning to Bastião, he said "Here's the prize I promised you." His face took on a good-natured scowl "And the next time we shoot, I plan on beating you."
Alphons laughed. "Maybe you should ask him to give you lessons, Don Antonio?" Antonio started to sputter, while Alphons grinned. "But enough of these pleasantries! Don Antonio, I hope to see you for dinner at, say, Vespers?" Antonio grinned wryly and nodded. Alphons turned to Bastião. "And you, my friend have earned a reward! Not only for your shooting, but for knocking my cousin off his high horse. Come, let us go to your camp and we can talk about what you would like!"
De Rode Haan common room, 
5:55 p.m.
Antonio strode into the common room at De Rode Haan with a satchel over his shoulder and an insouciant grin on his face. Spotting Alphons reading at a small table in the back corner, he walked over and sat down, carelessly reaching for a cup. "Evening, Alphons."
Alphons looked up and gave him a curt smile. "Evening, Antonio. What did you bring me?"
Antonio handed the satchel to him. "I've got powder samples from twelve different companies." Seeing the look in Alphons' eyes, he nodded. "Yes, they are all marked as to which company they come from."
Alphons gave a tight smile. "Good." He reached over and poured wine into his own mug, draining it in one gulp, before refilling it and placing it on the table. He stared at Antonio. "Someone, and I mean to find out who, is supplying shoddy goods." He leaned back and took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. "I went with Bastião to his camp, and what I saw and heard there made me want to kill someone."
Antonio studied his cousin while he sipped his own wine. "That bad?”
Alphons snorted. "Let's see. Weevils in newly delivered flour. Meat that is just on the edge, or over. Sour beer, and poorly made cloth. And they are being charged for quality goods. Someone is pocketing a lot of money." He shook his head in disgust. "I talked with the camp followers there, and everyone told me that this is coming from the main commissariat."
"Bueno joder!" Antonio leaned back and thought. "De Manrique?"
Alphons shook his head. "I doubt it. If it were him, we'd see the same pattern across all of the companies, and I haven't heard anything that would lead me to conclude that."
Antonio started to nod. "Good point. I've visited some of the other companies, and things seemed fine there."
Alphons grinned, but it was twisted, marring his face. "Lots of particulares in those companies?"
Antonio shrugged. "Sure. A couple of us will go to drink wine and play cards. Not much else to do when you're in garrison."
"It's a rough life, Antonio. Deal with it." His face cleared. "I'm sending Bastião's company some food tomorrow so they can have a victory celebration." He shrugged. "Nothing much, really: a couple of sheep, a hundredweight of good wheat flour, and some beer. Make sure you go—and stay in touch with him."
Antonio just shook his head. "I do know how to build informant networks, Alphons. I'll be there. What are you going to be doing?"
Alphons chuckled. "Getting these powder samples tested and finding out just who is providing what to these troops. I'll be back in a week or so."
Verbannen Huis, Huldenberg, Flanders
Tuesday, July 1, 1631, 3:45 p.m.
Raul Verbannen looked up as his eldest son walked into the room, face wreathed in storm clouds. "That bad, Alphons?"
Alphons just nodded and sat down. "I've got the test results on the powder. Every company with lots of particulares had acceptable powder. The others?" he shrugged. "Calling it trash is an insult to garbage." He leaned forward. "The alchemist who did the analysis told me that they had cut the powder with sawdust before it was corned."
Raul winced. "Eso está jodido! Do you think Meester Dievout is responsible?"
Alphons shrugged. "Maybe? At least inasmuch as his oversight is lax. But if the powder was adulterated before he bought it, which it must have been, then his only 'crime' was to assume quality."
Raul nodded slowly, a twisted smile on his face. "Dievout is, unfortunately, known for making that assumption." He leaned back and searched for a paper. "I asked Meester De Vos if he knew who was providing Meester Dievout with powder. In between some rather extraordinary invective, he pointed me towards a Meester Vizard. He's located in Herentals."
Alphons smiled grimly. "I'll head over there and see what I can find out. What about the other suppliers?"
Raul smiled slightly in return. "Meester De Smedt and Meester Baert are the two main suppliers of general goods."
"Uncle Adrienne?"
"Yes, Adrienne Baert." Raul frowned. "I've known Adrienne for a long time, and I can't see him knowingly doing something like what you have reported. You need to visit him and see just what is going on."
Alphons nodded and made a mental note. "Fine, I'll do that. What about de Smedt?"
Raul shrugged. "I don't know much about him, but what I do know leads me to believe that he is...less than the soul of probity."
"Corrupt?"
"Probably more than most," Raul replied with a razor grin. "I have a list of people who have dealt with him you should talk with." Raul slid a sheet of paper over the table to Alphons. "How's Antonio doing?"
Alphons chuckled. "He's running his 'Can you outshoot me?' scam. That's how he got the powder samples. From what he said, he's only lost three times out of twelve; twice to other particulares." Alphons leaned forward. "The third person he lost to, one Bastião Diaz, is from one of the pike companies. I came into the camp just after Antonio lost and got to meet him. His situation is interesting.
"His clothes were threadbare, and he looked undernourished. Once I followed him back to his camp, I understood why. He, and his company, were being supplied with garbage and paying full price for it." Alphons closed his eyes, trying to control the surge of anger he felt. "I sent them enough for a 'victory feast' but, Father, that will probably be the best meal they have had in months.
"The camp followers told me that it was what the commissariat provided and they weren't allowed to buy outside of it." His eyes were hooded, staring into the distance. Raul was reminded of a raptor before it struck. "Someone there is on the take and, when we find him, I want a couple of minutes with him. Alone."
"You know, Alphons, there are times you remind me of my grandfather." Raul's tone was light, but focused. "Do try not to kill anyone. Unless they deserve it."
Meester Vizard's powder mill, outside Herentals
Thursday, July 3, 1631, 4:45 p.m.
"As you can see, Meester Verbannen, we produce roughly two hundredweight of coarse powder, along with ten to twelve pounds of fine-grained powder every week, all of the finest quality."
There is no way you can produce that much! You can't possibly get enough saltpeter, Alphons thought as he smiled and nodded towards Meester Vizard's senior journeyman. "That is most impressive, sir, most impressive! We are exploring an opportunity that would involve, shall we say, a hundredweight of coarse and five pounds of fine powder every month. Would you be able to meet such a requirement?"
The journeyman was nodding. "I fully expect so, Meester Verbannen. And given those amounts, we would be happy to arrange a direct delivery to your customer at no extra charge."
Alphons was smiling and nodding. So that's how you bypassed Dievout! "That would be most agreeable. Well, if I might have some samples—shall we say ten charges?—I will be in touch with you as soon as this opportunity firms up."
Baert Huis, Zandhoven, Flanders
Friday, July 4, 1631, 1:15 p.m.
Alphons stared up at the front of the house he had spent so much time in as a child, with a wistful smile on his face. Really, Alphons, you could have come here any time in the past decade, but... His thought trickled away. Enough of this! He squared his shoulders, walked up the stairs, and used the door knocker.
After a moment, the door was opened by an old man in upper servant's garb. "Yes, may I help...Young Master Alphons? Is that you?"
Alphons grinned. "It is indeed, Jean! I am glad to see you again."
Jean pulled the door wider and gestured for Alphons to enter. "Come in, come in! Oh, it is grand to see you again! It must be, what, six years?"
Alphons chuckled as he entered. "Closer to ten I believe, Jean." He got a wicked grin on his face. "I swear to the Blessed Virgin, you haven't aged a day since the last time I saw you!"
Jean let out a sound halfway between a snort and a laugh. "I could wish, Master Alphons! But, let me take your hat and cloak." Alphons doffed them, and Jean whisked them away. "You'll be wanting to see Master Baert, I assume?" At Alphons' nod, he continued. "Well, you've come at an auspicious time; this is one of his good days."
At Alphons' raised eyebrow, Jean continued in a quiet voice. "Master Baert is not now the man you remember. He has had problems, shall we say, with his memory for the past year and a bit." Jean shook his head. "And I fear that Master Dirk is, ah, not of as much assistance as might have been expected."
Alphons frowned as they walked. "Hasn't Dirk picked up some of the load? I know that Uncle Adrienne had trained him to take over the business."
Jean looked around carefully, then spoke in a very low voice that didn't carry. "Master Dirk has been...pursuing other interests, and Master Luc has been apprenticing in Antwerp. Most of the day-to-day operations of the business are in the hands of Geert de Zele, Master Baert's general factor."
Alphons' frown deepened. "And is de Zele not doing a good job?"
Jean shrugged as they climbed the stairs, moving towards Adrienne Baert's study. "Who knows? I don't—but I do not like the man. There is something about him that disturbs me. Nothing seen, just a feeling, if you know what I mean."
Alphons nodded.
* * *

"So, Alphons, why are you here?" Dirk Baert was pushing his food around the plate, eating little, but drinking much.
"Oh, you know how it is, Dirk. Work, work, work! Father has me chasing around all over the place." Alphons took a forkful of the meat and stilled his reaction. Bah! My cook would never serve this! He glanced over at Adrienne Baert, who seemed to be eating with every indication of acceptance.
Dirk popped a piece of beef in his mouth and grimaced, even as he chewed it and swallowed, followed by a full glass of wine, which was immediately refilled. "You need a break, Alphons. Look, I'm heading out after dinner to a private club. Why don't you come along?"
Adrienne looked up, a slight frown on his face. "You're not going to be gone all night, are you? We have some contracts to look over in the morning, and I want you there."
Dirk waved his hand, sloshing wine onto the table. "No, I'll be back early, Father. Probably by midnight. Besides that, Alphons needs a break, and you wouldn't begrudge him some relaxation, would you?"
"No, no. You boys have fun." Adrienne forked up another piece of beef and started to chew it. "Just..." his voice tapered off.
"We'll be back soon, Uncle Adrienne. And, I am sure, Dirk will be ready for whatever you need him for in the morning." Alphons choked down another piece of over-cooked beef.
De Oprechte Mens, Antwerp
9:14 p.m.
Alphons was not unfamiliar with either brothels or gaming houses, but neither was he an habitué. De Oprechte Mens combined both in a lavish environment, with a large salon opening on the right hand of the entryway full of tables and people playing cards, and a smaller salon on the left, displaying the house's wares. At five guilders, the entry fee was steep, but Alphons had been assured that that price included all of the evening's entertainment. Alphons had merely smiled and handed over the coins, while Dirk made for the smaller room, looking


Laurids Huis, Antwerp
Sunday, July 6, 1631, 2:15 p.m.
De Oprechte Mens, Antwerp
3:00 p.m.

De Oprechte Mens, Antwerp
Monday, July 7, 1631, 3:15 a.m.
De Rode Haan common room
Tuesday, July 8, 1631, 6:25 p.m.
De Oprechte Mens, Antwerp
Monday, July 14, 1631, 2:10 a.m.
3:05 a.m.
Laurids Huis, Antwerp
5:15 a.m.

Baert Huis, Zandhoven
9:05 a.m.
De Oprechte Mens, Antwerp
12:05 p.m.

Baert Huis, Zandhoven
3:25 p.m.
De Oprechte Mens, Antwerp
8:25 p.m.
Between Antonio and Bastião's company areas, De Manrique's camp
Tuesday, July 15, 6:25 a.m.
Verbannen Huis, Huldenberg
Thursday, July 17, 1631, 6:25 p.m.
De Oprechte Mens, Antwerp
8:15 p.m.
Office of the Inspector General, Army of Flanders, Brussels
9:05 p.m.
De Vier Broers Inn, Kontich, Flanders
Friday, July 18, 1631, 6:25 p.m.
Laurids Huis, Antwerp
Saturday, July 19, 1631, 3:15 a.m.
The basement of De Oprechte Mens, Antwerp
6:15 a.m.

Laurids Huis, Antwerp
7:30 a.m.
De Oprechte Mens, Antwerp
7:55 a.m.



Laurids Huis, Antwerp
Tuesday, July 22, 1631, 5:45 p.m.
Office of the Inspector General, Army of Flanders, Brussels
Saturday, July 26, 1631, 1:45 p.m.
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