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    Euterpe: The Muse of Music 
 
    Episode 1 
 
    by Enrico Toro 
 
    Maestro Giacomo Carissimi to Father Thomas Fitzherbert SJ 
 
    of the Illustrissimus Collegium Anglicanum in Rome June 1633, 
 
    Very Reverend Father Fitzherbert, 
 
   How are you? 
 
    I only now have time to write you this letter before leaving tomorrow morning headed for the Holy Roman Empire first and then to Thuringia, in Germany. My final destination is the town of Grantville where I am going to learn and study. 
 
    I hope this letter will find you once back from Amalfi as I hope your residence in the costiera gave you some relief from the sickness that affects your lungs. You know I have always preferred to sharpen my quills to write music and not words, but I feel the need to share with you all the events that brought me to leave Rome. 
 
    I'm writing you in English to show you how the months you spent trying to hammer this language into my hard head have not gone wasted. 
 
    This letter and the ones that will follow are maybe another way to make my English fluent, especially if you will feel free to correct any mistakes you will find in my prose with your usual and blessed Jesuitical iron discipline. 
 
    I have been told that many inhabitants of Grantville are Germans and, grazie alla Divina Providenza, the four years I spent as master of chapel at the Collegium Germanicum made my German more than passable and I can always use some French and some Latin. If I am lucky some of them will speak Italian, too! 
 
    Anyway, with the prices of parchment these times, I’d better stop rambling and go to the point. Sometimes it seems there isn't enough paper in the whole world to write all the thoughts and feelings, the joy and the turmoil, that are nowadays in my mind. 
 
    It's strange to think how a single evening can change a man's approach to life and how an encounter made a man who felt uncomfortable leaving the Aurelian's walls (you know how much I hated my position in Assisi) travel hundreds of miles to reach a far, almost mythical town. But if there is a man who can make a lazy, contemplative man leave all behind for adventure this is Messer Giulio Mazarini. 
 
    I had never met the man before. I only knew him for his fame of being one of the finest diplomats in Europe, a man with a golden tongue and of sharp wits. I have been told that he had just arrived from a mission in Germany. So I wasn't at all surprised once I came to know he would have lectured the students of our seminary in the latest developments in the Holy Roman Empire. 
 
    After all, the Collegium Germanicum, where I have the honor to teach sacred music and to direct the choir, has been created to prepare the German clergy to better deal with the dangers of the Reformation. 
 
    I wasn't surprised when he attended a concert we gave in his honor in Saint Apollinare, as I wasn't surprised when he visited me in my studio after the cantate and motets were over. Paying compliments to the author is customary and polite behavior, after all. But it was what he brought with him that shocked me. 
 
    He handed me a parchment of paper and let me unroll it. While my hands and eyes were busy opening it, he asked: "Many say you are the brightest musician here in Rome, maestro. Can you tell me what is this?" 
 
    I stared at it for a while before answering. "It's part of a music composition, it seems. But the writing, it is slightly different; some of the symbols are more complex than the ones I use, more structured, more evolved. 1 The printing quality is awesome. Where did you get this, if I may ask?" 
 
    "Grantville. You did hear about it, didn't you?" Mazarini walked closer to the fireplace, where I keep some comfortable armchairs. 
 
    "Of course I did. Everybody is talking about it. Yet I think most of what I heard are rumors, like the one that says they are a bunch of demons or warlocks riding monsters who spit flames." Then I added, shaking my head, "Are they really from the future?" 
 
    "Yes, they are, and the music you hold is from a piece called the Goldberg Variations, a series of sonatas composed by an artist who will live more than fifty years from now. I think his name is Bach." 
 
    I was completely amazed by his words. I confess that I don't know what was shaking more, my hands or my voice. 
 
    "Can I borrow it? I want to copy it and try to play it." 
 
    "Unfortunately, I am not sure you will be able to do it. The American lady who gave it to me described it as a transcription for pianoforte. It will need another adaptation to be played on an harpsichord or an organ." 
 
    "A pianoforte? What is that?" 
 
    "A musical instrument from the future I listened to while in the American town. It looks like an harpsichord or a spinet but it sounds quite different: richer, fuller, less metallic. They told me it will be invented by an Italian at the beginning of the next century. But that's not the only amazing mechanical thing these people have. You should hear their music recordings, too; it's like . . . well, it's hard to explain. The sound of a whole orchestra coming out loudly from a box. They call it a ’CD player.' It can play music and sounds over and over again." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "I'm not sure how it works, but it's as if you play something on the organ and somebody captures this sound and writes it down on a machine like printing does with words. Then, then to listen again what you played, they only have to use again the machine." 
 
    "It's hard to believe. A machine that captures sounds?" 
 
    "Hard to believe, but nonetheless perfectly real. One of them told me they had been a good help in beating the Spanish army last year." 
 
    "A music that defeats an army! Sounds like some kind of joke. That's something I'd like to hear!" 
 
    I think he realized how much he had succeeded in capturing my interest and offered to stay longer to talk about that strange place if I had more of my questions. I couldn't quiet my curiosity, so I went to one of the drawers and took a bottle of that smooth muscat from Montefiascone called ‘Est Est Est’ you know I love so much. I poured the wine into two pewter cups I keep at hand and lighted a series of candles to have more light in the room. 
 
    At the moment I didn't realize it, but we must have been talking for hours. He had my complete attention, and I learned many more uncanny and extraordinary things about that remote place. 
 
    I learned how the people of Grantville allied themselves with the Swedish and the German Protestant princedoms. I learned of their skill in manufacturing things, of their religious tolerance, of their fantastic knowledge of many new subjects in matters of science and medicine. At the end, Mazarini, suddenly reluctant, told me a few things of their strange and almost utopian ideas about the government of a state. 
 
    Only when the night was beginning to turn into a new morning did our meeting come to an end. Mazarini, smiling, made his offer. 
 
    "It would be a fine thing if one of our most talented young musicians traveled there to learn more about music and maybe get familiar with these up-timers, as they call themselves. There is a lot to gain from an unofficial exchange of knowledge." 
 
    Some way I knew it was coming, but I wasn't the more prepared for it. 
 
    "But, Messer Mazarini, I have my job here and I'm not accustomed to travel for such a long distance." 
 
    "I know, I know, but think about how much your natural talent can gain from such an experience. You don't have to make any decision now, of course. Nevertheless, should you agree with me, contact me at the Basilica of San Giovanni, and maybe I will be able to help you with your travel." 
 
    He is pretty important now but I feel like that man will have an even better career! He knew how to cast the hook, how to make the bait irresistible, and at what exact moment I would bite. A master in human behavior. 
 
    Indeed I don't know if it was my curiosity or my love for music, but I suddenly realized that if music from the future, strange new musical instruments, and music in boxes existed, I had to see it in person no matter how much I had to travel. 
 
    The weeks that followed were full of frantic activity and preparations for this trip. I live a simple life and I earn well, but my savings were not enough to sustain myself for a long time. So the first thing was to find funds. 
 
    The Society of Jesus didn't help with them. They had still not adopted a position about Grantville and told me to wait. If I wanted to go they would let me, without losing my job, since it is not uncommon for teachers to take a long sabbatical for study. But the only thing they could have helped with was granting me hospitality in their houses along the way. This was quite satisfying, I must honestly say. Considering the extension of the network of their houses, such an offer looks like a very relevant asset for a traveler. 
 
    Besides that, the rector of the Collegium Germanicum invited me to travel for part of the road with a delegation of Jesuits directed to Vienna. It would be safer for me, he said. But, he added, once I left them I would be on my own. 
 
    When I was not busy preparing for my trip I passed my time studying the music sheets Messer Mazarini brought me. Some of the symbols were different, but the pentagram, the notes, the clefs, and most of the rest were the same. 
 
    The more I studied the music, the more I realized how rich and amazingly moving it was. All my compositions seemed simple, elementary in comparison. 
 
    The piece of music I had in my hands was a canon whose voices were not only written at the distance of only half note (one of the most difficult forms of canon) but also they moved as if they were the freely conceived voices of a trio sonata. 
 
    And if this were something written not so far away in the future, I wondered, what about the music written in later centuries? My resolve to visit this town in Germany grew day by day. 
 
    Unfortunately my financial problems were unchanged, even with Mazarini's help. 
 
    I applied to Cardinal Scipione Borghese for a donation of two hundred scudi, enough to live well for three years, I thought. The cardinal had always been very liberal with money when arts are involved. But it seems that any patron I could find wasn't very much at ease with the idea of financing trips to such a place of mystery, a place whose soldiers had repeatedly whipped Catholic armies. 
 
    Besides, it appears that sponsoring something that sounds like cultural contamination is not appreciated in today's Rome when a Protestant country is involved. Obtaining a loan from a bank was altogether impossible without some aristocrat or church institution backing my request. 
 
    So at the end I got many suggestions, but no funds. 
 
    One of the suggestions I decided to follow was to have a partner in this enterprise, someone with more financial means. Both Mazarini and my Dutch friend Pieter, the painter known as Il Bamboccio, pointed out that an instrument maker might be interested in studying musical instruments of the future. He could be talked into reproducing and selling them. Pieter told me that one of his patrons had just bought a new spinet from Girolamo Zenti, who now resides in Rome. 
 
    Girolamo Zenti is to instrument making what Caravaggio was to painting: a genius, but with an unruly and crazy life. Despite his being a gambler and womanizer, his harpsichords and spinets are among the best produced. And he is just twenty-six years old. 
 
    When I was shopping for a new spinet for the oratory I'd been told that the waiting time to have a Zenti is more than two years. I had not met the artisan previously, but I knew one of his apprentices who had come to Sant Apollinare to fix the pedal of the old harpsichord. So I knew where his shop was: Rione Monti, built in part over the old Suburra of the ancient Romans. With so many brothels and inns nearby, it was the perfect place for an unrepentant sinner like Girolamo. 
 
    Curiously, his shop is just between the two churches of Santa Maria dei Monti and San Salvatore, where another of the endless restorations and building works that are filling the town today is taking place. Even if the situation has improved since the Jubilee, I believe Romans are forever doomed to share their living space and their roads with scaffolds, bricks, and debris. 
 
    The first impression one gets when entering the Zenti enterprises is one of business. The shop occupies an entire building. I had to cross a small, sunny courtyard, full of cats and stacks of timbers protected by tarps, to reach the work rooms at ground level. 
 
    A man was idly waiting at the front door. His long hair collected in a net and the large knife and sling at his belt showed without chance of mistake that he was one of the many bravos who haunt the city today. Hired muscle, probably there to protect Maestro Zenti from unwanted visitors. 
 
    He let me into a big room where three people were working on the frames of several instruments. The place was full of sawdust and the noise of people sanding wood. Shelves were filled with tools and pieces of seasoning timber. I could recognize cypress, walnut, linden, and maybe sorb. An artisan, sitting by a desk under a dusty window, was skillfully carving a piece of ivory, while another was shaping a rosette. There was a rich smell of lakes and varnish. 
 
    "Maestro Zenti is in the next room," the bravo told me in a very grim tone of voice, perfectly tuned by many years of threatening people. "He is giving the last touches to one of his creations." 
 
    I hurried where told to go, and I finally saw Girolamo. 
 
    I can understand why women lose their heads for him. He is tall, with broad shoulders and a slim, muscular body that seemed more to fit a warrior than an artisan. He has long, finely cut ash-blond hair, well enhanced by a perfectly curled goatee. He was wearing work clothes, just breeches, a shirt, and a leather apron, but he seemed unusual in that simple outfit. 
 
    "Good morning, Maestro Zenti," I began, with a small bow and my best smile on my face. "My name is Giacomo Carissimi, Maestro of Music and Master of Chapel of Sant'Apollinare. Servo vostro." 
 
    He was sideways tuning a spinet, a magnificent one, I may add. Black, very linear, with an ivory and oak keyboard. And, dear Father, I am sure it was not for a church or an oratory, as the painting on the lid was . . . well, with all those satyrs and maidens busy in sinful activities, let's say that libertine is an understatement. 
 
    Blushing, I asked him if it was one of his new bentside spinets. 
 
    "Yes it is, Maestro Carissimi," he answered, obviously proud of his work. "As you can see, the strings and spine run transversely to the player and are not parallel to the key levers. The strings are plucked much closer to their center points than on a normal spinet or harpsichord. This helps in producing a strong and sustained tone. But the sound remains less brilliant than the normal spinet no matter how many variations I'm trying to do." 
 
    He stood up, lightly touching the spinet with his hand as if to caress it, and bowed slightly. 
 
    "I'm sorry if I didn't greet you as I should, Maestro. When working, I tend to be too much engrossed in what I do. I'm a great admirer of your work and very honored to meet you." 
 
    "The admiration is mutual. I wish there were more artisans of your skill in this world. Now I know why many people deeply appreciate your creations and speak so highly of your work. But, if I'm not wrong, this instrument has just one choir of strings at eight-foot pitch. Five octaves compass?" 
 
    "Yes, you are right. You have a good eye. Do you want to play it? I'm just finished tuning it." 
 
    "It would be my pleasure, but I came here to talk to you." 
 
    "I'm sure you can do it while playing.       Please! I'd love to have the opinion of such a renowned master as yourself." 
 
    "Oh, you are too generous with my fame. I'm not Monteverdi or Stefano Landi!" 
 
    "And yet you played many times in front of His Sanctity and other important people." 
 
    "If everything goes well, not in the next future," I said wryly. 
 
    "What do you mean? Are you leaving Rome?" 
 
    "Yes, I am planning to take a sabbatical to make a long trip to Germany." 
 
    "You make me curious. Why should someone like you, with such a position, risk his life to go to that unfortunate land plagued with war and famine?" 
 
    I began to play the first notes of what I had transcribed of that future rich music, and I tried to explain my reasons. I told him about my conversation with Mazarini and my intention to study the works of the great composers of the future. 
 
    Only then did I tell him about the pianoforte and how he could be the first to learn how to build one in this century and how I would appreciate having him accompany me on this trip. He looked astonished and in some way saddened. 
 
    "My dear Maestro Carissimi, I would love to go with you to visit this place of wonder of yours, and I'm really honored by your desire to have me as a road companion. But not now. My business is going so well that I don't dare leave it no matter how much I may trust my helpers. I've been wandering for the last ten years; now I want to settle in one place and do my job as best as I can. Maybe in the future, yes; maybe some years from now. But please don't despair. If you want to bring back some drawings of the pianoforte, I will be more than glad to study them with you. Or, better, you may write me, if you wish, and I will see what can I do from here." 
 
    He must have understood my sorrow, because he walked closer and put an hand on my shoulder. "I wish you the best of luck, for traveling such a long distance won't be easy. Try to never travel alone, especially in Germany. You would be an easy prey for brigands, deserters, and God only knows what else! But if it is meant to be, you will find what you are looking for." 
 
    I didn't have any further arguments to use, so after the usual courtesies I left Zenti's shop. Before leaving I told him to send me a message at Saint Apollinare if he changed his mind. While walking back home my mood was sorrowful because I felt that, despite his terrible fame, Messer Zenti could have been a good travel companion. I felt an immediate liking for the man, no matter how different his lifestyle was from mine. 
 
    Nevertheless, my sadness never turned to despair. On the contrary, my resolve to go grew even more, if possible. I don't know if I became so stubborn in my youth during the endless hours I spent studying music in Rome and in Tivoli. 
 
    Some way I know that Euterpe, the muse of music, is waiting for me, and I can't ignore her call. I need to go. 
 
    It appeared that I was left with only my prayers. So I did what I could do and prayed to Saint Christopher and the newly appointed Saint Francis Xavier as I’d never prayed before. Only later did I discover that my requests had been noted and that Saint Christopher had some fun in doing so. 
 
    Two weeks had passed by since my meeting with Zenti. I was rehearsing the next Sunday’s concert in the church's oratory with the whole group of singers and musicians when I saw, walking down the hall and using a tall cane for a terrible gout limp, the best dressed master of chapel of the whole Eternal City. 
 
    I must admit that, despite his pompousness and haughtiness, Stefano Landi is a great composer of the Stile Moderno. His second opera, Il Sant'Alessio, is an ingenious and inventive masterpiece. The opening, the poignant harmonies, and the fantastic settings made it an amazing success last year. And one needs to possess some titanic leverage to have Bernini designing the sets! 
 
    I stopped the music and moved to meet the old composer. When the favorite artist of the Barberini family comes for a visit one usually stops and listens. 
 
    "Ah, Carissimi, eccovi qua. Please find me a comfortable place where I can rest my tired legs. And—please!—let the music start again. I'm sure your musicians can play something without your help. We have to talk." After a moment of silence and a look around, he added, "In private." 
 
    I did as he asked, and I walked with him to the near sagrestia, the music of a cantata behind us. I asked him what brought him here. 
 
    "You know, we have a common friend in the diplomatic corps. I met Mazarini two years ago when I was preparing Il Sant'Alessio. As you probably know, he has personally taken part in the staging of the opera. What you probably don't know is that once he was back from Germany, he asked me to go visit these Americans." 
 
    He must have seen the surprise on my face. "Oh, don't worry, I turned down his suggestion. I'm too old and sick to make such a long and dangerous journey. I'm rich and renowned, and I want to enjoy the fruits of my work here as long as I can. But while turning down the offer I advanced your name. It was you or Luigi Rossi, so you should be grateful." 
 
    "Thank you, Maestro." I confess I felt a little stupid. 
 
    "Please don't interrupt me—and relax. I'm tired and I want to go home. Make it easy for me. It seems you are unable to find the necessary funds while I can do that easily. There are some very high born gentlemen, we may call them F. and A., who would be very interested in lavishing some money if they could remain anonymous. And I can serve as intermediary." 
 
    "That would be wonderful. But I wouldn't know how to repay you for your great generosity." 
 
    "Oh, that would be easy! You see, I'm getting old and I don't have much time left to live. So I think I can afford a little vanity to know what my fame will be in the future. I want to know what posterity will think of me. I want to know how and when I'm going to die, and I want to know what I will compose in the next years. And, oh yes!" He touched quickly his forehead with the palm of his hand, as if he had forgotten something. "If you can find these compositions and spare me the fatigue of writing them it would be even better! Probably our gentlemen patrons would like it if you would look around, observe things, and report once you are back in Rome." 
 
    "But, Maestro, I don't think I can be like a spy. It's really not one of my talents." 
 
    "Oh, no, not a spy; it's obvious that you can't do that. Too naïve. I just ask you to be careful in what you see around you, as I think you will be doing anyway. Besides, better doing it fully aware and reporting it willingly than being interrogated in a less pleasant way upon your return, don't you think?" 
 
    I must have then gulped visibly, because he started a silent laugh which was almost scarier. 
 
    "This is why you can't be a spy. You must just observe things you would normally see, learn what you can about their customs and habits, and remember them. Nothing forbidden or secret. Those who sent me don't want you hanged, but they are curious to know more about the daily life of that place. So do you accept?" 
 
    Of course I did; what else could I do? After all, as the Pasquino's satiric poem says: quod non fecerunt barbari, fecerunt Barberini. 
 
    So, Father, as this letter proves, despite all difficulties, tomorrow I will leave for Grantville, Thuringia, with sufficient funds to stay there for years. 
 
    Am I nervous? Terribly. Excited? More than ever. Scared? Yes I am. I have three centuries of music in front of me. I will see the works of people who right now exist only in the great mind of the Creator. All this unknown makes me feel frail and uncertain, but at the same time inebriated and slightly intoxicated by all the possible developments I can bring to the art of music. 
 
    There is not a day when I don't wonder if I  can deal with it. 
 
    What I have seen is just a fragment of their music, and already it seems so much more complex than what I have learned during all my life. Will I be able to understand it? How would a minstrel have reacted if, when coming into Rome for the first jubilee in the year 1300, he had to listen to Palestrina's music or to my humble compositions? Would he be able to understand it? 
 
    These people seem to have brought a new world into our old Europe. Will I learn from them? Or will I just look like a savage to them, like one of those Indians traveling around the courts of half of Europe without really knowing what is happening? I have in front of me a great opportunity but also a great danger. Dealing with all these future compositions may enrich me but may also destroy me. What is the sense in creating new music, in experimenting with new compositions, if people greater than I have already written this music? I feel we are witnessing great changes. I want to try to ride them, but I cannot avoid fearing being trampled by them. 
 
    I am finally ready to leave. I have letters of introduction to the Americans by Mazarini and some letters of credit by my Florentine bankers. In case of misfortune, the rest of my money is hidden in secure places. I will travel light, bringing with me just a chest of clothes and my old faithful traveling spinet. 
 
    I will be with the Jesuit delegation, so hopefully safe, until Austria. Then I will be alone and may the Holy Ghost be with me! 
 
    My plan is to follow the Via Claudia Augusta to Donauworth. From there it will be less than two hundred miles to Grantville. I hope the war will leave me alone. Upon your return, you can answer my letter by addressing it to the Jesuitkirche in Vienna. They will provide a way to forward it to Thuringia. 
 
    All my best wishes and prayers for your recovery. May Mother Mary smile upon you. 
 
    Your servant and student 
 
    Giacomo Carissimi 
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Euterpe: The Muse of Music 
 
    Episode 2 
 
    By Enrico Toro 
 
    To Father Thomas Fitzherbert SJ of the Illustrissimus Collegium Anglicanum in Rome 
 
    From Maestro Giacomo Carissimi in Thuringen Gardens, Grantville 
 
    August 1633 
 
   V ery Reverend Father, 
 
    I am sorry it took so long to write you again, but a journey through Europe in these days is everything but short and comfortable. Only after I reached my final destination could I spend some time to tell you in detail of my adventures. I only hope your students and the other teachers at the Collegium will forgive me for the time I steal from your primary duty. Hundreds of miles on the road can fill a lot of pages and break a courier's back! 
 
    I haven't received any letter from you yet, but I'm sure I will in the next weeks. After all, the letter must cover the same distance I did, and only the Americans seem capable of traveling faster than on horseback. 
 
    We arrived in Grantville last night and are finally getting some rest from the fatigues of the trip. We are hosted in a brand-new inn that is cleaner and more comfortable than any other place where we have slept in the past weeks. We may also dare to pay a visit to the bathhouse and enjoy the too often neglected pleasures of hot water and soap. Maybe we will soon enjoy some of amenities of the twentieth century. 
 
    This town is unique, so different from any other I've visited. It would take too much time to describe even my first impressions, but I promise to carry out this task in my future letters. 
 
    Today we paid a short visit to the local church as soon as we arrived, but we plan to introduce ourselves in a more polite and thorough way to Father Mazzare, Grantville's parish priest. Our goal is to make a good impression, but it's hard to have a respectable appearance so covered in mud and dirty as we were this morning. 
 
    We need also to start looking for a long-term accommodation. The town is crammed full, but I have the feeling that some American will help us. 
 
    As you have certainly noticed, I said "we" and not just "I." Many things happened during this trip, and I'm not alone here. I think I'm confusing you, so I’ll start from the beginning. 
 
    I left Rome on a hot day in June, very early since that was the only possible way to avoid the traffic that jams the gates of the city when many people come from the countryside to sell their products. 
 
    As I told you in my previous letter, my travel companions were three German Jesuits, all freshly graduated from the seminary and ready for their first assignments. The youngest of them, Matthias Kramer, was going to Innsbruck to teach in the local college. The other two, Dietrich Adler and Heinrich Schultheis, were directed to Vienna, where the Company has its headquarters for the Holy Roman Empire. Together with their servants, we had an armed escort of five horse arquebusiers detached from the papal cavalry. With their leader, the Cavalier Ruggero Longari, they were remaining in Vienna at the papal legation. 
 
    The coach we traveled in is a proof of the power and influence of your order, dear Father. It was entirely made of timber reinforced with bronze. Not only did it have glass windows, and not just leather curtains, but six horses to pull it. Moreover the coach was provided, I have been told, with one of those new "swan neck" suspension systems that allows the wheels to make large turning movements and makes traveling easier for the passenger. Made to fit six to eight people it was very comfortable for just the four of us, and I had planned to read as much as I could during the trip. 
 
    I brought with me a small library: a copy of Torquato Tasso's Jerusalem Delivered, that small but already so famous book titled Lo Statista Regnante written by Don Valeriano Castiglione, the two volumes of the Advancement of Learning by Francis Bacon, and your recently printed translation of Turcellini's Life of St. Francis Xavier. I also found it very appropriate to bring along also a copy of Tacitus' Germania. 
 
    After all, Father, it is you who always said that reading a page or two in Latin every day keeps the mind keen and well trained. Unfortunately, as I will explain later, I didn't have many occasions to read. 
 
    Once you leave Rome, the Via Flaminia follows the Tiber valley for a few miles until Saxa Rubra, where it begins its way among hilly countryside headed toward Civita. Many travelers, once on the top of the first hill, make a stop to rest in a place called Malborghetto. A very large inn has been built there, using the remains of a triumphal arc. The view from there is breathtaking. Under a blue summer sky, it looks like a Tiziano's landscape. One can see the whole Roman countryside and the last ridges of the Apennines surrounding it. Far in the background one can see the whole of Rome, and it is still possible to recognize some of its features, like the Dome of Saint Peter, the cuppolone. 
 
    While we were relaxing under a pergola, lazily eating food from a tray full of pears and pecorino, I saw a rider hurrying up the road. He was somehow familiar, but only once he got closer could I recognize Girolamo Zenti. He was riding a very tall steed and was dressed like someone ready for a long trip. Thigh-high boots, a leather doublet, and a large plumed hat made him look very different from the artisan I met in his shop. The sword at his side and the two pistols on the saddle did nothing but reinforce the impression. My Girolamo looked like a dragoon! 
 
    Quite surprised, I began waving at him. I rose from the table to meet him along the way and told him how startled I was to see him on the very same road. 
 
    "Well, Maestro, for the moment I can just say I had a change of mind. I will explain myself later, once it is possible to have some privacy. I'm happy to have found you so soon. At the Collegium, they told me you had left at dawn. Thank God you are not rushing those horses! Besides, I'm afraid I have to ask you the huge favor of not introducing me to your friends as Girolamo Zenti. You'd better tell them I am Carlo Beomonte, a friend who needs to travel to Germany and would like to share the long journey with you." 
 
    I did as asked, but I was eager to know more. 
 
    The same night, when we were guests at the Rocca Colonna in Castelnovo, I met him in the castle's courtyard. He was sitting on a bench trying to stretch his long legs and watching the castle servants doing the last chores of the day. After some time, once he realized we were alone, he lighted his clay pipe and gave me an account of the latest facts. 
 
    Girolamo had spent the night before in Trastevere gambling in a tavern, a place notorious for being visited by the offspring of the Roman aristocracy. 
 
    One of them had spent hours playing dice with my friend and losing big money. This was a very dangerous and explosive situation. As you can imagine, the young noble didn't accept losing face in front of friends and accused Girolamo of cheating. 
 
    To make his words sound truer, the young noble hastily drew his sword, probably expecting that a normal commoner would back off. Instead my companion, maybe because of having drunk too much wine, reacted by drawing his own sword. 
 
    "Probably I took more fencing classes than he did, or maybe it was just surprise, but I ended the fight quickly by putting a few inches of steel through the young nobleman's shoulder. Nothing deadly, but enough to put me in serious trouble. It is never self-defense when the loser is the son of the Marquis Casati. 
 
    “While my friends kept the young man's retinue at bay, I escaped as quickly as I could. While running home I realized I had only had two options left: leave town that very same day or find refuge in a monastery and take the vows. I don't see myself much as a member of the clergy. And even if I were judged innocent by the police, I would have had to fear Casati's personal revenge." 
 
    Girolamo went home to change clothes and to get the pistols he kept in an hidden place together with his cash money and papers. Then he sneaked into his partner's nearby home and explained how he was forced to go away, probably to Naples, to escape the law. He then spent the rest of the night hiding in a safe place in the ghetto. 
 
    When the light of dawn began to glimmer in the east, he went to get the horse that he kept in a stable just inside Porta San Paolo. He had already begun his escape south when he recalled I was leaving for Germany. So, with a certain apprehension, he reentered Rome and paid a visit to the Collegium. There he met Renato, S. Apollinare's sacristan who told him of my departure for Grantville a few hours before. Relieved to know I wasn't too far away, he went north following the Flaminia until he caught me. 
 
    I objected that even if we made it to Thuringia it could be a long exile for him. 
 
    But, quite confidently for a fugitive, he replied, "Yes, I know it can be long. But if what you have told me of these Americans is true, they will value a man more for his skills than for his birth. And that is a place where I'd be happy to live. I'm tired of licking aristocratic boots any time I want to sell one of my works. I'm tired of being unable to read the books I want or to live the way I want. I'm fed up with these aristocrats and their caprices! Considering how much I'm interested in these pianos of yours, there is no better place to go!" 
 
    I was seriously afraid he could put both of us in further trouble, but there is something in him I like. I find his careless approach to life quite enticing and his enthusiasm contagious. So I told him I was happy he would come along but that he had to be careful. More troubles and he would have to travel alone. 
 
    He promised me I would not regret my decision. Besides some minor incidents, he has been very discreet for the rest of the trip. 
 
    He had another surprise up his sleeve. 
 
    It happened just the morning after our talk, while we were getting ready to leave the castle. Three servants were loading our chests and the rest of the baggage onto the coach roof. The driver, under his coach, was carefully greasing axles and hubs, and our escort was letting the horses having a last drink. Girolamo was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    While we were about to send one of the soldiers to check if his horse was still in the castle stable, Father Matthias saw him coming from the village holding two saddled horses by the reins. 
 
    One was his courier, Rodomonte, and the other was a smaller, but not a bit less beautiful, brown mare. 
 
    When I asked him about this new addition to our party, he answered that the mare was for me, if I wanted to accept it and if I could ride her. Then Girolamo added, "Maestro, I think that once we’re alone on the road, traveling by horse will give us some advantage in speed and agility compared to renting or buying another coach." 
 
    I pondered his words and I agreed with him. So I replied that I could ride. I wasn't a master of the skill, but rode enough to stay on the saddle while following a coach. My bigger problem, I explained, was that I had never traveled on a horse for long stretches. 
 
    "Well, you will learn! These are the perfect conditions to do so. I can teach you some tricks, and you can always rest on the coach from time to time." 
 
    When I asked him the price of the mare, he answered, "Don't worry, Maestro. I plan to sell the horse once we arrive in Grantville. I have yet to see a war zone where there is not a desperate need of horses. As a matter of fact, I plan to make a profit. Also, I need to abuse your kindness again as I need another favor." 
 
    "Please speak." 
 
    "The problem is that I'm not very good with languages. I can speak a few words in French, but that's it. I need to learn more English and German, and I was wondering if you could help." 
 
    "That will be my pleasure. What's the mare's name?" 
 
    "I've been told it's Carlotta, do you like it?" 
 
    "Could be worse," I answered, while caressing Carlotta's nose. 
 
    I think we both enjoyed the possibility of using the road as a schoolroom. Each of us had a lot to learn and all the time spent riding, talking, and prattling gave us the occasion to know each other better. 
 
    The more I knew him the more I felt that my early feelings about Maestro Zenti were true. He is quick of wit and tongue and has much more experience of this world than you would expect from a man of his young age. 
 
    He was born in Viterbo, where his mother's relatives are renowned wood carvers. His father, Achille Zenti, was a soldier, a reiter in the Pontifical Army. Girolamo speaks highly of him and he must have been a good man. Unfortunately he fell sick and died in 1619, when Girolamo was just twelve. His mother remarried soon and Girolamo was sent as an apprentice in Rome to learn the art of wood carving and instrument making with another artisan, the same one who is now his business partner. 
 
    He admitted he was not the first country boy who had let himself be corrupted by the pleasures of a big town, especially one so seducing as Rome. But, despite his introduction to vice and sin, his great natural talents permitted him to keep his apprenticeship. He became a journeyman at just sixteen and a master at twenty when he produced his first harpsichord. 
 
    Since then, work and his natural curiosity had brought him to travel in other states, mostly Naples, Tuscany and Lombardy. Only three years ago, with his name already established, he came back to Rome, where he purchased half of his former master's enterprise. 
 
    Girolamo's father wanted him to be a soldier, perhaps an officer, so he started training at a very young age in the science of soldiering. Since then he has studied with different armsmasters wherever he went. His skill is such that, once back in Rome, he managed to be accepted in the sword combat school of one of the Alfieri brothers. They, I have had explained to me, have improved the already deadly teachings of Ridolfo Capoferro, the famous fencer, and direct some of the most important salles of the peninsula. Both his pistols and his rapier, he told me, belonged to his father. 
 
    Like his lifestyle, I am afraid to say, his political and religious ideas are quite radical. 
 
    Once, while we were enjoying the vapors of a good grappa, Girolamo's tongue got loose enough to tell me about Naples, where he befriended one of the last scholars belonging to Brother Tommaso Campanella's circle. Eager to learn, he has been strongly influenced by the theories of the Dominican philosopher. 
 
    Today Campanella is a free man and a trusted advisor of His Sanctity, but his students are still persecuted in the lands governed by the crown of Spain as they strongly reject the Spanish hegemony and domination in Italy. 
 
    So Girolamo, like Petrarca, Machiavelli and many others before him, dreams of an Italy free of any foreign domination and united in a league of states. It is a dream that never became true and, I am afraid, probably never will. 
 
    Discussions and gossip, riding classes and language learning didn't distract us from our primary goal, traveling. 
 
    For the first two weeks, we were blessed by very favorable weather: not too hot, and with some scattered rains that wet the dust on the road without making it too muddy. 
 
    The traffic on the Flaminia is never scarce. Mostly it consists of merchants carrying goods and farmers bringing their animals or their crops to the nearest town. We were well aware of the chance of worse encounters along the road. Maybe because of our military escort or because of the papal insignia painted on the sides of our coach, we never met any trouble. 
 
    The road is quite large and well drained. Two carriages can pass side by side and the grades and slopes are never too harsh, even when crossing mountain ridges. 
 
    We crossed northern Latium and entered Umbria. We crossed a great Roman Bridge at Narni and slowly climbed the Somma Pass, which brought us into the territory of Spoleto. 
 
    Spoleto, once the capital of the Longobard Duchy, is a magnificent town. We stopped there to rest for a day at the guest quarters of the Monastery of Saint Luke and found the time to visit the Towers Bridge and the Cathedral. We didn't neglect the rich food. The area is renowned for its trout and famous black truffles. 
 
    In the monastery we learned of a local legend. The locals say that Pope Innocentius III, here on a visit, miraculously made a spring of icy water gush out from the cloister floor. This spring is said to be able to restore fully the health and stamina of any weary traveler who drinks it. It is superfluous to say we filled our bellies and our canteens. 
 
    The day after, just outside of Foligno, we encountered an infantry regiment going to Urbino. The old duchy has been the most recent addition to the Papal States’ territory, having been ceded to the Church by its last aging duke seven years ago. We managed to travel with the soldiers as long as possible. Our trip became slower but even safer. 
 
    The Via Flaminia is an open air treasure for any student of architecture. Along its way it is possible to see and visit hundreds of vestiges of ancient Roman buildings: tombs, bridges, theaters, road markers, and much else. 
 
    Two of them made a deep impression on me. One is the River Furlo Gorges, where the road has been completely carved into the mountain rock, I imagine by the work of thousands. In one place, where frequent landslides made the road unsafe, the Romans carved two long tunnels into the mountain so that the road could always be kept open. The tunnels are used even now. It is an amazing show of the skill of the ancients. 
 
    One of the Jesuits, a lover of history, found it amusing to see the pope's ragged regiment marching on such a road, the same road used by the Roman legions to crush by surprise Hannibal’s brother’s army at the River Metauro battle and by Narsete's Byzantines to intercept and defeat Totila's Goths many centuries later. 
 
    Povera Italia! 
 
    The other vestige is less impressive, being a simple stele placed in the market square of Rimini, the town built where the Flaminia ends and the Via Emilia begins. Simple, but of no less historical value. The stele says: 
 
    The dictator Gaius Caesar, having crossed the Rubicon, addressed his comrades-in-arms in the civil war here in the forum of Rimini. 
 
    I don't know if the stele is real or a fake carved much later. Some claim it is fake, but I found it fascinating regardless. 
 
    Once it left Rimini, our road followed the Adriatic coastline toward Ravenna and Ferrara, in the lower river Po valley. Being so close to the mouth of the biggest Italian river, the area is filled with marshlands and swamps. It is a dreadful place, haunted by fevers of malaria caused, I've been told, by the terrible swamp fumes. [Pellagra is a vitamin deficiency disease, and fever is not a symptom of it.] Not even the night brought us any relief from the hot and humid weather. All the time, but especially in the hottest hours of the day, we were continuously attacked by armies of mosquitoes. Only the occasional winds from the sea brought us some relief. 
 
    After four days in such a miserable state we finally reached the nice town of Ferrara and could rest comfortably in the governor's palace. 
 
    The next day we crossed the Po on a traghetto and finally left the Papal States. After a fast inspection at the customhouse, and after paying a surprisingly low tax, we entered the Venetian Terraferma. 
 
    It was in the low Polesine that we learned from other travelers of the destruction of the Dutch fleet in a great naval battle and of the Spanish invasion of the United Provinces. The winds of war were blowing again in northern Europe and we were traveling toward the center of the storm. 
 
    The news left us with a dark and gloomy mood that neither our fast pace on the well- kept Venetian roads, nor the security provided by the Capelatti patrols, nor the good hospitality we received in Verona, could lift from us. 
 
    The fact that we were traveling in an area full of refugees from the Duchy of Mantua didn't help. That town was brutally sacked by an imperial army three years ago. More than one-third of the duchy's population was murdered or died from the plague brought by the imperial conquerors. This was the same plague that spread all over northern Italy. What was once one of the wealthiest states of the peninsula was reduced to ruins. As a matter of fact, it was the sack of Mantua and the fear of another 1527 that made His Sanctity's government hastily increase the defenses around Rome and add more troops to its armies. Venice seems the only safe place left in northern Italy. An island of peace in an ocean of war. Will it last? 
 
    We decided to stop in Verona a little longer to make some small repairs to the coach before reaching the mountains. It was then that I discovered another of the many talents of which Girolamo is endowed. It seems he is possessed of a remarkable financial shrewdness. 
 
    Over the past five years, Girolamo has used a large part of his savings to finance a portion of some Venetian mercantile expeditions in the Black Sea. While very risky, these expeditions produce high profits when the ships return because goods are sold at many times the initial price. Reinvesting the profits the same way, he managed to earn quite a sum. All this without actually touching a single coin, any operation being done in bonds secured by some of the most important Venetian banks. Once in Verona he came to know that the Nasi family has a branch open in Grantville. So he visited the Veronese branch of the same bank to exchange part of his finances for letters of credit to be used in the American town. 
 
    "This should be enough," he told me that evening while we were crossing Piazza delle Erbe and walking back to the inn. "I think I can buy enough supplies and tools to open a decent shop in Grantville and hire some helpers. I think I know where I can find the best timbers of the whole Alps." 
 
    The Alps! If God should choose a throne to sit while in this world, it would be there. Because there is no other place that sings more clearly of His power and of the beauty of His creation. 
 
    Once the repairs to our carriage were done and the coach ready, we left Verona on the road that we followed up to the Danube. The road follows the River Adige and it brought us closer and closer to the border. As the plains became hills and the hills became mountains, we left the Serenissima Republica and entered the Episcopate of Trento, the southernmost province of the Empire. 
 
    It took us two days of easy riding to reach the city, where we received hospitality in the Castle of Buonconsiglio, residence of the Bishop Prince. During the evening we had the occasion to admire in awe the halls where the Council sessions have taken place and to learn more about the status of the war in Germany. 
 
    The Adige valley offered us a magnificent landscape that gave us true moments of joy. The river cuts a straight, deep, dent in steep mountain ridges that are interrupted only by other, smaller valleys created by its many tributaries. Small, neat, and beautiful villages are scattered around the valley and many castles have been built to guard the road from higher ground. Our eyes feasted on the charming countryside, from the gentle slopes of the foothills covered with vineyards and chestnut orchards to the lush alpine grazing land and from the dark green fir forests to the gray rocky peaks of the mountains. 
 
    I loved the wine produced in these valleys. It's called Welschriesling and it is dry, fragrant, and fruity, a perfect companion to wash down the dust from our thirsty throats. 
 
    The valley is quite large south of Trento, but the further north we went the closer we came to the mountains. In the Episcopate people still talk a strongly accented Italian, but, once passed the small town of Mezzocorona, we finally entered the Tyrol with its German-speaking inhabitants. 
 
    Where the Adige meets the river Eisack, we finally reached the town of Bozen and ended the first part of our trip. Girolamo and I would follow the Adige to Meran and the Reschac Pass, while our other companions would take the Brenner Pass road toward Innsbruck. The weeks spent on the road together helped the growth of a sincere friendship among us. I remember fondly the laughter and the constant good humor of young Matthias, potbellied Father Einrich's passion for chess and Italian food, the sincere admiration and deep knowledge that Father Dietrich had for anything Roman. I hope that their trip ended as well as ours, and I plan to write them soon to learn how they fared. 
 
    The day we separated, we woke up very early to celebrate a moving mass at the beautiful Church of Saint George. We felt necessary to thank Our Lord for the safe passage He had granted us until [this point?] and to ask Him to make the second part of our trip as safe as the first. Only then, reluctantly, we separated. 
 
    The rest of the morning was spent in Merchants Road looking for two mules and two packsaddles to carry my baggage and other supplies we had just bought. Girolamo and I left Bozen in the heat of the early afternoon and reached Meran that night. 
 
    We had planned to travel to Schlanders in the morning and try to make Glurns the same day, but bad weather stopped us. 
 
    When we left, the entrance of the Schnals Valley, well protected by a grim castle, was on our right. Above the valley the sky began to turn black. Thunder and lightning started striking the mountain slopes all around us. We barely arrived in Schlanders before the squall line. Then rain, hail, and gusts of wind poured down the valley. We found refuge at the Gold Eagle Inn in the outskirts of the town and decided to stop for the day. 
 
    It turned out to be a good decision. Resting at the inn, we enjoyed a tasty amber beer and filled our bellies with some Obermoosburgkeller—a pork shin roasted on the spit that is as delicious as its name is hard to pronounce. I decided to take my traveling spinet inside and, after the meal, I began tuning it (Girolamo made the process much faster) before I enjoyed myself trying to arrange some simple tunes. 
 
    In a short time I discovered I wasn't the only one in the inn with an instrument. Girolamo produced a flute he had hidden somewhere in his bags, and an inn employee and another customer joined us with a violin and a Venetian guitar. After a little practice, our improvised ensemble began to get along quite well and we started playing. We began with some minuets and gavottes, then we passed to some old pieces of Francesco Da Milano and other popular ballads and we went on with some simple dances. 
 
    The innkeeper kept providing us with beer and food and seemed quite happy. As news of our improvised concerto reached the rest of the town, the inn became crammed full before dinner. 
 
    So much beer had its effect on us and I realized I had drunk too many mugs of it when I began to sing and roughly translate in German some lecherous lyrics written under false name by Adriano "The Abbot" Banchieri. 
 
    I see already the disappointment on your face, Father. But it was a nice, fun and innocent night and if I must spend more time in Purgatory for that so be it! After so much road we deserved some rest, I think. 
 
    During the concert we discovered that one of the musicians was traveling to Fussen, in south Bavaria, and we decided to cross the Alps together. 
 
    His name is Johannes Fichtold and he was returning home after having finished his apprenticeship in Padua. He went to Italy to learn to build lutes and guitars the "Italian way," with the back of the lute constructed with many narrow ribs glued together. His family owns a lute maker's shop, and young Johannes is going to work there. 
 
    Hearing this, Girolamo smiled like the cat who ate the canary. Fussen is the place where he planned to order the timbers he wanted to use in his new enterprise. 
 
    The next day, despite our hangovers and the muddy and slippery conditions of the road after the storm, we managed to go at a sustained pace. We began a more steady climb along the Vinschgau Valley, riding in part through mountain forests and in part among cultivated fields and apple orchards. Above the village of Schluderns we enjoyed the view of the Churburg, a magnificent castle guarding the entrance of the Matsch valley. 
 
    Our morale was incredibly high, but we were abruptly sent back to the sad state of the contemporary world on our approach to Glurns. The town is a little architectural jewel in the crown formed by the Alps, but all its beauty was spoiled by a set of gallows near the east gate and by the rotten corpses hanging from them. 
 
    As we approached the gruesome scene, a group of soldiers wearing dark green uniforms and large hats told us to stop. They looked formidable with their very long muskets and an impressive array of blades. 
 
    "Jaegers!" said Johannes, as the soldiers came closer. "They are the local militia. Fiercely loyal to the emperor and incredible marksmen." 
 
    The soldiers asked for our passports and wanted to know where we were headed and the reason for our trip. Once satisfied by our answers, one of them, who seemed to be their commander, gave us a warning: "The corpses you see hanging here are part of a band of bandits that are marauding this area. Deserters from what once was Tilly's army. Once on the pass, watch out for your lives. Unless," he added with a grin, "you can pay for the services of his Imperial Majesty's hunters." 
 
    "And how much would this service cost?" I asked. 
 
    "Three golden ducats for each one of you, two for the animals. Four expert guides will guide and protect you up to Nauders, the first town beyond the pass". 
 
    "Sto fijo de 'na mignotta! This is robbery!" said Girolamo, luckily in Italian. 
 
    "Please close your mouth," I told him. "I'm sure you are more than able to defend all of us. I don't want to have potential enemies ready to ambush us along the road and hostile militiamen behind our back. We can afford to pay and I am ready to do it. Dead people cannot waste money. That's a privilege of the living." 
 
    I was surprised by my firm tone of voice. And apparently so was he, because he managed to remain silent while I finished dealing with the sergeant. The next morning we would be escorted beyond the Reschen Pass. 
 
    The fact that endless people since the beginning of the world have used this road is probably because crossing the pass is not very hard. But for a small slope before the village of Reschen, the road climbs its way gently along the hills and the mountains. Even the top part of the pass is surprisingly easy, as it maintains more or less the same altitude for half a dozen miles. 
 
    At the end of the day, after the long ride among woods and meadows, we made camp in an empty barn just above the little town of Nauders. We were tired, but proud of the progress we had made. 
 
    It may have been because of the presence of the Jaegers, but nothing bad happened along the way. I was quite wary of all those horror stories about travelers left with their throats cut in some roadside ditch. 
 
    The company of the soldiers was more pleasant than expected. These are not bloodthirsty monsters. Even if widely recruited as scouts by the imperial armies, they are mostly just hunters or woodsmen who spend part of their time defending their land and families. Not only did they not rob or murder us, as Girolamo feared, but they cheered us up with their numerous hunting stories and mountain tales. I particularly appreciated a story about a holy white steinbock who lives in the area, but this is not the time to tell it. Their knowledge of the land and of the flora and fauna is also extraordinary. 
 
    From Naders the road brought us to Landeck, and from there it crossed many other valleys and small towns until, a few days later, we left the Duchy of Tyrol and entered the Bavarian town of Fussen. 
 
    Fussen, built where the River Lech meets the Via Claudia Augusta, is apparently another of those numerous small towns scattered all along the river valleys of this mountain area. They all share common features: one or two thousand souls at most, a circle of walls, a small cathedral and a small fortress. Even if the wars in Germany and in Italy have reduced the flow of travelers who pass by this town, what remains is enough to grant prosperity to their inhabitants. 
 
    What makes Fussen special is the fact that in the last fifty years it has become the home of some of the most famous lute makers of our time. The vicinity of the Alps, with their huge reserve of valuable timber and the closeness to important trade routes, make it the ideal place to build instruments that can be sold throughout Europe, from Spain to Poland, from Denmark to Sicily. 
 
    Once in town we received hospitality from Johannes' older brother Hans, a respected member of the lute makers' guild. The guild not only controls the sale of any instrument built in town but also very closely watches the trade in timber, making sure that the best planks of yew, oak, cherry, and fir not leave the town. 
 
    "Oh, we will see that!" Girolamo told me with a bellicose light in his eyes. "The guild member who can keep me away from what I want still has to see the light of this world." 
 
    As a matter of fact, the bargaining must have been harder than he expected, because he more or less disappeared for the duration of our stay in town. He was busy meeting guild members and the owner of the local timber mill, pleading, flattering, threatening, whining and God only knows what else! But at the end he obtained what he wanted, a good number of planks of very good timber to be sent to Grantville in the shortest possible time. Only later did he tell me that he had been able to obtain the wood supply only by agreeing to enter the guild and to pay a huge annual sum to have such a "privilege." 
 
    I used those days to visit the town and its surroundings. I saw from a distance the Hohenshwangau Castle, but I far more enjoyed a visit at the small Saint Anna Chapel where I was struck deeply by some wooden panels painted with scenes of a Dance Macabre. That artifact seems made to direct our thoughts toward the precariousness of life, and it seemed very appropriate for what I had seen in my first days in Germany. Here life is lived under a constant threat. 
 
    These people seem to have lost hope for the future. They seem to feel it is likely that the future will bring destruction or a violent death. This is a small, rich, town, where everybody should be happy and busy enjoying the many gifts God has given them. Instead, fear, no matter how well hidden, is the most common emotion among the locals. Fear of an army sacking and pillaging their pretty homes, fear of plague and famine. Fear of an unwanted war upon which they have no control. 
 
    After three days we left town. Girolamo was furious at the terms he had to accept to get his timber. Nothing seemed to cheer him up, not even the smart jokes of Johannes who had decided to come with us (with the blessing of his brother who saw profit in expanding his business close to the fabled Americans) and who seemed as eager as we were to visit the American town. 
 
    All kinds of rumors about war followed us all the way to Landsberg and then on to Augsburg. Somebody was saying that the kingdom of France had raised a huge army near Strasbourg and was ready to invade northern Germany. Others were saying that one hundred thousand Swedes and their fiendish allies were already across the Danube directed toward Ulm and Vienna and killing everybody along the way. Someone hinted that it was the Spanish that were coming through the Valtellina and now were in Baden-Wurttemberg, ready to defend the Catholic population to the last man. We learned to not give much credit to all these rumors. As a matter of fact, the only soldiers we saw at that time were a regiment of Bavarian troops training just outside Augsburg's walls. 
 
    In Augsburg we had another proof of the anguish Bavarian people were living in. While we were heading toward the Jesuit Collegium, we were stopped in Maximilianstrasse by a large procession of people praying for the defeat of the Protestant forces. All the confraternities of the town, members of all the religious orders, seemed to have united for the event. The air was full of supplication; religious songs and Kyrie were sung and statues of many Saints and of the Virgin Mary were carried toward the cathedral, Dom St. Maria. Even having spent all my life in Italy, I had rarely seen such a strong display of public faith. My companions and I were so struck that we followed instinctively the procession until we saw all the statues enter into the beautifully carved gates of the church. 
 
    All the roads to and from Augsburg are full of refugees. Only the fact we were on horseback and able to leave the road in the most crowded sections let us move as fast as we did. Even so, it took us over three days to reach Donauworth at the confluence of the Danube and the river Wörnitz and to finally find the rival armies. 
 
    The town is at the border between Swabia and Bavaria and is located along the last navigable point on the Danube. At the moment, Donauworth is in Bavarian hands and the big garrison and the heavy fortifications seemed to show the will of Maximilian's troops to remain here. However, the fact that Swedish soldiers were a few leagues away from the town walls didn't help our passage. 
 
    Our intentions were to cross the Danube in this place, but the situation didn't seem very favorable and we had previously agreed we should stay away from any army as much as possible. 
 
    We went straight to the wharves on the Danube to find a boat that could bring us down river toward Ingolstadt where we hoped to find better conditions. Only by paying a sum that left our purses much lighter did we managed to find a barge. 
 
    Our plan succeeded. We spent the night at the wharves and left at dawn. After a few hours on the river we reached Ingolstadt. From there we took a road that should have taken us straight into Nuremberg. 
 
    The second day along this road a squad of Swedish troops stopped us. With them was a man dressed in strange clothes who, when seen closely, looked as stolen from a forest during fall. If he is hidden in the wilds it must be very hard to spot him. The name written on those clothes, his strange German accent and his even stranger weapon gave us other hints that he was a real American. 
 
    The Swedish soldiers are probably used to causing awe and fear in civilians like us. I'll never forget the puzzled look on their faces when we started to laugh! But we couldn't conceal our joy. 
 
    "Cazzo Giacomo we made it!" shouted Girolamo, colorful as usual. 
 
    "Thalassa, thalassa, thalassa!" I replied, my mind following strange paths leading to Xenophon's Greek army and its march to the sea. 
 
    We definitively had lost our decorum as we started hugging and patting our shoulders. Girolamo barely restrained himself from hugging and kissing the American on the forehead. The American stared at us like we were madmen. 
 
    Our feelings must have been contagious, because the Swedish troopers seemed less grim and the American, probably once he realized we weren't a threat, was smiling. 
 
    I removed my hat to him and introduced in English my friends and me. Then I showed him one of Mazarini's letters of introduction. 
 
    All this happened ten days ago. I would tell you more, but my eyes are sore, my hands tired from so much writing, the ink is almost gone, and I need another quill. Just know that the rest of our voyage went quite smoothly and early this afternoon we arrived in Grantville. While I'm writing, Girolamo and Johannes are downstairs enjoying the local brews and, if I learned their habits well, also the local women. 
 
    Now the first part of our adventure is ended, but the hardest part of our trip has still to begin. Will we manage to do what we came here for? Will we be able to build good relationships with the Americans? Will Euterpe smile upon us? I don't know Father, but I have all the intentions to try. 
 
    I hope I am your prayers as you are in mine, always. 
 
    Your friend and student 
 
    Giacomo Carissimi 
 
    PS: what does "dude" mean? 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Euterpe: The Muse of Music 
 
    Episode 3 
 
    by Enrico Toro 
 
    To Father Thomas Fitzherbert SJ, Illustrissimus Collegium Anglicanum 
 
    Roma 
 
    From Maestro Giacomo Carissimi, Grantville, USA Seventh day of October, in our Lord's year 1633. 
 
   Dear and honored father, 
 
    How are you? I received your letter today. It was waiting for me at the Church of Saint Mary. I'm glad to know that you came back from Naples and that the Mediterranean sun and the sea breeze improved your lungs more than all the bleedings and enemas of "those damned Italian doctors." I'm also glad Count Malvezzi di Roccagiovine is paying for the publication of your last treatise. I'm sure the Venetian printers will make a wonderful job as ever. 
 
    I knew you would be worried about my soul and my well-being, but I like to think that my soul is still in the grace of God and I am fine. Tired, yes, but very happy to be here. You must really have strong doubts about the strength of my faith if you think a few weeks in Protestant countries can damage my beliefs so much. I committed sins, true, as anybody else in this world, but for all I am learning here I'm prepared to spend more time in Purgatory. It is really worth the price. 
 
    I know my English is still a long way from being perfect, but I thank you anyway for having read those "long pages" of mine and for having given me many hints on how to improve myself. Nevertheless, every day I spend here helps to improve my language skills. Maybe, in a not too distant future, you won't find my prose too hard anymore. 
 
    You have asked me to satisfy your curiosity about Grantville and the Americans. I plan to do so while telling you about the events of the last weeks. 
 
    The day after I wrote you my last letter we decided to begin our stay in this town with a visit to Father Mazzare, the man Milord Mazarino referred us to. So we took our horses and rode to the Church of Saint Mary. 
 
    The crowd cramming the paved roads of Grantville showed us a place teeming with activity. Do not believe rumors about uncanny magical devices. As a matter of fact, just like in the rest of the world, most of the people walk to their destination. A few, like us, use horses; others use a small iron device called a "bicycle" that uses human power to move people as quickly as if on horseback. 
 
    I couldn't see too many of those motor vehicles now famous throughout Europe. I've been told that they are now only used for public service or emergencies. The ones I saw here were certainly impressive: bigger and sturdier than coaches and faster than the fastest horse. 
 
    The most impressive sights of them all, I believe, are those flying machines called airplanes. Seeing them climbing to the sky and navigating through the clouds is truly a tribute to the ingenuity of man. 
 
    Grantville is certainly a town of marvels, but not the ones a normal person could expect. You won't find cathedrals and palaces here like in Rome, Florence or Venice. Grantville marvels are others, big and small. 
 
    I included in the letter a small example of such marvels. It is called a photograph and it is literally a drawing made using light. The device that produces it, a camera, captures the light in a series of lenses and prints it on a special paper that has been dipped in a combination of alchemical materials. As you can see, it depicts reality much better than any drawing can do. One can only wonder how many painters will be able to earn their bread with portraits when this device will be used diffusely in Europe. 
 
    I really wish the world wasn't at war, because I believe this town is a gift of God to mankind. It should be preserved and guarded like the most important treasure we have; we could all learn. Any student of what they call their "high school" knows more about science than any member of the Accademia dei Lincei. One could live here thirty or forty years and still learn something new. 
 
    Probably the greatest marvel of all is the Americans themselves. They claim to be common people and, like common people, they don't disdain any kind of hard physical labor. Nevertheless, their knowledge and skills are astonishing. 
 
    Even if the Americans claim to be all commoners, their government seems different from the republics of the past, because it manages to involve all the citizens and to avoid the creation of a ruling oligarchy. This is a Roman republic without patricians and plebeians, Dante's Florence without popolo grasso and popolo minuto. Or, more accurately, this is a place where social distances are less evident than everywhere else. 
 
    Americans are strong advocates of what they call separation of powers (executive, legislative and judiciary) and they use "checks and balances" (one of their favorite phrases) to keep this separation working. 
 
    These people don't want guidance by a king because they think every man is born with the same rights of a prince. Each of them is a ruler of his own and a potential head of state. And, just like our kings and princes, they are stubbornly attached to their own personal rights, which, they believe, are received straight from the Omnipotent. They are ready to fight and die for them as are few other people I've ever met in my life. 
 
    They have almost made a religion of their own personal liberties. Freedom is venerated here as if it were a pagan deity of the old times. It is a semi-official state cult, the American version of the Romans' Capitoline Triad. They call this goddess "Lady Liberty" and I wouldn't be surprised if in their homeland they raised statues and temples to her. 
 
    It is probably because of this passion that their laws and customs make this group of individuals able to work and live together. Each member of this nation can have a saying about how the government should be conducted. Surprisingly, this doesn't bring chaos, but unity, and what they call "law and order." Many of them believe that disagreements and diversity of opinion are not seen as a threat but as an opportunity to improve the wisdom of their decisions through discussion. From what I've learned about their history, I may say their republic in America was the most successful and powerful one since the times of Rome. 
 
    I hope my simple words may enlighten you on some American customs, but I am a musician, not a philosopher. I am sure people more entitled than me will write numerous and more knowledgeable tomes about the American society, books that will help you understand this place much better than my humble ramblings. So, instead of wasting any more paper, let me return to my adventures. 
 
    Saint Mary's simplicity and small dimensions would surprise you. At a first glance you would think it is a very poor rural church, but you would be wrong, because in that church there are more books and knowledge than in many of our cathedrals. 
 
    Even without all the paraphernalia and privileges that are common in our clergymen, Father Mazzare is definitively a man of God, a true pastor of his flock. 
 
    He received us in his office. The room was quite simple and spare but for the huge amount of books and a wooden crucifix on the wall in front of his desk. I was captured by a large picture on the wall. It was a photographical representation of the pope who was the head of the Church in 1999. You will be surprised to know that he was—will be, perhaps I should say—Polish, the first non-Italian pope in many centuries. 
 
    Apparently the Catholic Church at the end of the twentieth century is quite healthy and spread all over the world. (They told me there are African cardinals and Chinese bishops!) But from what I later learned it has changed much from the one we know now. A council in the twentieth century stated that all the rites and the Bible must be translated in local languages and supported many other changes. Somehow the Church has become more similar to the Reformed churches. Oh, don't worry. They are not heathens. Priests are still not permitted to marry, even if this has become an issue in many sectors of their time's church. I know that Father Mazzare is preparing a compendium on the Catholic doctrine of the twentieth century, and I suspect that soon you will receive a copy of it from the father general, so I won't waste more time on this topic. 
 
    After we introduced ourselves, we gave the parish priest Monsignor Mazarino's letter of recommendation and explained our intents. There was a bit of confusion, at first, because it seems that the monsignor is known in Grantville as "Mazarini." But once that was clarified, Father Mazzare listened carefully to our words and then suggested that the place that would offer us the better chances to learn about future music was the school. There I could find most of the material I needed, like music recordings, music sheets and modern instruments. 
 
    He asked me if I spoke Latin and if I was interested in teaching Italian and Latin at the school. I told him I had more than ten years of experience in teaching and I could help teaching music, too. 
 
    "I can do that for free, as a token to have access to such an amount of knowledge." I added, "I have financial resources of my own." 
 
    "Perfect, maybe we can find you a job; especially if you don't mind not being paid. But there is an important issue here. Do you have any problems in having female students and working together with female teachers?" 
 
    He must have seen the barely contained surprise on my face because he explained another thing that makes this place so unique. Here women have the same rights as men. They receive the same education, have the same jobs and they can, if they want, enlist in the army. 
 
    "I would do my best," I answered. "After all, if I want to stay in this town I must learn to not have any preconceptions about what I find alien and new." 
 
    "When in Rome . . . " Father Mazzare told me, smiling, in his very good Italian free from any regional inflection. 
 
    I must admit that, despite some moments of shyness, embarrassment and clumsiness, due mostly to my absolute inexperience in dealing with women, that later I found that many of them are better students and better musicians than their male counterparts. Here ladies like Vittoria Colonna or Artemisia Gentileschi are not the exception, but the rule. 
 
    With us still in the room, Father Mazzare used another of those amazing American devices called the telephone and called the high school principal. The telephone, familiarly called phone, someway converts voices and noises in an energy similar to the one of lightning (of which the Americans are masters) and sends it to another of those devices even at very long distances. If we both had a phone and there was a line between Grantville and Rome we could talk to each other like we were in the same room. Awesome! Or, when said like some of my students do, totally cool! 
 
    Once the phone call was over, Father Mazzare told us he had scheduled a meeting for the day after and offered to come with us to the school. Then he asked if we wanted to take a walk with him in the afternoon, sort of a guided tour to Grantville. Finally, he invited us for lunch. 
 
    "I'm quite busy with other chores this morning, apparently Tino Nobili can't wait. But, maybe, I have something to keep you very busy with while you wait. Something I've no doubt you'll find quite interesting. Please follow me." 
 
    So he led us to his small apartment and offered us something to drink. Then he showed us one of those music playing devices Monsignor Mazarino told me about when I was still in Rome. 
 
    He pressed some buttons on it, took a small box with the name "Gloria, Music for Worship and Praise" printed on the lid and extracted from it a shiny circular mirror with a hole in the center. We finally saw a compact disc. The priest invited us to sit, put the CD in a black box and pushed another button. In a few seconds the room was filled with the notes of a composition named "Gloria" by a musician of the future named Antonio Vivaldi. 
 
    Thank God for the chairs we were sitting on. I have had months to somehow prepare myself to the richness of the music and still I was so stunned, dazzled, and inebriated that I'm not sure my legs would have been able to sustain my body. 
 
    I don't think I will ever forget the expression on Girolamo's face and the tears on young Johannes' cheeks while they were listening to these engrossing and sophisticated harmonies. Harmonies created by people born in another time and in another universe. The names on the CD box said the composers were Bach, Handel, Mozart, Faure, Elgar, Bruckner and many others. 
 
    We immersed ourselves in that music for hours, playing it over and over again. There was no reason to talk among us because the music was communicating more than mere human words could ever have done. 
 
    In all this musical rapture, I felt a little worm gnawing at my mind. I could not stop worrying about how difficult it would be to adapt my knowledge, my skills, my tastes and my style to this new world. In just one CD there were hundreds of sounds, harmonies, tones, chords and instruments that I never heard before. More than ever, I understood how much study and application this research would require. Again, I felt my confidence shattering. Was the task I had given myself too Herculean for a single man? 
 
    This worry had darkened my mood enough that I was glad when Father Mazzare came back and stopped the music. Part of my gloomy thoughts vanished as if his presence had exorcised a dark spell put on me. The silence was broken, we could finally talk, and we didn't have to remember to breathe anymore. It was time to think about more mundane matters. 
 
    It didn't come easily, I promise. In a single morning we had seen enough marvels to keep us busy talking for a long time. We were simply overwhelmed, drunk on Grantville. Often we feel like a group of new Marco Polos exploring the marvels of the Great Khan's Palace. 
 
    The lunch that followed, so full of answers and questions, brought us other surprises. We discovered that we didn't have to use our forks and knives to eat as they were already set on the table as thought it was a very ordinary act. Everybody here has more than one set of silverware and uses it daily. Then we ate Neapolitan maccheroni enriched with a dense, flavored red sauce made of pomi d'oro, the vegetable Americans call tomatoes. Father Mazzare was particularly amused by the idea that we were among the first Italians to eat homemade fettuccine with a tomato sauce. 
 
    I wonder if every one of us born in the seventeenth century has the same moronic look when they see Grantville for the first time. I am prone to think it is a common reaction and the Americans are not only used to it but definitely amused by it. 
 
    In the afternoon we finally made our stroll around the town. We were introduced to many parishioners met along the road, up-timers and down-timers alike. We were shown the hospital, the town council, the other churches, the stores and the other places we could use during our sojourn. We paid a visit to the bank where we used the letters of credit we brought to open what they call checking accounts. Then, following the priest's advice, we went to the local constables' headquarters where we showed our papers and made ourselves known. 
 
    It was evening when we finally finished our tour and took our leave. 
 
    While we were putting the saddles back on the horses, Father Mazzare said, "Maestro, I suppose I'll see you often in church." 
 
    "Certainly," I replied. 
 
    "I'd love it if you could help me with the church chorus and maybe sometimes play the organ. It's not one of the big ones you must be used to playing, but I'd really appreciate having a professional like you offering his services to the community. Besides, this can be another useful approach to learn the sacred music composed after your time." 
 
    "It would be an honor for me, and a pleasure. I may start at your earliest convenience." 
 
    "Well, three days from now the chorus has its weekly rehearsal. Why don't you come and start getting accustomed?" 
 
    "I'll be there, Father." I said. "After such a show of kindness it is the minimum I can do for you." 
 
    The following day we met the priest a second time to go together to the high school. I was very tense and nervous because I knew that much of my research depended on what would happen that day. 
 
    Despite my tension, I didn't fail to notice that Father Mazzare was carrying two large volumes: one was named The Catholic Encyclopedia, the other was The Encyclopedia Britannica. When I asked why he was carrying such a heavy burden, he made a sibylline remark. 
 
    "Oh, this is your resume, Giacomo!" 
 
    Apparently the priest's trick worked, because, as the Americans say, I got the job. 
 
    Once in the presence of the school's principal, Mr. Saluzzo, another American of Italian origins, Father Mazzare introduced me and explained for all those present the reasons I was there. 
 
    Mr. Saluzzo seemed interested, but he began soon questioning me about my teaching experience, my knowledge of Latin and the events of my life. One of the things he was concerned about the most was my ability to teach in English. 
 
    The principal is a serious man, very competent in what he does. I'd say that, in another world, he would make a perfect member of the Company. Our discussion was all business and I soon found myself under a landslide of questions. I had to defend my position with more resolve than Horatius Cocles on the Sublician Bridge. 
 
    Americans are practical people. When they build something they first make sure it fulfills its goal and then, if it is possible, they make it beautiful. So it is for the high school. Its buildings are plain, Spartan, almost naked for an eye used to the frippery of today's architectural style, but they are perfectly designed to carry out the functions they are destined for, to teach and to learn. 
 
    The students have all the space they need, and an easy access to many important facilities. Everything is at hand, classrooms, refectory, theaters, fields where to exercise the body, alchemy rooms, music rooms and, last but not least, a library that seems to come out of long-forgotten myths. A fabulous place for the number and for the stunning quality of many of the books.  
 
    With such a vast amount of resources, I am not surprised that the school's curriculum of studies puts to shame even the best Jesuit collegium. And I know, personally, many members of the Company who would give an arm and a leg to be able to use such a formidable array of teaching tools. 
 
    I believe that the prelates who are actually serving at Saint Mary are not the only members of the Company we will see around here. 
 
    Girolamo seemed particularly impressed by the physical exercise area they call the "gym." I could see an idea was growing in his mind. So I wasn't surprised at all when, days later, he asked the principal for his permission to start a fencing class in the school. His main argument was that having students learn the arts of self-defense would help in case of another raid, but I believe he is secretly pleased to teach fencing to people anywhere he goes. As usual, Girolamo's enthusiasm was highly contagious, and Mr. Saluzzo accepted on the condition that Girolamo would help buy the materials needed for the class. Finally, in the late days of August, I was able to begin my duties at the school. 
 
    Teaching was easy. After all, it's what I've been doing in the last few years in what is considered one of the best schools in the world. Latin gave me no problem. You start with Rosa, Rosae, Rosa and Phaedrus and, in a few years, you end up reading Augustine of Ippona. And I have the crucial help of Mr. Cassels' Dictionary and many other schoolbooks I would be pleased to have copied and sent to you, should you find them useful. 
 
    My problems were more with the grading system and all the rules followed by the American school. Nevertheless, with the help of my colleagues, I ended up mastering that as well. 
 
    After the first few terrible, awkward days I also managed to get along well enough with the gentle sex's students and teachers who are crowding this school. 
 
    I think Girolamo had more problems with that than I did. When he started his classes he would never have believed that so many of his students would have been women. Considering how dashing he looks and how egomaniacal he is, I wasn't surprised when one day he confessed to me that he never felt so many eyes trying to strip him naked as in that first day of classes. He says they call him "Mr. Banderas," but he has not yet understood why. Anyway, I believe the attention? grew on him. Now he likes to boast that he will make one of those girls the finest duelist of Europe. 
 
    I suspect that his prejudices vanished once he discovered that, in the late twentieth century, Italian female fencers are considered the best in the world with a light blade. National pride may sometimes be useful! 
 
    Next week I will begin to teach a small group of students about Italy. I really would like them to learn more about its history, its customs and its lore, its language, and its literature. Despite the fact that so many Americans have Italian origins, they don't seem to know much about my land. To teach this class I had to do a thorough research of all the material on Italian history present in the library, which is not much anyway. In the end, I will have to use mostly my notes and some material I found in Father Mazzare's personal library. 
 
    Apparently, in the up-time USA, Italy disappears from the map at the end of the Roman Empire, makes a small reappearance at the beginning of last century (Leonardo, Michelangelo, Raphael), and then simply vanishes until the mid-twentieth century. They know Dante's Commedia, but they have almost no clue of the context the poet was writing about. 
 
    When I am not at work I spend most of my time studying, as I plan to tell you later. We managed to sell our horses and make a good profit on the sale. At the same time we rented a big house on the outskirts of town. It is an old house, by American standards, that has just been renewed. There is plenty space for the three of us and a couple of German valets we hired to attend to our necessities. 
 
    The basement of the house and a roofed space called "the garage" are big enough to let Girolamo set his temporary shop there. On a day in early September, escorted by a small group of apprentices who work for Johannes' father, the timbers we ordered in Fussen on our way here finally arrived. The quantity was big enough to fill the basement. Since that moment, the shop has been working almost around the clock. The house is always full of noise, and we all look as busy as bees in summertime. 
 
    We aren't the only Italians in town. The trades here employ mostly Germans and Americans, but there are a few merchants coming from Milan, Venice, and Genoa. One of them is particularly envied. He managed to sell a huge quantity of a blue fabric that is made in Genoa with Egyptian cotton. The Americans are particularly fond of it. 
 
    I believe that in the weeks we have spent here we have managed to create quite a comfortable life for ourselves. We have made a few acquaintances, built a trade, and found many interests to pursue. I don't want to sound vain, but I am quite proud of our accomplishments. 
 
    What about the music? You may wonder. Well, this is the part of the letter I have more problems with. It's very hard to describe the things, the sensations and the problems we have had, especially in a foreign language. But I presume this is all part of the game so I will try nonetheless in the following lines. 
 
    In my first letter I told you I felt like destiny wanted me to meet Euterpe, the muse, in Grantville. When I wrote those words I thought I was using a metaphor. But now, I believe instead that my muse is incarnated in a real woman. 
 
    It happened during our first visit to the auditorium. I remember it as if it is printed in my mind. 
 
    Imagine a large hall, the size of a medium church, the floor filled with seats. Imagine this hall empty, but for one woman playing on the stage at the other end of the hall. 
 
    Imagine a beautiful, black, large harpsichord-like instrument emitting a simple, but very expressive music. Imagine notes rich in timbre and tonality, powerful and delicate at the same time and all linked together in a way I find hard to describe. 
 
    Forget monody and basso continuo, surround yourself in strange dissonant harmonies, in an exotic perfume for the listening. 
 
    If you can do that, you will not be surprised then that, when Mr. Saluzzo began to speak, both Girolamo and I dared to show him the apparently universal sign to make silence. He understood. 
 
    The music lasted for just a few minutes. The woman on the stage seemed so engrossed in it that she did not notice us until the very moment the last note faded away and we exploded in a sincere and enthusiastic applause whose sound made her turn toward us. She giggled and blushed like a child caught in something that is very personal and, at the same time, something she was also very proud of. 
 
    She made a little bow, left the stage and came toward us. We were still completely enthralled by her performance. 
 
    Usually Americans tower over us down-timers; instead this woman was considerably shorter than me, her figure pleasantly full. The well-defined oval of her face is framed by long chestnut hair and underlined by beautiful, shiny, amber eyes. She moves with a natural grace that is very different from the affected grace of Italian ladies. That grace, especially when combined with her outstanding self-confidence, is equally impressive. 
 
    One of the first things I learned here is that outer looks are not so strictly an indicator of social status and morality as it is among us. This notwithstanding, it will take time to become used to the way women dress here. I am still uncomfortable when they wear pants or skirts short as the one Elizabeth was wearing that day. The whole lower part of her legs was visible. In Rome a view like that would at least cause a scandal. Here it is normal during warm days. 
 
    "What were you playing, Elizabeth?" asked Mr. Saluzzo. 
 
    "Two of Satie's Gymnopedies. I found the sheets a month ago at Mom's and I always wanted to play these pieces. They seem so simple and yet they are so incredibly expressive and touching. But why don't you introduce me to these gentlemen, Victor? I'm glad they appreciated the music." 
 
    "Gentlemen, may I introduce you to Mrs. Elizabeth Jordan, our music teacher?" said the principal, while Elizabeth made a small, very gracious bow. 
 
    When addressed, Girolamo answered with a very gallant bow enriched by a killer smile that he had probably used many times before. I made a fool of myself. 
 
    I have spent all my adult life in the bosom of the Holy Mother Church. I am without doubt very shy and not accustomed to talk to women, but I should have done better. 
 
    When Elizabeth stepped toward me saying "Nice to meet you, Maestro Carissimi," I answered something like "grfzgrrrrrrr," feebly, and looked for cracks in the floor. 
 
    I never felt so awkward in my entire life. 
 
    Girolamo's eagerness saved me from worse shame. 
 
    "So that is a piano," he said, speaking slowly and trying to find the right words. "The sound is . . . magnifico. Can we please listen to more music?" 
 
    "Please, milady," I added, finally able to speak. "Forgive my clumsiness. Your performance left me completely dumbfounded, and I'm eager for more as well." 
 
    Once we arrived closer to the piano Girolamo could not help but touch and caress its smooth lines with an intensity probably reserved only for the best of his mistresses. He was staring intently at the actions inside the lid and, I think, mentally checking the differences between this instrument and spinets and harpsichords. He suddenly stopped looking like the jolly fellow I knew; I’ve never seen him so serious. His gaze was saying "Whatever the costs, I have to learn!" 
 
    "This is what we call a grand piano," said Elizabeth. "It is five feet long. A full concert piano is longer, usually around nine feet. In our timeline, the first piano was built in Italy in 1709, I think. But it took many years and many other innovations before it became the instrument you see right now. The main difference between a harpsichord and a piano is in the actions. Instead of plucking the strings, pressing a key makes a hammer strike them. The instrument makes possible a broader melody. A phrase can grow louder and then softer and accentuation is possible. Nevertheless, it took almost a century before pieces were composed with the piano and not the harpsichord in mind. Almost a century passed from Cristofori's piano to the introduction of pedals." 
 
    Looking around, she saw how carefully we were listening to her words. 
 
    "Oh, I wish all my students were like you!" she said, smiling deliciously. 
 
    "I think you will find plenty of theory in our books in the library, so let's be done with it. I'm going to play a classic piece. The very one almost any beginner learns how to slaughter in the first year of his studies. It's called "Für Elise" and was composed by a German named Beethoven. If you really want to learn about our music, Maestro Carissimi, you will have to deal with him. If you like it, I will then play another piece by the same composer, the "Moonlight Sonata." 
 
    "I am eager to begin, Milady," I managed to say. 
 
    And so, after a short pause needed to reach the opportune concentration (a gesture that apparently is common among artists of any time and place), she began playing again. I couldn't stop watching the way her hands moved skillfully on the keyboard. The sound was so strong and clear that Girolamo had to restrain himself from putting his head into the soundboard. 
 
    I had the impression that learning how to play a piano would not be too hard. In a few months, I felt, I should be able to play it as well as any other instrument I mastered. After all, I'm quite a virtuoso with organs and harpsichords. The biggest obstacles will be learning how to use the pedals, getting familiar with a seven octaves keyboard, and learning how to control my touch, as in a piano the way one uses the keys affects the sound much more than in any instrument I played before. 
 
    The more I listened to the music, the more I began to understand how much this instrument could impact the way music is composed. 
 
    When using harpsichords, one has to be true to certain forms. Creation is limited by well-defined boundaries. Using a piano instead gives the composer the opportunity to use many more combinations and harmonies. The richness of those legati and arpeggi! The ways chords escaped from the instrument and seemed to fill the hall reminded me of the flocks of starlings that pass through the sky of Rome every autumn. The power of this music is outstanding. Mastering this instrument will give any musician a creative freedom I thought impossible before. 
 
    Someone aware of my prejudices against female musicians may laugh when he discovers how much Mrs. Jordan helped me. But probably one cannot have a good learning experience without having to set aside many of the ideas they had considered a given. 
 
    Mrs. Jordan, Elizabeth, has surprised me almost every day since the first time we met. She is a good natured, intelligent, ironic woman; a woman of profound faith, even if not Catholic, a talented musician and a very good teacher. Once the initial embarrassment was gone, music brought us together, and I am proud to say we have become very good friends, as close as decorum permits. 
 
    Her husband, a high ranking constable in the city guard, works as liaison with the constables of the other United States towns. So he spends most of his time out of Grantville. I don't know how much this bothers Elizabeth, because up to this moment I never felt comfortable and close enough to ask, and she doesn't talk much about it. But, sometimes, I had momentary glimpses of how much she misses her husband. 
 
    They have two young children, Daniel and Leah. They are very lively, spirited, and curious, as any child should be. They are clearly a big part of her life and the sound of their games has been a pleasant background in the many afternoons I spent studying at Elizabeth’s. 
 
    As you may have guessed already, Elizabeth has become my guide, my mentor, my teacher. I am not sure what I would have done without her. 
 
    I am not the only musician who is trying to learn something about the new music. Not truly surprising, considering what a treasure up-time music is. One of Mrs. Jordan's previous students, Miss Marla Linder, is teaching a group of German musicians, all very skilled I must add, and she let us borrow some very useful notes. 
 
    If the Germans are very good, Miss Linder is simply surprising. She has the flame, and I believe she will become famous very soon. She is still a little rough in some passages, but her talent is unmistakable and, being so young, she has huge opportunity for improvement. With the right exercise and care, her voice will shine like gold. 
 
    We met for the first time during an August afternoon in the school choir room. Elizabeth invited me to participate in a discussion that Miss Marla was having with her German friends. The topic was mainly "tempering." You see, temperament of keyboard instruments has changed a great deal in the course of history. 
 
    Many methods have been used in the attempt to produce pure octaves, and pieces of music written in different eras have different intonations. So, knowing the differences between the mean intonation we use now and the others is crucial for us. 
 
    Most of the music from the middle of the nineteenth century until the Ring of Fire was written with equal tempering in mind, and most of the music written in the eighteenth century was written using "well tempering." If one changes the original intonation, they necessarily change also the composition's harmonic organization, thus producing something different from the original music. 
 
    I appreciated how clearly Miss Linder touched such fine points in music theory. I believe she will make a fine teacher in the future, a rarity among great performers. 
 
    I didn't say much at the meeting. I just pointed out that as things are now, there are no standards in music, not even in pitch. The pitch I am used to is higher than the pitch of the twentieth-century instruments and much higher than the pitch mainly used here in Germany. 
 
    I tried to explain that, for the moment, we cannot expect standards, and we should do what we down-timers are already used to: a lot of transcribing when our music is played in a place whose habits are different from the ones of the place where the music was originally written. 
 
    In the following weeks I went to other meetings, and, with time, the ice was broken. Music helped create a true camaraderie of musicians. Sometimes we simply escaped the many stresses of modern music and spent many evenings playing the notes we knew better, exercising in what our teachers call "Baroque jam sessions." 
 
    Even though Marla Linder played the first note, it was Elizabeth Jordan who took the brunt of my musical education. She set a very strict program of studies. From Monday to Friday after school we study piano for two hours, then I have my class of music theory and history. On the weekends I have to spend hours doing my "homework," exercising, studying and listening. Any Monday I have to be well prepared and pass a test on what I have done the previous week. 
 
    Since I’ve begun, I've read many books and have listened to hundreds of recordings. We decided that the best way to understand the evolution of music without being overwhelmed by so many authors and styles was to follow a strict chronologic path: late Baroque, Classic, Early Romantic, late Romantic and Modern periods. 
 
    The names of the many giants that should have lived after me are imprinted in my memory just like my daily rosary: Albinoni, Corelli, Geminiani, Johann Sebastian Bach, Lully, Scarlatti, Vivaldi, Handel, Pachelbel, Beethoven, Haydn, Mozart, Brahms, Debussy, Liszt, Mendelssohn, Schubert, Faure, Mahler, Smetana, the Strauss family, Tchaikovsky, Bellini, Bizet, Cherubini, Leoncavallo, Rossini, Puccini, Verdi, Wagner. 
 
    For each one of them I have to learn the different styles of their compositions: fugues, concerti grossi, sonate, symphonies, symphonic poems, waltzes, overtures, and so on. 
 
    Some nights I dream I am in the center of a storm with music sheets twirling in my mind like leaves blown by a gale. I can only hope that when the wind stops blowing the leaves will fall in a pattern I can understand. 
 
    Three weeks ago, after an afternoon spent trying to make sense of Chopin's Opus 64, when I was feeling more frustrated than the dog chasing his tail the Polish composer was trying to depict, I asked Elizabeth why she was sharing this gargantuan task with me. 
 
    "See, Giacomo, when I first met you, I am ashamed to say I didn't know who you were. After you left I had to go look for your name in my college schoolbooks and in the library." 
 
    After a short pause she smiled and said, "I know you don't want to read of what your future would have been in the timeline I come from, but at least I can tell you that you had an important role. Without you, the music I know and have loved since I was a child would have been different. I feel that I owe you a great deal. I also realize that, with you, I had to set the bar high, very high, so high I was afraid I couldn’t even reach it. It was a challenge I could not resist." 
 
    Looking me straight in the eyes, she kept on, "I am new in this profession, Giacomo. I became a full-time teacher only after the Ring of Fire. I had to know what I was capable of and you were, are, the perfect challenge for me. Like your friend, Girolamo," she smiled again with that subtle smile that warms my heart, "I never leave a challenge go untouched. And believe me, no matter how hard it is trying to teach something to that stubborn head of yours, working with you has always been a pleasure." 
 
    I believe I became as red as Father Mazzare's tomatoes in August. But her resolve gave me another reason not to give up. I want her to be more proud of me every day. 
 
    After the invention of those devices that make it possible to listen to somebody play or sing even if they are long-time dead, one can listen to music in two ways: recorded music and live music. 
 
    Even if I’ve had my share of the first kind, I've always preferred the second, because seeing who is playing with my own eyes makes my down-timer mind much more comfortable. Luckily, I found plenty of live music in the town of Grantville. 
 
    One may think that together with all the things they are busy producing, with the reorganizing of the German political structure, and with a war about to be declared, these Americans would barely find the time to sleep. Instead, they love to make music. And they do it plenty and well: music of all kinds, from the sacred hymns they play in their churches to the ballads sung by the common people. They have many genres: rock, blues, jazz, folk, country, soul, and many others. Honestly, I am not able to describe my reactions the first time I heard that awful music called hard rock. But after that concert at the Thuringen Gardens, I understood perfectly how the hardened Spanish soldiers at the Wartburg could have been terrified by it. 
 
    Put a hard rock band behind me and even I, Giacomo Carissimi, your most peaceful musician, would gladly march to battle against any enemy just to put that noise far behind me. Some of the oldest Americans are sure that rock musicians adore the devil. I am prone to agree with them. 
 
    One of my favorite activities is listening to the high school band, what I call Mr. Wendell's kingdom. This is for the skill that this teacher has in dealing with his young students. 
 
    Their existence is a proof that the Jesuits were right in making the study of music such an important subject! The band students are simply spectacular. They use mostly wind instruments that are very different from what we are used to. These instruments use a device called a "valve" that regulates the flow of air in the instruments. This permits the players to play in all keys and to produce richer sounds compared to what we are used to. I do believe, though, that the sounds are more apt for a battlefield than for a church. Nevertheless, seeing so many boys and girls learning how to play and making so much effort to be able to play together in harmony makes the teacher in me feel very happy. 
 
    Not many of them will become professional musicians, but, whatever the path they will take, the study of music will enrich their lives and will give them tool with which to see the world. 
 
    Since the moment of my arrival, I have come to enjoy the relative peace of each moment I spend in St. Mary’s. Any time my busy days permit it, I try to find refuge and consolation inside its holy walls. When not in prayer or meditation, I have long and useful conversations with Father Kircher SJ, whose reputation in the Company I found to be very well deserved. I recommend to you this man of rare insight, logic, savvy, wisdom and compassion. 
 
    I found a subtle pleasure in using my experience as master of chapel for the people of St. Mary, and I deeply regret not to be able to spend more time helping with the sacred music during the different services. 
 
    When I began participating in the choir rehearsals I was afraid that my arrival might cause some jealousy, but I was proven wrong. Both Mrs. Linda Bartolli, the organ player, and Mr. Brian Grady, the director of the choir, did their best to make me feel at ease and part of the community. 
 
    In the end, I think that, when working with them, I am receiving as much as I am able to give. I treasure the opportunity to learn more about the sacred music written in times and places that weren't my own. I have also learned to appreciate the mechanical wonders that are up-time such as organs whose mechanical and pneumatic parts are all powered by electricity. It's incredible the kind of tonal flexibility one can achieve with such a small case. 
 
    Many of the people who believe that after Pretorius' Syntagma Musicum the organ cannot be improved will be seriously disappointed. Linda once told me that the greatest honor for an organist is to play on an instrument built by an artisan named Silbermann whose organs will possibly be built more than fifty years from now. I am sure it is true, but I am well satisfied to play the one they have here in St. Mary. 
 
    Just recently, we decided to stage a concert for Saint Stephen's day with a program of down-time and up-time music. I look forward to the event. 
 
    While I was busy with my music studies, Girolamo and Johannes didn't remain idle. Their plan was first to learn all they could about pianos and then to restore a few of them. Only at that point, once they had learned where they could get all the materials they needed, would they start building new ones. 
 
    Pianos come in different dimensions and shapes: there are the upright pianos, whose soundboard and strings are in a vertical position, made to be used in normal or small places. There are the baby grands, similar in shape and dimensions to an harpsichord, which require, for a perfect sound, a larger room, and then there is the non plus ultra of instruments, the concert grand, whose sonority makes it perfect for concert halls. 
 
    Girolamo bought a few upright pianos, some of them in very bad shape, and two baby grands. People had begun to realize the value of those unique instruments, and even if buying them was a true bleeding I never saw my artisan friend pay such a sum so gladly. 
 
    Quite unexpectedly, he managed to find a grand piano in a place called the High Street Mansion. This villa, which used to belong to a rich family here in Grantville, is the closest thing to a palazzo the Americans have, and it's now used as the administrative center for the region. The piano was left abandoned just before the Ring of Fire when the last member of the Bowers family died. 
 
    Buying the pianoforte has not been as easy as Girolamo believed. Some of our German friends have decided to start making modern instruments, and the grand piano was a terrific asset for them as well. The purchase became a ferocious bidding between the two parties. I was afraid Girolamo was about to have an apoplexy when he paid the final sum, but, thanks to the glory of Venetian ducats, still the best coin in Europe, he managed to bring the piano home. 
 
    The piano must weigh at least eight hundred pounds and is made by an American craftsman called Steinway. It is totally black, made in walnut, spruce, birch and poplar. The harp is made of iron and the strings are of the finest steel and brass. 
 
    The piano had been visibly neglected in the last years. The frame was scratched and dented, one of the legs was broken and clumsily patched, some of the actions were broken, and some others (together with a few of the precious strings) were missing. Despite this, the instrument was a sturdy one, and Girolamo is still very optimistic about giving it a second life. 
 
    The night the piano arrived at the shop Girolamo seemed very concerned. He was worried about an inevitable rise in costs brought by a competition on all fronts with Hans Riebeck. So, that same night, he invited all the partners of Bledsoe and Riebeck to the Gardens and tried to convince them to form a commercial alliance or, at least, to "divide the cake” to use a very colorful American phrase. 
 
    Girolamo's offer was to cooperate to acquire all the materials they might need instead of fighting for them. He was adamant about the rightness of his idea and spent all night trying to talk his competitors into it. The Germans did not agree right away, but they looked very thoughtful when we left. I am sure that they will see the sense of it. 
 
    Since then Girolamo has been working frantically. I've seen him disembowel uprights and lay all their components on the huge table in the large garage. I've seen him taking parts from one piano and working on them until they fit on another. I've seen him studying manuals until late night, manuals in a language he is still have problems mastering. He was grateful, he said, to have been able to purchase a set of up-time tools. They are so much better to work with than his old ones, and in some cases absolutely necessary. 
 
    Surprisingly, Johannes was the first to produce a profit, and with the simplest idea. 
 
    Up-time cellos have a pin at the bottom of the instrument that permits the players to keep them upright without holding them tightly between their knees. This simple innovation saves a sensible amount of the musician's energy and permits him to focus his attention completely on his performance, improving it drastically. Johannes sold the whole idea to the guild in Fussen, and, at basically no cost, was able to earn the first hard money for the company. I would not be surprised if they will start making cellos with the long pin very soon. 
 
    Ten days ago, when I was about to come home after a long day of musical studies, I heard Girolamo calling me from the garage. I hurried up, and, as soon as I entered the room, he invited me to sit in front of one of the uprights—the one that was in the best shape when acquired. I could hear the excitement that was barely contained in Girolamo's voice. 
 
    Even if the frame didn't have the rich ornaments and paintings that are Girolamo's signature, I could proudly read "Pianoforti Zenti" beautifully carved on a small silver plate just above the keyboard. 
 
    "So you fixed it," I said, in Italian. 
 
    "Si, I think it's done. Tuning it was a pain in the ass, and I would never have done it without the kind assistance of Hermann Katzberg, but I really think you should try it. It is my special present to the man who will change the musical world. This way some of your future glory will ooze back to me." 
 
    I stood still for a while, speechless and sincerely moved by such a present. Then my hands almost moved by themselves and started playing a composition I had written for organ a few years before and I just recently transcribed and enriched for piano with Mrs. Jordan's help. 
 
    While the notes were flowing from my hands to the wooden keys I felt something grandiose growing in me. All my fears and doubts of the months before were vanishing from my soul, and a sense of strength and determination were digging their way into the deepest part of my heart. 
 
    I think that was the first time I played the piano without committing any mistakes. 
 
    In all this turmoil of events I had completely forgotten about my patron, Stefano Landi. Well, he didn't forget me, because he recently sent me an irate letter asking me if I had found something about him and his works. It's not very Christian of me, but I can say with a certain satisfaction that I haven't found much. In the universe where the Americans came from Maestro Landi was probably too busy fighting with his sickness or enjoying his glory to compose anything worth being archived here in Grantville. 
 
    For a few days I wasn't sure if I should have written him the truth, but then I've had another moment of luck that gave me the idea for a small ruse. Apparently, just before the Ring of Fire, in a part of the U.S. called Michigan, there had been a revival of French Baroque opera. The artists of this century will be known as barocchi by our posterity, even if I would much rather be called contemporary or stil novista. After all, as my American friends would say, I am a plain guy and I hardly believe someone may consider me bizarre. Too bad we cannot control the opinion history will have of us. 
 
    Anyway, the music and the libretto of an opera named Les fêtes de l’été, written by a composer named Monteclair, somehow made it here to Grantville before the Ring of Fire. I bought them, together with other music sheets. I plan to have it copied and send it to Rome. 
 
    Even if the style is different from Landi's, I can always explain that this opera was considered to be a revolutionary piece, a true advancement in composition and style. Considering the vastness of Landi's ego, that should soothe any of his doubts. Besides, I suspect the Barberini will appreciate having an opera in French played in their theater, and Landi loves whatever makes the Barberini happy. 
 
    I know it's not very honest of me and, I confess, it gnaws at my conscience. I can only hope that this Monteclair, somewhere in another universe's heaven, would be glad to know that his opera will be staged again. 
 
    In recent days, people here have been very nervous. We see more movements of troops, and everybody is waiting for a move from one of the many forces that are putting Gustavus Adolphus' lands under siege. Just yesterday, Girolamo was almost caught in a brawl at the Gardens with some of the Scottish soldiers stationed here. I am glad he managed to remain calm and simply walk out unscathed. He is saying he wants to go to Magdeburg to scout the place. I hope he does it soon; being on the road again should calm him down. 
 
    I am worried, Father. Today there is something in the air that doesn't smell good. A few minutes ago, the town became silent. There is no trace of the strong background noise that fills our lives night and day. I need to interrupt my writing and ask what is happening. Is it another raid on the town? 
 
    ∞ ∞ ∞ 
 
    I am just back with the direst of news. What everyone dreaded has just happened. The League of Ostend has attacked Wismar and war is upon us. It seems that the attack has been repelled, but some young soldiers, loved by the people of this town, have been killed. 
 
    Pray for me, for us, Father, because we need it more than ever. I look forward to receiving another of your letters should they make it here. 
 
    Your humble servant and student 
 
    Giacomo Carissimi 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Euterpe: The Muse of Music 
 
    Episode 4 
 
    By Enrico Toro and David Carrico 
 
    To Father Thomas Fitzherbert SJ, 
 
    Illustrissimus Collegium Anglicanum 
 
    Roma 
 
    From Maestro Giacomo Carissimi, 
 
    Grantville, USE 
 
    Second day of January, in our Lord's year 1634. 
 
   Dear and illustrious Father, 
 
    Today I finally sit down to write to you. This is the first letter I’ve written in three months, and I apologize for that. I hope that you find my English improved over the last one. 
 
    In your last missive you were complaining about my silence, and in my defense I can only say that I have been swept away by the current events and I have not been able to focus my mind enough to describe with coherence what has happened here in Grantville since October. 
 
    When I last wrote you from this town I was living in the New United States, part of the Confederated Principalities of Europe. Now I am living in the State of Thuringia, part of the United States of Europe, and I did not move a mile from where I was the last time my quill wrote the words I sent across the Alps. 
 
    This change in names is not a whimsical thing, but an apt metaphor of the many transformations this land and, even if in a much more minor way, your friend Giacomo are going through. 
 
    In my last letter I wrote you about the battle of Wismar. Being a person who prides himself of knowing the events happening in this world (the latest news, the Americans would say) you are certainly well informed about it: a small group of people from Grantville and a down-timer stopped the Danish invasion force with an even smaller loss of life. 
 
    This would have been cause for celebration in any other place in the world I know of, and the victory was certainly celebrated in Grantville, but with a deep feeling of sadness underneath. 
 
    Compared to the rest of the population in Germany the up-timers are a small group, and all the events since the Ring of Fire have strengthened the bonds among them. 
 
    The same Hans Richter [this is the first time he’s mentioned] was a special down-timer for many Americans. He was one of the first Germans welcomed here and many members of his family married into American families. He also had an American fiancée, the daughter of that Moor physician who is revolutionizing medical practices. 
 
    Mr. Richter was considered the best of both worlds. His heroic actions during the battle gained him a very high place in the Pantheon of heroes of this new nation. 
 
    I believe that the powers of the League of Ostend have made a serious mistake beginning this war. I am sure they were convinced that the sooner they began, the less the USE would have been prepared to put up an effective resistance. However,  they didn't consider a crucial factor, something I see every day here in Grantville and I hear about in the rest of the USE territories. For the Americans and the Germans this war is different. This war has become a personal thing. 
 
    In our time we fight wars because our sovereigns want it. We, as subjects, simply obey even if we don't understand the reasons behind that war. Even if the war may have serious consequences for any population, the population itself is not involved in the decision making process. Wars, like plagues, simply happen, and we simply try to make the best of it. Well, it is not the same here. 
 
    The Americans and the Germans are not building a state or a league, they are building a Nation. A place that everyone, from Prime Minister Mike Stearns to the most humble of citizens, can call home. And when a nation goes to war, when citizens cross arms with subjects, subjects don't stand a chance. 
 
    In the Other Time Line it happened once already. At the end of the eighteenth century, armies from half of Europe declared war and invaded republican France. At the cry of "Ça ira," and, later, under the guide of one the most brilliant military minds, these ragtag citizen armies flooded Europe, defeating any sovereign's army that dared confront them. 
 
    Only when the French betrayed their ideals and went from being liberators to conquerors were they defeated after long and bloody wars. At the end, it was the same ideal of nation that they exported all over the continent that defeated them. 
 
    Many people even here believe that it will be the superior weapons and all the other devices from the future that will help in the war. I think that if this war will be won by the USE it will be thanks to the ideals that this new nation represents. I know perfectly well how these ideals can be stirring and how easy it is to fall prey of their allure. 
 
    There is only so much that a soldier of Richelieu and Olivares might do; they kill because they are trained and paid to do so, but how much are they ready to die for their kings? The soldiers of the USE will fight for their families, their homes, their rights; Wismar has already demonstrated to the world how much they are willing to pay for what they believe is right. 
 
    Everyone seems involved in the war, even when they are not personally preparing to fight. The tension that was looming over this town in the days before the war was magically transformed into a strong wish to get the war over with as soon as possible. These people want to win because they have no other choice. It means survival of their way of life, and it means survival of all they believe in. This clear determination is present not only in the eyes of those young men and women who are enrolling in the armed forces but in those of civilians of every age and faith. 
 
    At the end I am happy to know that the Holy Father decided to remain neutral. 
 
    Nevertheless I am afraid that, no matter how great his admiration for the Re D'Or, he won't be happy when he finds out  that I contributed to fight this war. I did it in the only way I know: with well-written musical notes. I can only hope that, upon my eventual return in Rome, I shall not find myself hanged and quartered on Ponte degli Angeli. 
 
    It all started in church, at Saint Mary's. I told you in my last letter how much I enjoy the time I spend there. Even if there is a service in Latin for us down-timers, I still find the up-time Catholic liturgy strange. It's simpler, shorter, with the priest facing an audience that is much more involved in the rites. It's the concept of democracy applied to the Mass. Where before only the priest was the link between the Creator and the community, now it is the whole community that celebrates the communion with Christ. It's fascinating, even if it lacks the mystery and the charm of our liturgy. 
 
    It was after one of those services, a few days after the battle, that Father Kircher gave me the idea for a composition. I remember we were busy talking and gossiping about natural philosophy and politics. I was explaining how belittling I found it that Cardanus would be remembered in the future more for his accomplishments in mechanics than for his mathematical works, and Father Kircher was trying to convince me that Valeriano Castiglione, the author of the "Statista Regnante," was destined to become the principal apologist of the League of Ostend. 
 
    As is his usual practice, the Jesuit abruptly changed topics and asked me, "So, Maestro, I've heard you are going to perform a piece of Palestrina for the concert?" 
 
    "Yes, we will, the Kyrie from the Missae Papae Marcelli, just before the Händel piece." 
 
    "Was it hard to talk the choir into singing a polyphonic piece?" 
 
    "Well, it was easier than to convince them to play Monteverdi's Stella Maris hymn," I replied to him, "but once I found the violin and viola players I needed even that went smoothly. Besides, Mrs. Bartolli has been a real help in putting Brian Grady by my side." 
 
    "Who is going to play?" 
 
    "Two Germans from Franz Sylwester's group of friends. They are Protestants, but I think this climate of religious toleration has perhaps soothed their hot reformist spirit. Or perhaps they simply wish a chance to play here in Grantville. Or perhaps it is because they are friends. It is no matter; I asked them and they accepted." 
 
    "Where did you find the scores?" Here the wily Jesuit began to lead me down his path. 
 
    "Nowhere. Or from my mind, I should say. I learned both pieces by heart while I was still a music student in Tivoli, and I never forgot them. I think Monteverdi's Vespers are the highest expression of musica sacra written so far this century. I wrote them out from memory, making some simple arrangements for the choir. I have very little doubt that the performance will be spectacular." I confess to feeling a bit smug at that moment. 
 
    "Will we have the pleasure to listen to a Carissimi, too?" he asked with a perfect Jesuit innuendo. 
 
    "Not yet, dear Father. I wish I could, but with all the things I am learning I think my art is going through a severe reshuffling. I am not sure at the moment that there is enough of it left to compose something." Too late I saw his trap. I tried to turn from it, but you know how Jesuits are. 
 
    "Oh, come now," he said with a very paternal tone. "Don't tell me you haven't composed anything since you arrived here!" 
 
    "Well, I wrote some small things, but they are mainly exercises to become familiar with the piano, small variations hardly worth the name composition." As a small fish, I tried to wriggle free, but he, the master fisherman, had hooked me very well. 
 
    "Too bad, Giacomo, because I think everybody would be happy if you composed something for the concert. And, you know, it would give prestige to the church." 
 
    "Father, Saint Mary's is the only parish in the entire Christian world that can perform pieces from Händel and Liszt in the same concert. You need me for prestige?" Now he was teasing me, I think. 
 
    "Well, Giacomo, you are alive and a member of the community, even if a late admission. These other composers are not part of this universe, they are memory. In my opinion, all their music, no matter how beautiful, is not worth a single note of what you and other people living here and now may write." 
 
    "I don't think I understand, Father.” Truly, I did not understand this from him. 
 
    "What I mean is that many of the things that came with the Ring of Fire are good and useful, but this is not twentieth century America or Germany. It is something new, and the Americans, with all their mighty knowledge, need us down-timers. We cannot stop creating or exploring just because scholars or musicians in a future that will never exist have already said and written so much. If we do, we will become just like those philosophers who consider wrong anything written in contrast with the words of Aristotle. Or those painters who copied Raphael and Titian over and over again." 
 
    He took a long breath and continued, "This Mozart, this Bach may be giants, but we cannot just learn how to play their music and then do it over and over again. Their work may influence us, change the way we write our music, give us more opportunities and more paths to explore, but we must move on. It is from people like you that the future generations will find inspiration. You and the other musicians in this town are the torch bearers for the future, not Mr. Beethoven. The Eroica makes more sense with a Napoleon in the world's history. When the time is right, we will compose our own." 
 
    Now, as the Grantvillers say, he had me. I succumbed to his lure. "I think I now understand what you mean. Our music, even if not as inspired or majestic as the music of the future, is connected to our lives, to our experiences, to our reality like no music from the future can be." 
 
    "Exactly! And I believe that now more than ever they need something to encourage and inspire them through the upcoming war. You can do this better than Chopin, Giacomo, because you know their fears, you have counted their tears and shared your bread and salt with them. You can touch their souls like no one-day-may-be-born-composer can." The net closed. Good man that he is, Father, he did not grin in triumph over me. 
 
    "I may agree to that, but the hard truth is that I still don't have anything in my hands and time runs." My final feeble attempt to evade the net. 
 
    "Let's make a deal then. I have thought about a little poem of my own, and I will finish it in ten days. I will give it to you if you promise me you will try hard, very hard, to come up with the music for it. Would you agree to these terms? Make it great, Giacomo!" 
 
    "Yes, I think I can try." 
 
    I was well and truly caught. Father A was kind enough not to exult over me. He simply smiled and poured more wine into my cup. 
 
    So, after that long conversation and the challenge that ended it, another chapter of my American life began. 
 
    Ten days later I had in my hands the wonderful and moving words of the "Jammern Für Einen Gefallenen Adler" or "Lament for a Fallen Eagle." Carissimi the scholar had become again Carissimi the composer—but such a different Carissimi it was from even a year before. 
 
    I knew that Father Athanasius was renowned for his erudition, so I was not so surprised that the Lament was using the same metre of Horace's "Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori." The fact that he managed to transpose in German the same rhythm and pathos of the Latin words was already a big accomplishment, but he went beyond that. Father Athanasius Kircher, SJ, sure knows his Aristotle. 
 
    When I read it to Elizabeth, that is, Mrs. Jordan, she was clearly stunned. It took her a while to say, "I was sure this was going to be a patriotic song, and honestly I was afraid it could be obnoxious, pompous, and uselessly rhetorical as many patriotic songs are. I was expecting to read about the Fatherland or German Youth, all those words that give us up-timers a chill along our spines when we hear them. It's part of our experience, our conditioning, I believe. But I was mistaken: there is nothing Nazi in these lyrics. That priest has managed to express sadness, mourning, and loss, while, at the same time, being able to write a call of arms for the new nation.” 
 
    “Nevertheless, this not a song to the glories of war, it's a tribute to human drama and courage, to the pride of doing your duty up to the very end. This poem is so rich in humanity, yet hope is so pervasive in spite of the sadness. 
 
    Then she added, using that delicious smile of hers, "It's beautiful, Giacomo, so true, and you, Jude, are going to make it better, I am sure." 
 
    This name Jude is one she often calls me. She says it is from some obscure up-time rock and roll song. 
 
    So it was now my turn to get the work done and have something finished soon. Despite my assurance to Father A, I could not stop feeling it like the burden was too heavy for my shoulders. 
 
    When a composer wants to write a piece of music for a text, he needs to know such a text precisely. The construction and the meter of the poem must be perfectly clear to him. To do that I always used to carry the poem with me, reciting it in my head and out loud, paying close attention to any detail, the rhythm, the pauses, the cadences. After a while those written words become music; the letters, notes; the phrases, themes. 
 
    That moment is what I learned to call inspiration. For me it is a dream-like state where ideas flow freely from inside of you to the paper. It's a mystical trance that I believe is not so very different from that which touched the great mystic, John of the Cross. It is a moment when the spark of divinity that dwells in each of us glows brighter: a moment of perfect harmony with the Almighty. Prayer made with notes. 
 
    If inspiration is the base of successful composing, it is by no means all there is to it. One needs craftsmanship. A good balance between rhythm, melody and harmony requires a strenuous mathematical exercise. There are rules that help you put all the parts together and one has to follow them. Genial minds invent new rules and adapt their music to them: they are the Fibonacci and the Pythagoras of the musical world. My conundrum was being stuck between two sets of rules: the one set by the men of my time and the many, disaccording ones set in . . . not the future, but certainly a future. 
 
    An average composer writes approximately two minutes of music per day. Monteverdi and other great minds can write four minutes a day. My speed increased during the years with the strengthening of my musical muscles. Before my trip to Grantville I could write three minutes a day. 
 
    But that, again as the Grantvillers would say, was then, and this is now. (They have very many sayings, you see.) A week had passed since I’d received the lyrics and I had written nothing. Or worse, I had a growing amount of crumpled music sheets on the wooden floor of my room. I had wasted at least a florin's worth of paper, to no avail. I swung like a pendulum between mania and depression, at one end scribbling like a madman, only to call it all vanity and smoke like the Preacher and hurl it away. In my rare lucid moments, it would sometimes occur to me that this wastage of paper could make a pauper of me. 
 
    Surely it did not help living so close to a musical instrument shop where people worked until nightfall or after, or having to go to teach in class every day, or having decided to not use ornaments for this kind of composition. The up-time performers would not understand it and down-time German performers may be confused by them, for standard forms are different depending on which side of the Alps you’re on. But always I felt I could have done better, and the more the time passed and the closer my deadline became, the more frustrated I became. 
 
    Fortunately, Girolamo again became my deus ex machina. One day, when I couldn’t stand the noise coming from the garage anymore, I went downstairs and shouted to Girolamo and his apprentices to stop making all that noise. I was working too, and I was fed up to listen to their saws, hammers, planers. Girolamo didn't say anything; he just walked out of the place. I saw him coming back half an hour later. He entered my room, and began, without a word, to collect my paper, my quills and ink, and the other tools I used to write. He ignored me until he had them all in a package, then he turned to me and said, "Signora Elizabeth's husband is out of town for one week, and she has agreed to host you every day after school until you have finished writing. You may stay as late as you want, so she says." 
 
    "But," I started. 
 
    "No buts, Giacomo," he interrupted me. 
 
    "You are not the only one who wants this thing done. I know it's not proper, but I think nobody in town and probably in the whole world believes you would harass her. So put on your doublet and coat and go to her. She told me she is glad to help." 
 
    "I can't . . . " I tried to say again. 
 
    "Listen to me, you asino cocciuto." Here he grabbed me by the shoulder and shook me till my eyeballs rattled in my head. "I know as well as you that the Muse is a very jealous and finicky entity. If you want to enjoy her embrace you must show you are worthy of it. If you keep on sitting there, holding a grudge against the rest of the world, you will never do anything. So go affanculo somewhere else, but do not stay here in this room,” he concluded, shouting and pointing at the door with his forefinger. 
 
    His will overpowered my reluctance, and so to Elizabeth's I went. I admit that it was not proper, but by then I was desperate, willing to do even this if it open the door to the Muse. 
 
    Signora Elizabeth was waiting for me on the porch of her house. She was sitting on the swinger, sipping coffee from a large cup with a quilt on her shoulders against the chills of this German fall, so much more intense than we know in Rome. I did not know what to say. I was feeling very, very stupid, but at least my rage had cooled down. The months we spent working closely together weren't spent in vain, because she knew she had to break the ice someway. 
 
    "Girolamo told me you haven't eaten anything in two days. Please, come inside, I have plenty of leftovers to warm up." At the mention of food my stomach entered the scene with a theatrical growl. We went inside laughing. 
 
    It was definitely a hearty meal that Elizabeth offered me. An opera played on CD in the background as we sat. We engaged in small talk about everything but music, which greatly helped me relax. I felt all the tension accumulated in the last few days melt down and dissipate like late snow to a springtime sun. 
 
    The last thing I remember is falling asleep. 
 
    When I woke up it was dark. I was laying under a quilt on the comfortable piece of furniture the Americans call a sofa, with my shoes on the floor. The first thought that came to my mind was to look at my feet to make sure there weren't holes in my stockings. 
 
    I stood up; the arms of the living room clock indicated that it was an hour before dawn. I suddenly realized that there was something in my head that was begging to come out: for the first time, I had a theme. 
 
    My composer training took command. I was frantic for a moment, but then I saw the package Girolamo had created. Before I realized it I was sitting at a table writing music without any particular effort. 
 
    One of the rules that I abide by is to never begin working out a composition before the outline of the whole thing has taken definite form. When I started writing it became clear that the whole outline was there, waiting for the speed of my hands to put it down on paper. 
 
    When Elizabeth and her children, Daniel and Leah, woke up, they found me scribing with fury on the kitchen dining table. 
 
    Even if little Leah knew me well, seeing me so abruptly invading her house must have frightened her young soul because she started crying. Her cry made me realize I wasn't alone anymore. 
 
    "I am sorry I scared the children, Elizabeth," I apologized. "I didn't expect you to be up so early on a Saturday." 
 
    "Oh no, Giacomo, don't worry. It was just the surprise that startled them. If you had kids you'd know they decide when it's time to wake up. You remember Mr. Giacomo, don't you, Leah? Say hello to him." 
 
    "Good morning, Mr. Giacomo," the child said with a sleepy voice. 
 
    "Good morning to you, gnappetta," I answered using the Roman nickname I gave her when I first became acquainted with her. 
 
    She giggled. "That means little one in Roman dialect, Momma," she said. I love the way she giggles when I call her so. 
 
    "Mr. Giacomo is here to write wonderful music, and from what I see he has already begun. He is going to be our guest this day, and we all are going to help him." 
 
    "Elizabeth, I don't want to be of any disturbance to you and your family. I can go back home, it's not a big deal." I began to gather my things, trying to think where I could go to resume the work. 
 
    "Do you think I want to lose the occasion to assist a master when he is composing?" she asked. "I have already talked to my neighbor, and she will baby sit the kids until dinner. Until then Giacomo, I am all yours." 
 
    I think she realized what she just said a moment too late, when we both started blushing. 
 
    "Well," I said, trying to get a hold on myself, "let me prepare breakfast while you and i bambini get ready. If my life as a bachelor taught me something it is how to cook a good meal." I stepped to the stove. "Eggs and bacon?" I kept on hoping that my blabbering helped to ease our embarrassment. "Do you know that eggs were Dante's favorite food?" 
 
    After breakfast Daniel and Leah left and we went to work. We made a good team, to use another of those American expressions. 
 
    We worked frantically, without a break. I have very rarely felt such a creative energy vibrating and such a synchrony with another human being. 
 
    We examined my ideas beginning with the vocal theme, then bass theme and the other instrumental parts. I walked in circles around the room dictating the notes as they came to my mind. Elizabeth was sitting on the piano writing the notes and then singing or playing them on the piano. 
 
    I could see the three great factors of music clearly in my mind: melody, rhythm, and harmony, combined in a single creation. Slowly the pauses, the rhythm, and the counterpoints began to take shape. 
 
    Even the adagio, perhaps the part I found most difficult to compose, was written quickly and without too much revision. Finally, bar, after bar, passage after passage, movement after movement, the main motif was complete. 
 
    I stopped walking around the living room, turned toward Elizabeth and said, "That's it. It's done, we don't need more. Sure, there are still subsidiary motifs to be added and the lines for the single instruments to be written, but what we did has something miraculous in it. Do you realize that in just nine hours we wrote over ten minutes of music?" 
 
    Elizabeth stood up and answered while handing me the music sheets, "Well, that's great, Giacomo! I don't know about you, but I am a wreck. I have almost no voice left, and my fingers hurt, but hey, I can't say it wasn't worth it!" 
 
    It was dark outside and, looking at the clock, another marvel of technical art that anywhere else would get you burned on a stake, she realized that her children would come back shortly. 
 
    She invited me to stay and eat dinner with them. I looked a last time at the sheets of music I was holding in my hands and reluctantly lifted my eyes from them and smiled at Elizabeth. 
 
    "Madonna, being weary and in pain is the price that those who spread harmony in the world must pay. But I believe it's a small toll compared to the joys it brings. But at least I can alleviate the pain of domestic chores and invite you and your children to dine out. Besides, I am anxious to discover if this music is really worthy to be played in public. I suggest we play it to Maestro Zenti and see his reactions. He may be our . . . how do you call it? He may be our guinea pork." 
 
    "Speaking about pork, I’m hungry. I wouldn’t mind a huge pizza with sausage and mushrooms. Why don't you pick up Maestro Zenti while I order one? Delivery in one hour!" 
 
    I followed her plan and was back in less than an hour with an extremely curious Girolamo and a bottle of the best wine we had at home to celebrate. Once our hunger was finally calmed by a gargantuan American version of the Neapolitan dish, and with the children in bed, Elizabeth finally performed the Lament for our one man audience. 
 
    It was the simpler version of the Lament for a Fallen Eagle in five actions for orchestra, choir and soloist voice, just the piano and Elizabeth's voice. Nevertheless I saw Girolamo, whose knowledge of German was as bad as his knowledge of English, sincerely moved. 
 
    At the end of the performance he got off the couch, bowed to us, stood up again and looked at us in silence. His forehead was frowned and his gaze lost. I knew, for having done it so many times myself, that he was trying to find the right words in a foreign language. 
 
    "Mrs. Elizabeth, Giacomo: I believe that many years from now scholars will study the records about this evening, and they will make of today a far more epic day because nothing else will make justice to what I heard sung tonight." 
 
    He kept on paying us compliments for the rest of the evening and wanted to listen to the Lament another three times, being curious about the final arrangement and giving ?some useful advices on how to tweak it. Someway, though, I felt he wasn't saying it all. 
 
    So, later, while we were strolling back home he punched me in the shoulder and, trying not to laugh too hard, he said, "Are you happy now? I knew it, you bastard, that you needed a muse! And there is no doubt that Mrs. Jordan is so more fit than me for the part!" 
 
    You see, Father Thomas, music is different from the other fine arts. Everybody can see immediately the results of the painter's and the sculptor's work. Everybody can listen to the poet reading his words while he composes, but the music composer needs help to translate his creation in art. Without skilled and highly trained artists to play it, his production is nothing else but obscure symbols written on a pentagram. Without valid performers, his art is just simple mathematics. 
 
    So it was very clear to me that the first thing to do once the writing part was over was to find those artists, rehearse with them and then share with them the glory or the shame for what I created. The Lament was primarily a song, and I wrote it with one person in mind, the only one that I've met in Germany that could dare touch those notes, Miss Marla Linder. 
 
    Yes, Father Thomas, I know that the Holy Father frowns upon the women who sing in public. But even he came to hear Francesca Caccini, La Cecchina, songbird of the court of the Medicis in Florence. Yet Miss Linder's voice surpasses even hers. 
 
    I had no funds and no time to invite a castrato such as young Baldassarre Ferri or Il Prosperino to cross the Alps, or even a Venetian artist. I had no doubt that the church choir would perform admirably, but without Miss Linder the Lament would have to become something else. 
 
    The problem was that Miss Linder was not in town. She was gone to Magdeburg to look for greater glory, and I was not sure whether she would have been able to come back in time. But one must try, you see, so that Sunday I worked only in perfecting the vocal line for the parts I wrote for Miss Marla, and the day after I sent it to her and Franz Sylwester, together with a letter that invited her to perform it for Saint Stephen's Day. In the letter I explained that I would not be able to pay her for her performance, because it was already decided that the revenue from the ticket sales would go to finance Saint Mary’s charities. 
 
    Nevertheless, I added that if she had any financial needs, since traveling is expensive, I would be happy to contribute with my own personal funds. Once I mailed the package I had only to wait, being aware of the fabled efficiency of the USE Postal service. 
 
    My job was just begun: I needed to coordinate the rest of the performance and the other parts of the choral concert. Besides, I wanted the opinion of other experts. Girolamo's opinion about the lament flattered me, but it was not enough. 
 
    I scheduled a meeting in the school's music room (see how direct and efficient is this American English is? It reminds me of Latin in more than one way) with Marcus Wendell and Brian Grady, respectively the directors of the school band and of the church choir. 
 
    To speed up the meeting I sent them copies of the Lament three days before, so they would have more time to form an opinion about my music. 
 
    After the first usual small talk I was glad when they finally went straight to the point. Mr. Wendell was the first to talk. 
 
    "Maestro, to be completely frank I should have not been surprised by this piece. I mean, since the Ring of Fire we've seen plenty of strange things, but this is the first time that I see the effects of this mix of twentieth and sixteenth century in something so close to my heart. I have to say that even so, this composition is unusual. It's like Elizabethan antiques in a glass and concrete building, or seeing a man in doublet and plumed hat eating a cheeseburger with fries, the Campbell soup can painted by Rubens. Totally unique, but it shows taste and I believe it has a huge potential." 
 
    "I agree," said Mr. Grady. "It's baroque enough to please the tastes of any down-timer, but, at the same time it's modern enough, no pun intended, to not be boring. The closest thing I can compare it to is Albinoni's Adagio. It was a lost eighteenth century music fragment until, in the 1950's, an Italian musicologist found and rearranged it, making of it one of the most famous pieces everybody knows. Of course, Albinoni himself would hardly recognize it. Apparently you Italians have a knack for this kind of thing, no pun intended." He chuckled as if joking. 
 
    "Well, I am glad Girolamo is not here to hear you. I am very afraid he would have made sure to meet you tomorrow morning at dawn in some hidden clearing in the woods, and I would hate to see some of my best friends slaughtering each other in a duel. Besides, how many times do I have to tell you that Italians do not exist? There are subjects of His Sanctity the Pontiff, subjects of His Highness the Grand Duke of Tuscany, Citizens of the Most Serene Republic of Venice, Subjects of His Most Catholic Majesty of Spain, well maybe too many of them, and so on. Consider yourself summoned to my next seminar," I answered, waving a not-so-threatening finger at him. 
 
    "But I am glad you both liked the piece," I continued. "Brian, we have a lot of work to do and I need your support, and Marcus, I would love to borrow your best tambourine from the band, snare drums if possible. Maybe you could give him some extra credit for that?" 
 
    "It seems reasonable to me. Can I help you in any other way?" 
 
    "Well, I think I have almost everyone I need.  However, I am thinking about adding a cello line for counter melody, but I don't know any cellists.” 
 
    "None of our up-timers play the cello," Mr. Wendell replied, to my horror. I knew that I had approached the limits of civilization by coming north of the Alps, but it had not occurred to me that I had perhaps gone beyond them until this moment. No cellists? Not even a viola da gamba? "Sorry. The Grantville school district was too small to offer a strings program, and the popular music of the up-time just didn't use many strings except guitar, banjo, violin, and bass." Banjo? I will have to find out about this banjo, I think to myself. "But maybe you should audition among the down-timers." 
 
    "Audition, what is that?" 
 
    Brian Grady answered. "Put an ad in the newspapers and tell anybody who is interested to come to Saint Mary's and  show you their skills with the instrument. I can help if you need it. It could be fun." 
 
    "It is a good idea, but I don't have much money to spare. If they don't want to play pro bono it could be a problem." 
 
    "I am sure that once the rumors about the Lament increase a little you will find many artists willing to be part of it. It's worth trying, anyway. At worst you will find yourself in the same situation you are now." 
 
    So we placed the ad, and we waited a few days. 
 
    Well it seems that when you do something good, Our Lord gives you a hand. Once he heard about my quest for a violoncellist, Johannes Fichtold offered to lend his new cello with the long pin for the audition and the performance, an opportunity that would make any artist worth of the name more interested in trying for the part. 
 
    When the day came, twelve players showed up. In the beginning it was frustrating because none of the first eight candidates seemed capable enough for what I wanted, but the Divine Providence smiled on me once again with the ninth player. 
 
    His name is Karel Nedved, a young, meek, blondish, refugee from Bohemia. He works in one of the plants here, employed by that Mr. Stone who will be soon part of the delegation to Venice. His impressive skills were very unexpected, because until that moment Mr. Nedved was renowned more for his valiant behavior in the sports arena than for anything else. 
 
    Apparently Mr. Stone's sons love an up-time sport called soccer, similar to the game they play in Florence, with the difference that the use of the hands is strongly limited if not forbidden. It originated in your land, dear Father, and in the twentieth century became the most played sport in the world. 
 
    Considering that it doesn't require any special equipment to play, it's not hard to see why. 
 
    Anyway, until that very moment Mr. Nedved's fame was due to the way he could kick the ball, but once I saw the bold way he used the bow tip to give extra strength to his notes and heard how he could play a tremolo, a martelé, a staccato, and the vibrato, I knew that this small and young man was a great artist in the making. 
 
    When a great artist plays there is no distinction between the man and the instrument: they become one single entity. I could see this in the way Mr. Nedved played. The bow, the strings, and the vibrations produced when they met, were not made of wood, metal, and horsehair, but were the flesh, bones, and breath of a living organism. The discovery of Mr. Nedved was another one of those hidden treasures that seem to crowd this part of Thuringia-Franconia. 
 
    My good day didn't end there, either. I came home to find a letter from Marla Linder and Franz Sylwester telling me how much they liked my composition and that they would be honored to join the rest of us in Grantville once Marla's recital in Magdeburg was performed early in December. 
 
    So, with the ensemble recruited, it was time for rehearsals. Except that these Americans have all these days where they just take time off and play. I mean, it truly makes sense to celebrate the saints' days. One must, after all, remain on Heaven's good side. But to take two days off just for something called Thanksgiving? Just to celebrate a small group of Protestants surviving a voyage to the New World in a leaky boat? I moan, I pull my hair, I act  frenzied, but even Brian Grady laughs,  pats my shoulder, and tells me to take it easy. Easy for him to say, he is not the one who has written the music and, like a mother bird, wants the musical egg to hatch just right. He is not the one whose reputation before God and the Holy Father is at stake. I ranted. It was a good rant, too, worthy of friend Girolamo at his best. Alas, it did no good. They all went home to their feasts. 
 
    And then it was Saturday, and no one does anything like work in Grantville on Saturday if they can avoid it—and that included rehearsals, it seemed. And then came Sunday, and of course we can't rehearse on Sunday, Master Giacomo. Bah! 
 
    Four days I had to wait. Four days! 
 
    Girolamo made me leave again on Friday, and Elizabeth suggested walking. So for three days I walked all over Grantville. There should be grooves in the hard stuff of their streets from where I walked my own Via Dolorosa over and over again. 
 
    But then it was finally Monday. We were to meet at St. Mary's Church in the evening. I was there as soon as my last class at the school was finished. It still feels funny that classes are so rigidly timed, you know. There are days where I am cut off in mid-discussion by that most obnoxious bell. But that Monday I minded it not at all, and when my last class was done I went out the door and down the street so quickly that I caused a breeze. 
 
    So I was the first one at the church, three o'clock by the church clock. Rehearsal would not begin until six o'clock. I set out the music: put the instrumental parts on their stands and the choir parts on their seats. I looked at the clock—quarter past the hour. I straightened all the parts just so and dusted all the chairs and stands and the piano. I looked at the clock—half past the hour. I began biting my fingernails. I would without doubts have gnawed my hand to the wrist but that Father Kircher poked his head in the door. 
 
    "Giacomo! What are you doing here?" 
 
    "Waiting for the choir and the instruments so we can rehearse." 
 
    "Isn't that at six tonight?" 
 
    "Yes, Father." 
 
    He opened the door wider. "Giacomo, come with me." 
 
    "But . . . " 
 
    "Giacomo," he interrupted me. "Come with me." And he lowered his bushy eyebrows into a frown. Father A's frown is a very good one, Father Thomas, equally as good as yours, if you can believe it. 
 
    So I went with him to the rectory, where he gave me a cup of not-so-good German wine and began to tell me stories of his student days when he sang in choirs and would upon occasion attempt to lead one. The stories were all very funny and most unlikely to have happened—except with Father A you never know for sure. 
 
    I lost track of the time, which I am sure was that wily Jesuit's plan, until Brian Grady stepped into the doorway. "Father, do you know where . . . Giacomo, there you are! We're waiting on you, what are you doing over here?" Father A just smiled that smooth angelic Jesuit smile as I was led away, sputtering. I ask you Father, is that fair? 
 
    But once the rehearsal started, my nerves settled very quickly, and within minutes I was fine, playing the piano, coaching the instrumentalists, and giving Brian and the choir ideas of what I wanted. 
 
    Most of Franz Sylwester's musician friends went to Magdeburg along with him and Miss Linder earlier in the year. But two or three remained in Grantville, and by Providence two of them could play parts I needed. Friederich Braun is a journeyman instrument crafter in the new firm of Bledsoe and Riebeck, piano and instrument makers. They are friendly competition for Girolamo. Grantville has no guilds, of course. Friederich could play violin, not at what the Grantvillers would call a "world class" level, but well enough for what I had written. And his friend Thomas Schwarzberg borrowed a viola from Friederich's showroom. Friederich is a goodly sized young man, being a finger's width taller than me, even. But his friend Thomas is worthy of his name, which means Black Mountain. He is the tallest German I have met yet. But for all his size, and despite his protests that he wasn't really a viola player, his touch on the strings was nice. And young Karel was every bit as good with the cello as his audition had promised. 
 
    The first evening ended. Brian and the instrumentalists gathered with me after the choir left. "We sounded awful," Brian said. "I told you we could do this, but now I am wondering if I must eat those words." 
 
    I laughed. "Brian, for a first rehearsal, everything sounded like a first rehearsal should. You are fine, the choir is fine, they will learn their parts. It will work." 
 
    He nodded like he wasn't sure. "Trust me. I am the composer. If anyone is to be fretful, it is me. Now go home to your family, and leave the worrying to me, eh?" He laughed and left, waving from the door. 
 
    Next the instruments looked at me: Friederich, Thomas, Karel, and the young Dennis Grady from the high school, a member of St. Mary's parish who Marcus Wendell has suggested to play the drum parts. 
 
    "Any words for us?" Thomas asked me. They all looked a bit worried as well. 
 
    "No," I said. "Or rather, the same words. Yes, things were rough tonight, but we have three weeks to rehearse before Miss Linder arrives back from the big city, and it will all be good by then." That seemed to brighten their faces, and they followed Brian out the door. I watched them go, hoping in my insides that I had not just lied to my friends. 
 
    Oh, yes, I should also mention that on that same day Girolamo had loaded the up-time Steinway onto a boat. This was the piano that he had bought and rebuilt.  He had been preparing it for so many months; it was a beautiful piece now and played so well. Anyway, Girolamo had found in his head the thought that he would take this piano to Magdeburg and give it to Captain-General Gustavus himself. With, of course, the thought that he might receive some slight donative for it as well as the fame of being the instrument maker for the emperor himself. So on that day he left for Magdeburg. The house was strangely quiet with both he and Johannes Fichtold gone on this errand that Girolamo had contrived. But I confess that my focus was so much on the rehearsals I barely noticed that they were gone. 
 
    We rehearsed three nights a week, and by the end of the first week I decided I had not lied to them: they were getting better. 
 
    By the end of the second week they had improved enough that I had to ask Elizabeth to come in during the third week and take the part of Miss Linder so that the choir and the instrumentalists could begin to feel the entire work. She was gracious enough to make that sacrifice of her time for me. Although as a singer she was not as good as Miss Linder, which she admitted to everyone the first night she was there, she was good enough to hold the parts together around the solos. 
 
    Truly, Father, I had more time to rehearse than I had ever had in Rome, except for those rare occasions when the Holy Father was to make an appearance. And although the musicians perhaps weren't the best in the world, they were adequate, and the rehearsals were making them very solid in their parts. So after three weeks I was feeling safe . . . no, I mean secure. And then Miss Linder arrived. 
 
    I remember the night well. It was Wednesday, December 21. I remember she arrived early and asked if there were a nearby room where she could finish warming up her voice. Father A happened to be there, and he allowed her to use the sacristy. As the other members were arriving, we could hear her voice through the door, rising and falling. Precisely at seven o'clock, the agreed upon time to begin the rehearsal, the door opened and she joined us. Her husband-to-be, Franz Sylwester, had quite appropriately returned to Grantville with her, and he went to sit in a seat in what I can only call the nave of the church. Miss Linder, who told me to call her Marla, looked to me, and I told her to stand before the instruments. 
 
    I sat at my place at the organ, took a deep breath, and said, "Let us begin at measure forty-seven." That is a trick I learned from Marcus Wendell. It makes it much easier to tell choir and instruments where to begin or stop, or where a problem is. Such a little thing, it may seem, but it really helps. 
 
    The place I was having them start is where the choir enters with a line to prepare a setting for the soloist, and then the soloist sings for the first time. I gave the beginning nod to the instrumentalists, they played the first chord, and the choir sang. At exactly the right place, Miss Linder, Marla, began her first part, exactly. 
 
    I really and truly don't remember much of that night. Her voice filled the church completely, with such resonance and such power that it drove almost all thought from my mind. It was a good thing that my hands and feet knew their parts, for my mind was afloat on a sea of amazement. I could tell that everyone in the room except her husband and her close friends among the instruments felt the same as I did. Even though most of them knew her from her years in the high school, most of them had not heard her sing in some time. It was just a great "Wow," as the Grantvillers put it. 
 
    Miss Linder is the consummate musician, Father, a joy to work with. We moved from section to section. She listened to my wishes, she sang with awareness of what was going on around her, she would stop and ask for my preferences on certain elements or figures. And she sang; oh, how she sang. 
 
    Soon it was nine o'clock. We had worked without a stop for two hours, and the choir members were beginning to flag, to fade. Brian Grady looked to me, and I nodded. 
 
    "All right, folks," he called out. "That's enough for tonight. See you on Friday night, same time." 
 
    I walked home that night, not certain that my feet were touching earth. 
 
    We had two more rehearsals before the performance, one on December 19th and one on Monday, December 23rd. They went as well as did the first rehearsal with Miss Linder, although I was in somewhat better control of myself, more aware of what was happening and therefore was able to make direction to the performers somewhat better than I had. 
 
    The performance happened on Thursday, December 26, St. Stephen's Day. It was appropriate, I thought, to honor one martyr on the day of the first great martyred saint. I really wanted one more rehearsal, but the Grantvillers make a big celebration for Christmas, much more than we do in Rome, and they shut down even more than they do for Thanksgiving. I had to settle myself for half an hour or so before the performance. It wasn't enough, because I could not risk wearing out the voices of the choir, and then people began arriving early to sit in the nave. The one night of the year when it would have been a help if everyone had been fashionably late, but they instead decide to come not even at the correct time, but early. People! 
 
    Miss Linder, Marla, I should say, stepped away and took a bag from the front row of seats. She looked at me, and said, "This is the same gown I wore in my recital in Magdeburg. That went well, so maybe it will be an equally good omen here." She went to the women's restroom to change. I should explain that Marla is a large woman, taller than me, with long black hair and blue eyes that seem to laugh at times. She is not the most beautiful woman I have ever seen, but when she smiles, which she often does, she draws the eye of every man who sees her. I think that Leonardo da Vinci or Michelangelo would have found her a worthy subject. 
 
    The seats in the nave continued to fill until there was scarcely room to move an elbow. Precisely at seven o’clock the door to the sacristy opened and Father A walked out, followed by Marla and Franz. Franz took his place in the front row of seats, while Marla walked to her place in front of the instruments. Father A stood in front of all of us, hands clasped in front of him, and said, "Thank you for coming tonight, my friends. It is our hope that the music that is offered to you tonight will speak to you about Hans Richter, our young friend, but not too young to willingly sacrifice himself for a noble cause. In the words of our Lord, 'Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends.' So it is tonight our friends will present to us all Lament for a Fallen Eagle." 
 
    Father A stepped down and sat beside Franz. It was time. I gave the nod to the instrumentalists, and we began. 
 
    Father Thomas, the highest experience for any musician is to lose himself in the music as he performs, to simply be part of something greater as the music is realized and set free. I have always compared it in my mind to Saint Paul's description of the body of the church. That night it went further than that. I can't describe it, but some of the mystics of the church talk about feeling part of something greater. It was like that, I think. We could all feel that in some way we were all part of one performer. It was as if Marla had absorbed us in some way, that we were carried along in her train. 
 
    The entire piece, variations and all, consists of only twenty minutes or so. We came to the end and stopped. Not one of us moved, the performers or the audience. There was a silent hush that, do not laugh at me, Father, was almost holy. Finally, someone in the back of the nave began to clap, then someone else, then with a rush everyone in the nave was clapping, standing up, a few even standing on the seats. Brian Grady wanted me to step forward, but I shook my head and made him do it. He waved a hand at the choir, then at the instruments. The clapping redoubled when he waved a hand at Marla. Last of all he waved his hand at me, and Marla came over and took my hand to drag me from my seat behind the organ. The clapping had started to die down, but rebounded at that. 
 
    Father A looked at me and held his arms out as if he held a violin and moved his right arm as if he were playing. Then he pointed to me and to the organ. I could see he wanted us to play more. I muttered the measure number for the final part, the great climax, to Marla, then turned and flashed my fingers in numbers to the instruments and choir, mouthing the words to them. Everyone began turning pages to go that place. I returned to the organ, caught everyone's eye, and nodded. We began the finale. Everyone in the nave sat down immediately and listened as we did it again. If anything, it was even better than the first time. It seemed so to me, though I could not see a way that could be possible. 
 
    The applause was even louder the second time. 
 
    I don't know how long it was before people started leaving, but for some time people kept coming to talk to me and Marla. Father A just stood nearby with his smooth Jesuit smile, and Franz, himself smiling, stood a step behind Marla. At length Girolamo Zenti pushed his way through the crowd. "See, Maestro, I was right, was I not?" His voice boomed and echoed in the nave. "Is this not the greatest work you have ever done?" 
 
    "Perhaps," I responded. "Only God will know. And I thought you were in Magdeburg! What are you doing here?" 
 
    He placed a hand on his heart and a wounded expression on his face. "How can you believe that I would miss this night, of all nights?" He straightened with a laugh and said, "Ahhh, the king was not in Magdeburg, so I did my business with the princess instead. And since I could hear Signorina Marla's recital while I was there, I had double reason to be here tonight. And look," he reached behind him and drew someone up beside him, "I brought a friend." 
 
    A friend, he said! Father, it was Il Prosperino, the finest castrato and gentilhuomo in all of Italy, favorite of the Holy Father himself, and if not the finest musician in Italy, then certainly one of the top three. 
 
    "A pleasure to see you again, Maestro," he purred with a bow. "I confess that I looked forward to this trip to Berlin with dread, but instead I found the redoubtable Signorina Marla in Magdeburg and I find you in Grantville. Perhaps I will stay awhile. Things certainly seem to be more interesting here than they will be in cold and isolated Berlin." 
 
    I regained my wits and we chatted for a moment; he then wandered off on the arm of some local bigwig. Zenti took his leave as well. The musicians lingered for a while, as musicians will do after such an experience, but at length they began drifting off one by one, Franz and Marla being the last to go. I went to the platform, collected the music, straightened the chairs, and then found my coat. If I have not mentioned it before, December in Grantville is rather chilly. As I paused at the door to turn off the light, I heard someone. 
 
    "A good evening, was it not, Giacomo?" It was Father A, sitting in the last row of seats in the nave. "Did I not promise you it would be thus?" 
 
    "Yes, Father, you did. Thank you for dragging me into your net and making me do it." 
 
    "You're welcome, Giacomo. Have a good night." 
 
    "Good night to you, Father." 
 
    I went out into the dark night and walked home. I walked slowly, just savoring the feeling as if it were a fine wine. I felt as if I were king of the world, at that moment, as if it all had been laid at my feet. Too bad I didn't know about the changes that would be coming at me before long. 
 
    But that will have to wait for another letter. This one is too long as it is. It is so large that the postal service may charge extra. 
 
    May your health be good and your spirits joyous, Father Thomas. 
 
    Your servant and student, 
 
    Giacomo Carissimi 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Euterpe: The Muse of Music  
 
    Episode 5 
 
    By Enrico Toro and David Carrico 
 
      
 
    To Father Thomas Fitzherbert SJ, 
 
    Illustrissimus Collegium Anglicanum 
 
    Roma 
 
    From Maestro Giacomo Carissimi, 
 
    Grantville, USE 
 
    Second day of September, in our Lord’s year 1634. 
 
    Esteemed Father, 
 
    Yes, I know that I am very delinquent in responding to your last letter—no, it is last letters, since you have written three times to me since I last set pen to paper. Mea culpa, Father Thomas, mea maxima culpa. In your last letter you charged me with indolence. Acquit me, please, dear Father. As busy as affairs in Rome and Venice have been, so you say, they have been even busier in these northern lands, where even in high summer one finds the air cold at times. So much has happened since my last letter, it is hard to know with which theme to begin my overture. But see, my English is better, so much so that I’m beginning to shape words like notes, this letter like a song. 
 
    I do thank you for your wonderful account of the arrival of Father Mazzare and Pastor Jones at the papal court. The people of Grantville are very interested in their affairs. Several evenings, people bought my wine at the Thuringen Gardens in order to hear of these matters. And the local newspaper even paid to be able to print the entire letter so that everyone in Grantville could read of it. Your name is now known to even the future, good Father. Please send me more such recountings. I want to know as much as the Grantvillers, for Father Mazzare is a very good man, and a priest who would stand in the first rank of any company of priests. I like him very much. 
 
    So, to pick up at where we left off, as the Grantvillers would say, we must look back to January. The season of Advent was passed, as were Christmas and Epiphany. Winter had descended: winter like the people of Roma never know. Cold, it was. Very cold. So cold Girolamo Zenti, the man you know never lacks for words, had trouble describing it. But strangely, I was very happy. The Lament for a Fallen Eagle had gone very well in performance a few weeks earlier. People still stopped me to say how much enjoyment they got from it. I was so lucky that Frau Marla Linder had been here to sing it. Even if it never is sung again, I heard it once in perfectness. 
 
    So my spirit was joyous, happy, almost like a choir boy who has a long holiday because the choir master is gone. But then a letter came that chilled my soul until it was as cold as midnight in Grantville. 
 
    I am from Marino, you know. It is not such a grand place, but it is surrounded by vineyards, so it is a good place to be a cooper, a maker of barrels and casks. My father, Amico, and uncles and brothers, and my grandfather Carissimo before them, made barrels. Even the Colonna family, lords of that place, grand though they present themselves, bought from the craftsmen of our family. But my father saw that I had something in me that would not be content to shape staves of oak. He led me to the chapel-master at the parish of Santa Lucia and thus opened up to me the world of music, where I learned to shape staves of notes. 
 
    Poor Papa. We loved each other very dear, but that bluff gruff man, sometimes I would see him looking at me like a starling who had found a cuckoo's egg in her nest. 
 
    I am what I am today because of my father. And so you understand that when I received a letter from my brother Francesco I was appalled to read of my father's death. I last saw him not long before I left for Grantville. He was the same as always. But this missive from my brother told a tale of sadness. 
 
    A craftsman who works with wood works with many sharp tools, and to be cut by them is part of the game, as up-timers say. So Papa dropped a tool and put a cut in his leg. A little cut, so small Francesco said it barely bled. A cut no one would think much about. But several days later, he collapsed in the workshop, burning up with fever.  Francesco said Papa said he didn't want to worry anyone. The leg was red and swollen. The next day it was turning dark, and very swollen, and red streaks were running up his leg. It was the wound rot. Francesco said that he died only a few more days later, and that it was a mercy that he did. 
 
    I read Francesco's letter to a nurse in Grantville, and she said that if Papa had been in Grantville, he would still be alive. Anti-biotics, I think she said. But Papa was not in Grantville, in cold Thuringia. He was in little Marino, south of Roma, where they have maybe heard little of Granville or its miracles and medicines. And I was not there to say goodbye, or to sing for him, or anything. 
 
    Francesco's letter tore a hole in my soul, Father, one that even now is there. But I have learned to live with it. 
 
    But then—ah, then I was frozen. Then I was hurting so bad. All the years I had been in Roma, I knew that Papa was in Marino, even though I could not see him. I could feel him, I think. There was a corner of my heart where he lived. But now he was gone. That corner was dark. My heart was cold. I grieved, Father. Oh, how I grieved. 
 
    Girolamo read the letter when he found me sitting like a lump and staring, not talking. His big hand rested on my shoulder, but he said nothing to me, only picked up his hat and left. He came back with Elizabeth, that is, Mrs. Jordan. She said nothing, just sat at the table with me and took my hand. 
 
    It is not clear now how long I sat. I do remember that the angle of the sun through the window had marched around like a meridiana, a sun dial. Finally, Elizabeth stood, moved to the cabinet and poured a glass of wine, which she set in front of me. "Drink it," she said. I tried to wave it off, but she insisted. "Drink it!" So I did, only it went down the wrong way, and I coughed it up all over Elizabeth and the table. 
 
    I looked at her. She was baptized in red, and the expression on her face, it was too much. I laughed, just for a moment; then I cried. I cried for Papa, for my uncles and brothers and sisters, and last for me. It hurt so bad, Father, it hurt so bad to know I would never see him again on this earth. 
 
    Elizabeth found a towel and wiped the wine drops up from her clothes, then wiped the wine from my moustache and beard. Then, gently, so gently, she wiped the tears from my face. "You loved him?" she asked me. 
 
    "Si, gli volevo molto bene," I whispered, losing my English for just that moment. I took the towel from her, and twisted it in my hands. 
 
    "Tell me about him," she said, refilling my glass and sitting across from me. And so I did. I told her everything about him: his big square scarred hands, the mole on his cheek, the crooked eyetooth, his head so bald with a fringe of gray hairs, his laugh, his eyes that would twinkle. I told her about his love for Mama, who died almost twelve years ago. I told of how he would make little jokes on the apprentices. I told her all the stories I could remember, including how he and the parish priest went fishing one day, and he pushed the priest in the stream. Elizabeth laughed at that. 
 
    It was very late when I ran out of words. It had been dark outside for a long time. I looked at Elizabeth. "You need to go to your children," I said. "But grazie di cuore for sitting with me." 
 
    "You going to be okay?" she asked. 
 
    "Si, I will be . . . not fine, but . . . I can handle it now." 
 
    "Okay." She stood up, walked around the table and hugged me. "Your dad sounds like a really nice man. I wish I could have met him." 
 
    "You would have liked him," I said, again choking a little, "and he would have liked you." 
 
    "Your memories are a testimony to him," she said, letting go of the hug, "a monument." 
 
    I finished off the pitcher of wine after she left, and went to bed. 
 
    The next days, they were hard, but I had a purpose that lifted me. When I woke up the morning after I got the letter, Elizabeth had left a note saying she would tell the school of my loss and not to come in to teach. For a moment, just one, everything I felt the day before crashed back in to me. But then I remembered something else, when Elizabeth had said my memories of Papa were a monument. I am a musician, you know, so I think things in music. And most natural, what came to me was to write a work for Papa. 
 
    I thought first to write a requiem mass. But then I decided not to. Most masses are written for and because of famous people, you know. Every Tomas, Ricardo and Enrico has a requiem mass written for them. Papa was not famous; he was a common man. Not for Papa the fame, the glory of a requiem. No, for my devout Papa, who loved the Bible stories so much, for him I would write a Passio, a Passion—the passion story from the Gospel of San Matteo. 
 
    So after a couple of cups of coffee, made strong in the up-time manner to wake me up and settle the head I had from too much wine the night before, I had a little bread and olive oil. Already the notes were turning in my head. Cramming the bread into my mouth, I went to the little piano in the room, and played. Thoughts, notes, melodies, flew through my head and down my arms into my fingers. Music filled the room. I saw Girolamo stick his head in the door, smile, and leave me to it. 
 
    I do not know how long I played, Father Thomas. It must have been hours, though, for when I looked up at one place, there was Elizabeth, sitting in a chair, listening. 
 
    "Hello," I said, stilling my hands. "How long have you been there? Why didn't you say something?" 
 
    "A while," she said, grinning at me, "and I didn't want to disturb you. It looked like good therapy." 
 
    I shrugged, and made notes again. "Just thinking, feeling. I am going to write a monument to Papa. A passion." 
 
    "Giacomo!" she exclaimed. "How wonderful! Do you have a theme yet?" 
 
    So practical, Elizabeth is. Of course, after working with me on the Lament for a Fallen Eagle, she has some idea of how I think. 
 
    "Actually, I have four." I played one as I sang without words. 
 
    "That is the theme from your Lament," she nodded. "Appropriate." 
 
    Next I improvised against a melody she would know. 
 
    Elizabeth clapped her hands. "Oh, Giacomo, the theme from Bach's Passacaglia in C Minor! How beautiful. What's next?" 
 
    For the third one I just played, and I grinned as Elizabeth's eyes popped wide and her jaw did drop. "Giacomo, you wouldn't. Not You've Lost That Lovin' Feeling! Not in a passion." 
 
    "Why not? It's a good melody, and Papa always liked a joke." 
 
    She just shook her head, and I moved on to the last theme, which I improvised for some time. 
 
    When I stopped at the end, Elizabeth said nothing, just sat with her hands tightly folded together. I could see tears waiting to flow, so I pulled a handkerchief from my sleeve and handed it to her. She dabbed her eyes, and looked at me so solemn. "I don't know that one, but it was beautiful." 
 
    "You don't know it," I told her, "because it is new. I made it just today." 
 
    She nodded, and wiped her eyes again. "It is beautiful." 
 
    "So, I have two themes from the future, and two themes of my own from now. I think I am ready." 
 
    I turned again to my friend Father Athanasius Kircher, SJ, for the text. I had decided to use the same texts as the great Johann Sebastian Bach had used for his St. Matthew’s Passion in the future, but for Papa, I wanted the Latin, not the German. The good father was able to provide me a clean text of those passages in modern Latin in just a few days. He is Jesuit, after all; so to say he knows his Bible is like saying water is wet. It did not take him long. 
 
    You may be expecting, Father, to read of another epic marathon of music composing like when Lament for a Fallen Eagle was birthed. It did not happen that way. Yes, the writing of music does sometimes take that white-hot path through a forge. For example, the great oratorio Messiah, written a hundred years from now by one Georg Friederich Handel according to the up-timers, over three hours of music, was written in twenty-four days. Against that account, our labor—Elizabeth's and mine—in writing the Lament was fast but not fantastic. 
 
    But more often, the composer writes at a steady, consistent pace, crafting his work well, but not wearing out his mind or facility in the doing of it—like a cooper carefully shaping the staves of a barrel, so that they all fit together properly and serve their purpose. And so it was with this passion. I would teach during the day, and at night would sit with pencil in hand and scribe notes onto the staffs. There was no rush, no hurry this time; no deadline like there was with the Lament. I was doing this mostly for Papa and a little for me, so I cherished the writing of it. Sometimes I felt as if Papa, craftsman that he was, was standing beside me, watching the notes take form on the page. 
 
    I confess, though, Father, that the music flowed from my fingers. The various parts took shape with deliberate speed. Three nights a week, Elizabeth would come, and she and I would sing the newest lines for Girolamo and his workers, to their approval. Sometimes I would go back and revise, but mostly it was face forward and make new notes. 
 
    The death of my father still weighed on me but did not weigh me down. The writing was a joy, the teaching was a joy, and from time to time Girolamo and Elizabeth would make the conspiracy to get me out of the house. One of their best tactics that I could not resist was to go to the garage sales, or go antiquing, as Elizabeth would say. 
 
    It is the custom of the native Grantvillers that they will from time to time cull their possessions. I know that must seem strange to you; outré, as those snooty Parisian clerics might say. But you would have to come to Grantville to understand just how much more material wealth even the more humble of the up-timers possesses than the average Roman. And it is almost a mania with them that they must have new "stuff" as they call it, so from time to time they will index their possessions, determine which items have been of little use or have become less attractive since the last time they did the exercise, gather the last items together, and then conduct a sale. 
 
    There are no laws about markets in Grantville, but the custom is that these sales occur on Fridays and Saturdays. They occur most often in late spring, summer, and early autumn, but even in other seasons they can happen if the weather is accommodating. 
 
    They may occur in a yard under a tree, in a structure by the home called a garage, or sometimes several people will combine and erect a large awning or rent a communal space for the purpose. 
 
    Sometimes they do it just to "clean house," as the up-timers put it, but sometimes they do it for to raise funds for communal support and for charities. 
 
    Of course, we down-timers are ravenous for up-time goods, so competition and bidding for objects can sometimes be quite fierce. The only thing that has prevented outright duels at times is that because these sales are often spontaneous, by the time word of the offerings has traveled to where the merchants are, the sales may be over. Even so, observing the activities at one of these can sometimes be as entertaining as watching a commedia all'improviso. More than once I had to cough or bite my cheek to stifle laughing as I watched pompous or rapacious Germans face off over what Elizabeth called a plastic "doo-dad." 
 
    I would very seldom buy anything. I am still mindful of my temporary condition and my responsibilities to my patrons, so I dare not weigh myself down with additional baggage. And although I do have patronage, it is not remunerative enough for me to compete with angry burghers seeking the unique material goods of Grantville. 
 
    Twice, however, I found items that I could not resist at times where no one seemed to want them but me. 
 
    The first was a garment, what the Grantvillers call a "t-shirt." Think of a simple shirt with short sleeves, only a round opening for the head, no placket. The material is light. I am told it is usually cotton, but it is a very fine knit, not woven. They come in all manner of colors, many of them very bright with the up-time dyes, and they often have some kind of picture or saying printed on them. The one that caught my eye that February day was a bright pink, of a color to remind me of roses in the garden of Cardinal Barberini, the younger of that name. That gathered my eye, yes, but the reason I bought it was for the picture on the front. It was a representation of the Piazza Navona in Roma. Oh, not identical to how it looked when I last walked there, but I could recognize it. When I saw it, homesickness for Roma welled up in me, and I would have paid almost any price for it. Fortunately, Elizabeth took it from my clutching fingers and did as fine a job of bargaining as I have ever seen—although she was more civil about it than most in Roma would have been. 
 
    I try not to wear the shirt often, because it is irreplaceable, of course. I wonder, too, how it came to be in Grantville. The vendor did not know its ultimate provenance, only who she bought it from. But whenever the yearning for Roma grows too strong, I take the shirt out of the closet and wear it beneath my cassock or doublet. It comforts. 
 
    The other item I bought at a garage sale was a book. Rather, books: several volumes from the collected works of one François-Marie Arouet, known to up-time posterity as Voltaire. He was, as you see from the name, French, an up-timer of sorts, born in 1694 and dying some time much later. I might have bought them even if they had been in the original French language, but these were old books—maybe as much as seventy-five years from before the Ring of Fire—that had been translated into English. The vendor said that they had been found in a trunk that had belonged to her grandfather, and given her apparent aged condition, her grandfather could well have been alive when Voltaire set pen to paper to write the originals! 
 
    I bought them because I thought that reading something written much closer to our time would not strain my brain so much, but still give me practice with Grantville-style English. You yourself must admit, dear Father, that being an academician is not within my gifts. I will now pause, so that you may laugh. 
 
    This Voltaire was a man of letters, a letterato. He wrote almost every kind of writing, and much of it. A lifetime's writing for the man took up many many volumes, and I was and am sad that I was only able to find three at this sale. I do not agree with everything in his writings, but he makes me think. 
 
    One volume was essays, one was history, but the third, it was a thing most special. It contained dramas by the man. And they were good enough that I wish I could have found his poetry as well. 
 
    So in the evening, after I did the day's work on the passion, I would read something from Voltaire, and the dramas, they spoke to me. Particularly the one called Brutus. But then, you would have expected that, of course. I am a man of Roma, after all. 
 
    It is a lengthy work, and how it presents Brutus is perhaps different from our assumptions, but it made me think. It made me think for a long time, while I was writing the passion. 
 
    When February was close to ending, I was also close to finishing the passion. I was writing the music for the crucifixion, you see, using as my theme the gloriousness of the Bach Passacaglia in C Minor I had played for Elizabeth. One evening I played for her and Girolamo as much as I had written, singing parts and skipping from voice to voice. I thought it comedic, almost like the commedia, but they were not smiling when my hands stopped playing. Elizabeth was dabbing at her eyes with another of my handkerchiefs, and Girolamo, the man of many words, did nod slowly. 
 
    "Tell me, Giacomo," he said. "If this is a passion and not a mass, why do I hear the Dies Irae in what you played?" 
 
    "My friend, was that not a Day of Wrath? Was it not a Day of Judgment?" I replied. He nodded again. "Then what better second theme for this section than the Dies Irae?" 
 
    He waved his hand, and said with a smile, "You don't tell me how to shape wood. I cannot tell you how to shape notes." 
 
    I looked to Elizabeth. She was quiet. I guess the music it made her sad. But she said, "It's beautiful, Giacomo. Simply beautiful." 
 
    "You are almost finished, yes?" Girolamo asked. 
 
    "Yes." I said. 
 
    "So, what will you do next? I know you," he said with a stern look on his face, perhaps a mask, perhaps not so much. "If you have no major work before you, you get moody." 
 
    "Moody?" I was astounded that he would say such. "Me?" 
 
    "Yes, you." 
 
    Elizabeth was smiling, which I liked after seeing her sad. "Yes, what will you do next?" she said. 
 
    I shrugged. "I am thinking about an opera," I said. 
 
    That took both of them by surprise. I grinned at them. 
 
    "Seriously?" Elizabeth asked. 
 
    "Seriously." 
 
    "What about?" Girolamo asked. "What text?" 
 
    So I spent the next hour or so describing to them the story of Brutus as told by Voltaire's tragedy: all the characters, the plot, and all the ins and outs. I was quite dry by the time I finished and went in search of wine. When I returned to the room, Girolamo looked at me, and said, "Do it. You know you want to. I would tell you to make it great, to make it bellisima, but I will not waste my breath. You will do it anyway." He grinned at me. 
 
    "Yes," Elizabeth agreed. "Do it." 
 
    And so it was decided. 
 
    February became March. It was slightly warmer outside, which, man of Roma that I am, I was very grateful for. And I was almost done with the passion, writing the final section, the Resurrection, with the following Alleluia Amen. It was going well. I would be done very soon. But I was not happy. I could not think of a poet to make the libretto from Voltaire's play, and no one I asked in the high school had any ideas. I tried not to think about it, but you know how I am. If I can worry, I will. 
 
    Father Athanasius had long since let the cat out of the musical bag, as some Grantvillers might put it, and told Brian Grady at St Mary's church what I was working on. He had been practically begging me to come by the church and play him what I had written, so the first Saturday in March I met him at the church and played him what I had notated, singing the parts where I could. 
 
    "Gia-Gia-Giacomo," he stuttered when I was done, "that is great stuff! I would love to have our choir perform it for Easter next month. How soon can I get the voice parts?" 
 
    This did take me off my balance. All along I thought that I was doing it for my Papa. I meant to have it performed at some time, but I never expected it would happen this quickly. But, I thought, my Papa would like to hear it, too, even if he is in Heaven. I turned to Brian. "If you have someone who can copy the parts, as soon as they are done. I only have one last chorus to finish; it may all be written by tomorrow night." 
 
    "Wonderful!" Brian rubbed his hands together, so very like some Roman merchant who senses an easy fish coming into his net. "There are several high school students who have been helping Thomas Schwarzberg copy music down from the records and CDs. I'll get some of them over here tomorrow." Then he stopped rubbing his hands and looked worried. "But what about instrumental parts?" 
 
    "I will do those," I promised. "And none of them will be hard." 
 
    Brian looked relieved at that. We talked a little more about the music and about calling rehearsals. When we were done, I turned to go, and there was Father A standing in the doorway behind me, arms crossed, smiling. 
 
    "So, Giacomo, we are going to be blessed by some new music from you, I understand." 
 
    "Well, Father," I said, "since you were the one who told Brian about it, then you are at least in part responsible for this." 
 
    He nodded, with one of those smooth Jesuit smiles. 
 
    As I walked by, he stepped into place beside me. "I hear that you may be considering doing something new." 
 
    "Talked to Elizabeth, have you?" I said. Another one of those Jesuit smiles came back at me. "Yes, I am thinking about an opera." 
 
    "Have you started?" 
 
    "No." 
 
    "Why not?" 
 
    "Because I can't find a poet to do the libretto," I said in frustration, "and I cannot even think of the themes to base the work on until I see the libretto." 
 
    "So, do you want to do it in French, Italian, English, or German?" Father A asked. 
 
    I stopped and looked at him. After a moment, I shook my head as I remembered who I was speaking with, and replied, "I suppose I never considered that. But I am in Grantville, which is in Germany, and the patrons will be German, so I guess that German would be best." 
 
    He shrugged. "I can do it." 
 
    We started walking again. I said, "Pardon me, Father, but do you have time?" 
 
    Father A laughed. "I have as much time as I want, actually. The parish runs well, the order of service for the year is laid out, and barring sudden emergencies I can spend some time doing something like this to help a friend." 
 
    "Okay, then," I said. "I want to base the opera on a play by Voltaire, an up-time French writer." 
 
    "Which one?" Father A asked. 
 
    "Brutus. I have a copy in English . . . " 
 
    Father A interrupted before I could finish the sentence saying, "I've read the original in French. The high school up-time French teacher has some books for the French language students, and one of them has several plays. It was . . . interesting." 
 
    "Oh. Well." Once again Father A had managed to reduce me to words of one syllable without even really trying. A Jesuit of Jesuits, I tell you. 
 
    "So," the good father looked at me, "when do you want to see a first draft of the libretto?" 
 
    "Um," now I couldn't even form words. I forced myself to think, and came back with, "When is Easter this year?" 
 
    "April 16th." Father A responded. 
 
    "Then on April 20th," I said. "I will be busy with this performance of the passion until not long before then." 
 
    "Good," Father A said. "I will have it for you then." 
 
    He nodded, turned, and walked off. I watched him go, realizing that once again I had been hooked by that wily Jesuit for something. I didn't know what, for sure, but he had something in mind. I was certain. 
 
    So now my life got very busy again. I was right; it took me only one more evening to finish the final chorus. I could hear it in my head so clearly that it was just a matter of writing it down, and between me and Elizabeth it did not take long. And Elizabeth had been coming in every couple of days to make a clean, final copy of the passion, so the students that Brian Grady paid to copy the parts to make the mimeographs were able to get started and I still had my original copy to make the instrumental parts. 
 
    That did not take long. I decided to make the parts simple: organ, piano, two flutes, and just because it would have made my Papa smile, a guitar. 
 
    To use another Grantville phrase, Father, guitars in Grantville are a whole different breed of cat than the guitarras or vihuelas you have seen in Roma. They are very mature instruments from the up-time, larger, with greater sound and resonance than all but the very finest lutes. A well-played guitar is a master's instrument, and we are fortunate that in Grantville there is indeed a master of the instrument, Signor Atwood Cochran. He is a colleague of Master Weller, a teacher of music now and in the up-time before the Ring of Fire happened, but in his youth and early middle years he was a professional performer on the guitar. He agreed to play for the passion performance when I asked, so I wrote a part of some difficulty for him. 
 
    Rehearsals began in the last week of March. I still had some instrumental parts to finish, but enough was ready that we could begin, and I would have the final parts done before we got to those sections of the passion. 
 
    As with any new work, at first the choir struggled at first to learn it. The Latin was also a bit difficult for some of the up-timer singers since they have used the vernacular languages for the church services most of their lives. They do not know Latin as professionals, and they are not used to having new music every week, but they have a heart for the music, and once they learn their parts, they are good. And we had time. So I was not worried. 
 
    I played the organ. The church's regular musician played the piano. Two girls from the high school band played the flutes. And Master Atwood played the guitar. It was good. 
 
    By the beginning of April the rehearsals were going better. And it was a good thing that they were, because God decided to make my life a bit more complicated. Deo Gratias. Seriously. Because early in April I looked up from my desk one afternoon after classes at the high school to see a distinguished older German walking into my classroom. It was Master Heinrich Schütz, Father Thomas! Even you in Roma know that name, I believe. Perhaps il primo musician north of the Alps, a man who studied with Gabrieli and Monteverdi, a man who corresponds with the finest musicians in the world, came to Grantville and walked into my classroom. 
 
    I think I did not babble. Neither he nor his companion acted as if I did. So I believe I made a good first impression. I had corresponded with the man in the past, as had most musicians of note. But to actually meet him in the flesh—to have him come to me—astonished me. 
 
    His purpose in coming was the same as mine, mostly—to learn as much as he could about the music from the future and to learn about Grantville. We had many discussions over the next few weeks, and we listened to much music together. But needless to say, this was a very serious distraction for me, and I really had to bear down on myself to focus during rehearsals. 
 
    As you would expect, I did invite Master Schütz to come to the performance of the passion. Brian had scheduled it to be performed twice: once on Good Friday, and once on Easter morning. I hoped he would be there, because I valued his opinion immensely. But at the same time, now the pressure was on me. I confess I started having some trouble sleeping. 
 
    Even though the rehearsals continued to go well, it felt like the butterflies in my stomach had teeth. I survived, but the supply of wine at Casa Zenti e Carissimi began to seriously diminish. 
 
    It was good that the rehearsals went smoothly, because life outside the church was still engrossing in much the same way that the Book of Ecclesiastes is engrossing. Master Schütz, within days of arriving, had a crisis when Master Weller and the high school brass played a piece of music written by him in 1647. Yes, that is correct, Father Thomas, the year 1647—from thirteen years in the future. 
 
    For a few days, I think poor Master Schütz was mentally agitated. His assistant, a young man named Lukas Amsel, finally had to bring a Lutheran pastor named Johann Rothmaler to come visit and soothe his spirits, which the good pastor, heretic though the Church may proclaim him to be, accomplished. 
 
    But that episode caused me to do something I had not done in all the time I had been in Grantville: I went to the library and looked for information about me. Not for pride's sake, Father; I am not likely to get a big head in Grantville. I believe that my pride has been permanently diminished by a look around at everything that has come after me and a history that does not regard me well. No, it is that I was concerned that if Master Schütz, that good man, could become unsound of mind from knowing about his future, I was under the same risk. Perhaps it was foolhardy of me to do it just before the big performance, but I wanted to know. Lack of patience is a human error, good Father, as you well know. I am, at times, all too human—as you also know. 
 
    It contained nothing that surprised me, after all—except for one thing. No, two. I had my career as a musician in Roma, developing some standing. I eventually entered holy orders, which I think will not surprise you. Some small portion of my music survived to the up-time future, although not as much as of Master Schütz's works. To the future, I was apparently renowned more for being a teacher than a composer. 
 
    But I said two things surprised me. One, it seems that in the world that Grantville came from, Princess Kristina, daughter of Gustavus Adolphus, became queen of Sweden after her father's death, but when she became a fully-grown woman, she had much difficulty with the nobles of Sweden. She eventually abdicated, moved to Roma, and became a Catholic. That's one thing, and I leave it to you, Father Thomas, as to whether this should be made known to the Holy Father and his college of cardinals. Of course, bear in mind, that if we know this, undoubtedly the redoubtable Gustavus Adolphus also knows it by now, so I have some doubt as to whether anything can be made of this information. As the Grantvillers would say with another of their innumerable sayings, "The butterfly has flapped its wings." It is a very odd way to say that the arrival of Grantville has changed the future that would have been, but then Grantville can seem very odd at times. 
 
    The second thing that surprised me is that after Queen Kristina's abdication, conversion, and removal to Roma, it seems that at some point the queen's path crossed mine, for we apparently had an extended relationship until her death. The records I read were not clear as to the exact nature or content of that relationship, but even if it were spiritual only, it was apparently both warm and deep. 
 
    That rocked me back on the heels of my shoes, Father Thomas. And when I was not practicing or worrying about Master Schütz, I wondered about that. And the stock of wine at Casa Zenti e Carissimi lowered even faster. Girolamo muttered about it, but I ignored him. 
 
    After his conversation with Pastor Rothmaler, Master Schütz returned to his normal self very quick. And it seemed I was spending every waking moment, but for my time at the school, at the church working with Brian and the other musicians. 
 
    Progress was being made, and I had no doubt that we would be ready. But the princess was always in the back of my mind, and at last I did something possibly foolish—I wrote her a letter, to the palace in Magdeburg, explaining who I was, that although we had never met, we had a connection in the up-timers' future, and inviting her to come to Grantville to hear the passion. And then I forgot about it, for I never thought she would come. 
 
    Good Friday came, and we were ready. I will not bore you with trying to describe a performance of three-quarters of an hour of music, but I will say that it went, if not perfectly, then very well. The soprano and tenor soloists were very good, the alto was almost their match, and the bass/baritone, although having a thin voice, was still adequate for his part. I have seen performances in Roma with less quality. 
 
    The girls on flute were amazingly good, but Master Atwood, ah, he was superb. I believe I have mentioned before that St. Mary's church is not a large building, certainly not on the scale of a basilica or cathedral. But from where he was sitting, on the platform in the apse, his guitar could be heard at the rear of the nave. His part was not simple, but he played to perfection. Deo Gratias for that as well. 
 
    The choir, though not large, sang with heart and feeling, and in the end, if they were not perfect, I doubt that anyone in the nave noticed. 
 
    So at the end of the service, after Father Athanasius had blessed and released everyone, there were many congratulations and praises and slapping of backs from those who had listened. Performers and audience were all smiles. Master Schütz had come and was most kind in his remarks. Two of the audience members complimented me on the use of the Bach theme, and at least three different times people edged up to me and whispered, "Did I really hear ‘You've Lost That Lovin' Feeling’ in this?" 
 
    As I stood grinning after that third exchange, I felt a tug on my breeches. I looked down to see young Leah, Elizabeth's daughter, with her smiling mother standing behind her. She is six, and is a very proper young lady. I went to one knee before her. 
 
    "Good evening, my gnappetta. What can I do for you?" 
 
    "Mr. Giacomo," she began, "that was very pretty." 
 
    "Why, thank you, dear one," I replied, giving her a quick hug. 
 
    "But it was too long." 
 
    Elizabeth gasped. "Leah! That was rude!" 
 
    I chuckled as I stood up, and said, "But she is right, for a child. I had much the same thought as a young choir boy." 
 
    Elizabeth looked back at me, and grinned. 
 
    "I have trouble seeing you as a choirboy, Jude." Yes, she still used her nickname for me. "But I bet you were a bit of a rascal, though." 
 
    "Not a bit," I answered. "According to my choir masters, I was an imp in boy's skin, and I would come to no good end." 
 
    "Then it is good that they were wrong." 
 
    Most of the people had moved away from us toward the doors to the narthex. 
 
    Elizabeth's children, Leah and her older brother Daniel, were playing on the platform. I looked at Elizabeth and realized, as if for the first time, that she had been my muse—my very Euterpe—since I had first arrived in Grantville. I would not be where I was without her. I would not have accomplished the things I had done without her. And without a doubt, I would not have written the music I had written without her. 
 
    This flashed through my mind, and seemed to flash through my body as well, leaving all with a tingle like when your foot is asleep and starts to wake up. 
 
    I looked at her, saying nothing. The smile had long slipped off of my face. Now all I could do was stare into her eyes. 
 
    Elizabeth's smile faded and slipped away itself. She looked into my eyes. I wondered if she was feeling what I was feeling. 
 
    I raised a hand, and with my finger traced the line of her cheekbone. She closed her eyes, and just for a moment seemed to lean toward me. 
 
    "Mommy!" 
 
    Elizabeth's eyes snapped open at the wail from Leah, and she spun from me to go rescue her child from her perch hanging from the edge of the organ loft. I could not see how the little one could have even reached it, but reach it she had. Elizabeth brought her down, holding one hand securely, then snapped her fingers for Daniel to take the other one. For an eight-year-old boy, he had sufficient sense not to argue with her just then. 
 
    She started to lead her children down the aisle to the narthex. I stepped forward. 
 
    "Elizabeth . . . " 
 
    I didn't know what to say. 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    "Don't, Giacomo. Just . . . don't." 
 
    They left together. And me—I had the taste of ashes in my mouth. I walked up on the platform, sat down in one of the instrumentalist's chairs, and put my head in my hands. 
 
    I don't know how long I sat there. Long enough for everyone to leave, and most of the lights were turned out. Then I felt more than heard someone settle in a chair next to me. I knew who it was before I ever looked up. 
 
    "Bless me, Father, for I have sinned.” 
 
    Father A looked back at me. Did I mention he has that Jesuit stare, the one that can look through solid stone walls and through locked doors to see truth? Well he does, Father Thomas. It's every bit as good as yours. 
 
    "In what way, Giacomo?" 
 
    I skipped the usual responses about Christ knowing all things and when my last confession was. 
 
    "Tonight, Father, just a few minutes ago, I may have committed adultery in my mind with a married woman." 
 
    Father A pursed his lips, then after a few seconds, said, "Mrs. Jordan?" 
 
    I nodded, and put my head back in my hands. 
 
    We sat in silence for some while. Finally he stirred, leaning forward to clasp his hands before him and place his elbows on his knees. 
 
    "Do you repent of your thoughts and action? Are you feeling contrition?" 
 
    "I am sorry that I showed her how I felt," I said, dropping my hands. "I am sorry that I touched her face. I am sorry that I may have killed our friendship. I am sorry that she may now avoid me. But I am not sorry that I feel what I feel for her. She is worthy of that, and more." 
 
    "Mmm." Father A stared at the floor. Finally, he looked over at me. "At least you have not acted upon those feelings. Lust is a sin; temptation is not. Will you accept penance from me?" 
 
    "Yes, Father." 
 
    "Good. Then your penance will be to write new settings for the Pater Noster, for the Magnificat, and for the Nunc Dimittis. Next week, before you begin the Brutus. And," he held up his hand, "you will treat Mrs. Jordan with the same respect and care you would reserve for your own sisters. She is your sister, not Fred Jordan's wife." 
 
    "That . . . will be hard," I said after a moment. "But I will do it." 
 
    "Good," Father A repeated. Then he closed the confession with, "Deinde, ego te absolvo a peccatis tuis in nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen." He traced a cross over me, then set a hand on my head. "Come, Giacomo. Let me walk you home." 
 
    Father A was never one to let ritual get in the way of substance, I would say. Plus, he has been living among up-timers for quite some time, remember, and has absorbed some of their "cut through the red tape" attitude, I think. 
 
    He said nothing more. We walked all the way to my house in silence. When we got there, I said, "Thank you, Father." 
 
    "Get some sleep, Giacomo. I will see you on Sunday." 
 
    He watched as I walked up the steps and entered the house. 
 
    I closed the door behind me. The house was dark. Girolamo and his workers were not here. Probably at the Thuringen Gardens, I thought. I poured myself a glass of wine, took one sip, then put it down. It was not what I wanted. Finally, not knowing what else to do, I went to bed. I lay awake for hours, but finally did sleep. 
 
    I know, dear Father Thomas, that I have disappointed you with this recounting. But the story is not done yet. Bear with me some while longer, please, for the love you have for me. 
 
    That Saturday, I was in a fog. My mind was as turgid as the waters of the Tiber by the Ponte Sant' Angelo in August. Girolamo spoke to me several times, but gave up on conversation after a while. Late in the afternoon, I seemed to wake up, enough so that I began sketching ideas for the Pater Noster that Father A required of me. 
 
    When I finally went to bed, I remember no dreams. 
 
    I awoke to see the sun rising on Sunday morning, almost the same Giacomo. I ate a little bread and olive oil, drank a very little wine, checked my clothes for spots, and headed for St. Mary's. 
 
    I arrived just as Father A was completing the early Mass, done in Latin for those who like that. I slipped in the back and took a seat in an empty pew. 
 
    I like watching Father A as a celebrant. He believes what he is saying, he believes in what he is doing, and that brings peace to all who are there. 
 
    That Sunday, after the Mass had concluded and the parishioners had left, I wandered up to the platform and sat at the organ. I began playing, softly, quietly. There is such a thing as muscle memory. My hands played, moving from position to position without my mind thinking of it. Themes began occurring to me, and poured from my mind to my fingers. 
 
    I think it was close to an hour before I brought the playing to the final cadence. I took my hands from the keys, realizing as I did so that the three settings that Father A had directed me to write were in my mind—complete, entire. I had written them; all I needed to do was write them down. 
 
    A noise crossed my ear, and I looked up to see Father A moving chairs around on the platform. A quick glance at the clock told me that we needed to get things ready for the noon mass and the performance of the passion. 
 
    I stepped down from the organ and began moving chairs too. 
 
    "Father," I asked. "Is there some reason you are doing this, instead of the sexton?" 
 
    "Giacomo," Father A replied with a grunt as he lifted a chair over a rail, "a pastor in a small church needs to be flexible, be willing to do what is needed. After all, if it was not beneath the dignity of Christ to wash the feet of his disciples, it cannot be beneath my dignity to sweep a floor, empty the trash, or in this case, move some furniture." 
 
    So you see why I like Father A. He is like a hand wearing a well-fitted glove—a good man being a good priest. You know, Father Thomas, that such is not always the case. 
 
    With two of us, it took only a few more minutes to have the places ready for the instruments. Father A straightened up and dusted his hands together. 
 
    "That's ready," he said. Then he looked over at me with his head tilted to one side a bit, and said, "Are you ready, Giacomo?" 
 
    I knew he was asking about more than the music. "Yes, Father, I am." 
 
    He nodded, and turned to open the lid of the piano. Musicians began arriving at that moment, and in a few minutes Brian Grady was tuning the instruments and leading the choir in vocalises to warm their cold voices. I took my place at the organ and waited. 
 
    The Sunday performance was perhaps even better than the Friday performance. The soloists in particular were more relaxed, and it could be heard in their voices. Both Signora Marla Linder and Signor Andrea Abati, two of the best voices I have ever heard, had returned to Magdeburg some time ago, so I knew they would not be available and wrote the soprano parts accordingly. In the second performance, those parts were realized almost perfectly. I could not help but smile as I accompanied. 
 
    After we were done, there were even more congratulations and comments (and whispers about You've Lost That Lovin' Feeling) than on Friday. I smiled and joked with everyone, particularly Girolamo, but inside I felt a bit hollow. I had not expected Elizabeth to attend—she has responsibilities at her Presbyterian church on Sunday mornings—but it still hurt me when she wasn't there when I looked out at the parishioners. 
 
    As I stood with Girolamo, trading Easter greetings and the occasional Easter joke in Italian, Father Athanasius appeared at my elbow. 
 
    "Giacomo, come with me." 
 
    He took my arm and pulled me away from Girolamo, heading for his office. 
 
    "What is it, Father?" I asked after a few steps. 
 
    "You'll see." 
 
    Before I could respond to his Jesuit terseness, we arrived at his office. He dragged me through the doorway, and closed it behind us. 
 
    In his office, seated in a chair, was a young girl, looking to be about Daniel's age. She was sitting straight, forearms laid along the chair arms, feet swinging gently. Her hair was long, dark, and somewhat curly. Her eyes were bright and lively. I would have called her pretty, but for her nose. Quite strong, that nose was, and difficult to overlook. 
 
    There were two women standing behind her chair; up-timers by their dress. Nothing too unusual about that, except that I knew one of them slightly. It was Lady Beth Haygood, an up-timer who was one of Mary Simpson's aides and assistants and who had moved to Magdeburg from Grantville recently. Lady is, in her case, not a title, but part of her name. Everyone calls her Ladybeth, like it is one word. 
 
    My first clue that the girl was more than just a little girl was the two very large and very strong men also in the room. One stood behind her chair with the women, the other stood by the door. 
 
    I looked to Father A with questions in my eyes. 
 
    "Giacomo Carissimi," he began with another of those Jesuit smiles, "I have the privilege of presenting you to Princess Kristina of Sweden, daughter of Gustavus Adolphus." He nodded toward the girl. 
 
    I froze for a moment, caught very much off the guard. I was beginning to really dislike that Jesuit smile. 
 
    I turned to face the princess and gave her a deep bow, slow and serious. I did not genuflect, of course, as she was neither my bishop nor my sovereign. 
 
    After I straightened from the bow, I said, "I am very pleased to meet you, Your Highness." And a thought came to me that the very large men must be her guards. I reminded myself to behave. 
 
    The princess nodded back to me, then looked up at Lady Beth. Funny, I did not expect up-timers to be serving as ladies in waiting to the princess. 
 
    "Good afternoon, Master Carissimi," Lady Beth began. "Princess Kristina has been informed that you are a noted author, composer, and teacher." 
 
    "I hesitate to use 'noted'," I replied, "but I have some small reputation, particularly back in Roma." 
 
    Princess Kristina stood, and held out her hand in the Grantville manner. I quickly looked at Father A and the women. The other woman nodded, so I took her hand in mine and shook it gently. 
 
    "I am pleased to meet you, Master Carissimi," the princess said carefully. "I saw your friend Master Zenti in December in Magdeburg. It was good to see him again." 
 
    "Again, Your Highness?" I did not know that he had known the princess before then. 
 
    "He lived in Stockholm a few years ago, making harpsichords and other instruments. He made a very nice harpsichord for my mother, but she won't let me play it." 
 
    The princess sounded much like every other young girl in the world who chafes a bit at her mother's hands. I smiled at that. But the knowledge that Girolamo had spent time in Sweden was new to me. I had not heard that before. I would have to kid him about that later. 
 
    The princess picked up a paper from the top of the desk before her. 
 
    "I got your letter," she said. "I understand that we knew one another in the future." 
 
    Her sober expression melted into a wide grin. "It sounds so funny to say that, you know. Frau Caroline," she looked back at the woman who hadn't spoken, "says that verbs can't deal with Grantville. But," the princess looked back at me, "you sounded like a nice man, and I wanted to meet you. And I like music, so I wanted to hear your Passion According to Saint Matthew, so when Frau Lady Beth," she nodded toward the other woman, "said she had to come back to Grantville for some business for this weekend, I begged as prettily as I knew how that she let me come with her. She said yes, so here I am to say thank you." 
 
    The princess smiled again, transforming her plain face, while Frau Caroline gave a lady-like snort, and said, "No, you did not beg prettily. You were a royal pain in the posterior until Lady Beth agreed." 
 
    I had to cough to stifle the laugh that almost erupted from me at the joke. 
 
    "Master Giacomo," Frau Lady Beth said, "you might remember that I work with and for Frau Mary Simpson on many projects." 
 
    I nodded, but said nothing, wondering where she would go with this approach. 
 
    "Frau Simpson knows of you from the up-time histories and esteems you and your work. She has left Magdeburg on a trip, but she left instructions that I approach you about a position." 
 
    Now I am very awake, my ears almost trembling they want to hear so badly. A position—magic words to any musician. 
 
    "Frau Simpson has enlisted sufficient sponsors and support to establish a Royal Academy of Music in Magdeburg." 
 
    Frau Lady Beth stopped, and, after a moment, prodded Princess Kristina with a fingertip. The princess sat up very straight, and said, "The royal family of Sweden offers you the position of Master and Director of the Royal Academy of Music, for a salary to be set later." 
 
    I was stunned. I did not move, not until Father A stirred beside me. Then I closed my mouth, to look less than the country rube I am afraid I appeared, and swallowed. 
 
    "Th-thank you, Your Highness," I stammered, and bowed again. "I am very, very much honored by what you say, and I very much want to take the position. But . . . " 
 
    "But?" Frau Lady Beth asked. 
 
    "But I am in Grantville under the sponsorship of people in Roma. I cannot take this new position without seeking at least their understanding, even their permission. I will write to them tomorrow and get a message back as quickly as I can. If they agree, then I am your man. But if you must have an answer today, then it is no. I cannot break my word to those who have supported me for a year." 
 
    "Hmm," Frau Lady Beth said. "Tell you what— let's say that's a qualified yes. We won't look for another candidate until you have an answer, but if you haven't heard in three months, we reserve the right to begin looking again." 
 
    I nodded yes as fast as I could move my head, Father Thomas. The position of a lifetime, this was! I wanted it so badly even my toenails ached with desire. 
 
    "Good." Frau Lady Beth looked satisfied. 
 
    "And one more thing. We are going to build an opera house in Magdeburg. The first one anywhere in the world. Do you write operas, Master Giacomo?" 
 
    Father A coughed beside me, and I knew he was trying not to laugh. I fear his Jesuit self-control almost slipped. 
 
    "I have," I responded, "and by coincidence I am about to begin writing another." 
 
    Frau Lady Beth's eyebrows arched, then she said, "Well, let us kill two birds with one stone then. Can you accept a commission to write an opera without consulting your people in Rome?" 
 
    I nodded, not trusting my voice. 
 
    "Good. Then tomorrow morning, let us discuss that." 
 
    It seemed that those words ended the meeting, for the princess stood up and shook my hand again, and then she and her ladies and guards left the room. My eyes must have been very wide when I looked at Father A, because he began to laugh. It took him a while to stop. 
 
    "Ah, Giacomo, if you could only have seen your face earlier." He chuckled for just a moment, then went serious again. "I recognize the opportunity this provides you, and I am glad that it has come to you while you are young enough to really enjoy it. Bring me your letter tomorrow, and I will see that it gets to Rome quickly. Two weeks for an answer," he said. "Maybe a bit more." 
 
    You Jesuits and your message system. But this time it would work for me, so all I could say was, "Thank you, Father." 
 
    So we went back out into the nave to mingle with the people who were still talking. I walked through the door in time to see Girolamo make a most elegant bow to the princess. The man does know how to bow. Maybe I should take lessons from him. 
 
    The princess left after a few minutes of talking to Girolamo. That seemed to be what everyone else was waiting for as concession to leave, because after five more minutes they were all gone, even Girolamo. Just me and Father A were left in the nave. 
 
    I was excited. My breath was coming fast. But I took the time to gather my music and my notes and put them in my folder. With that tucked under my arm, I looked at Father A. 
 
    "A good day, Giacomo," he said with a smile—an honest one, not that Jesuit smile. "You have a marvelous future in front of you. Good luck! Bring me your letter tomorrow. And don't forget your penance." 
 
    I grinned back at him. "I will have those done by the end of the week, Father. I will see you tomorrow." 
 
    He shook hands with me, and I left. 
 
    I whistled most of the way home, the melody and theme from Bach's Contrapunctus V from The Art of Fugue, if I remember right. I felt like I was walking on clouds, as if my feet were not touching ground. And then I turned up the sidewalk to our house. 
 
    I was three steps from the front door when it crashed into my mind. To take the position, I would have to move to Magdeburg. 
 
    Elizabeth. 
 
    Dio in Cielo! 
 
    God in Heaven indeed. The chance of a lifetime, and I had to abandon my muse to grasp it. I knew without asking that she would not move to Magdeburg, not leave her friends and family and husband. Even though he was gone a lot on diplomatic assignments, Grantville was still their home. 
 
    The sun was shining on that cool spring day. It was maybe an hour past noon. It felt like three hours past midnight. It was dark in my soul. 
 
    It took time to walk three steps to the door and go into the house. I went to the kitchen, filled a pitcher from one of the few small barrels of wine we had left, opened it, and drank it quickly, without tasting the liquid going down my throat. Sitting at the kitchen table, I stared at the sink, and drank. 
 
    Two, maybe three pitchers later—I don't remember so clearly—Girolamo came in and found me weeping. He sighed, and put me to bed. I remember nothing before the next morning. 
 
    I woke up with a cheap wine hangover. Oh, my head hurt very badly. It felt like the beating of the big kettle-drums, the tympani, in the high school band room. I was ready to shoot the cat that chased the mouse that died into my mouth. But four of the little blue pills which I know you know of by now, a little bread and olive oil, and two grande cups of dark strong bitter coffee, and I merely felt half-dead instead of three days in the grave. Girolamo smirked at me, but at least he made no jokes about my being a modern resurrection. 
 
    I stumbled out of the house and made my way to the school, where I found a note that Lady Beth Haygood would meet with me over my lunch break. And true to her word, she was at my classroom door at the moment the class ended. 
 
    I recalled Frau Lady Beth as being sharp, quick, and prepared. My memory was proven right. She came with ideas, with suggestions, and with a written contract for the commission of the Brutus. I suggested two small changes, she made them, we initialed those places and signed the contract. At that moment the hangover left me, and I felt good. To know that there was support for the opera was great feeling for me. 
 
    And almost as good was when she handed me a check for one thousand USE dollars as the binding money for the commission. I was to receive two thousand more when I deliver the completed opera to Frau Simpson or to Lady Beth. 
 
    Business concluded, she left. Lady Beth was not one to let dust gather on her shoes, just as I remembered. 
 
    After school that day I delivered to Father Athanasius the letter that I had written. I had not bothered to seal it. If it was going by the hands of the Jesuits, no seal on earth would prevent them from reading it if they wanted to. 
 
    The letter was addressed to Maestro Stefano Landi, the great musician and composer most beloved of the Barberini family, who supported me and was the intermediary between myself and other supporters. Maestro Landi had very carefully not identified who those other supporters were. My guess is it was the Barberini family, probably Cardinals Francesco and Antonio. Shrewd men with long vision. But it was to Maestro Landi I wrote for approval to take the post and move to Magdeburg. 
 
    Father A glanced at the letter. I am certain that he read it entire in but a moment. Then he folded it and laid it on his desk. 
 
    "Very good, Giacomo. I will see to it leaving as soon as may be." He peered at me. "Too much celebration last night, Giacomo?" 
 
    "No." I didn't want to talk about it. 
 
    "Ah." He nodded. "You realized, then. I knew you would, but not when." He shook his head, and said, "It will be best, Giacomo." 
 
    I nodded, but not certain in my heart of his rightness. 
 
    And now I entered a time of aloneness. I taught at the school. I went to mass on Sundays. Elseways I was at home. 
 
    At first I used the excuse that I needed to write the new settings I had promised Father A for my penance. In truth, it took me longer to write them than I had first thought. Nine days it took me, instead of a week. But the tenth day came, I gave them to Father A for copying, and he gave me the libretto for the Brutus. 
 
    I read it straight through that night. It was so strong that it lifted me out of my chair and forced me to walk about, reading parts of it out loud. Following his habit, Girolamo looked in on me, grinned, and went back to his workshop. But as I read, as I recited, as I projected the words, the musical shape of the opera began to form in my mind. By the end of the evening, I knew what I would do. Oh, not in every little petty detail, Father. But I knew the shape, the arc of the music, the themes I would use. And as with the passion, I knew that it would not take days or weeks to write the Brutus, but months. I guessed at three hours of music, which would be much work. Two, maybe three, maybe into four months to write it. But I was like a general facing to prepare a siege; I knew it would be work, but I knew I would win. And so it proved. 
 
    I must be honest with you, Father Thomas. It was not just the music that kept me in the house. It was also my cowardice. I did not want to see Elizabeth. For as long as I did not see her, I could tell my deluded self that things were okay between us. 
 
    And so April passed, with me not much better than an anchorite in a cloistered cell. One night I did go out, the night of the day that Girolamo and his journeyman Johannes Fichtold and the apprentices all went to the Thuringen Gardens to celebrate the completion of the first piano created and crafted by Zenti & Associates. It was a piano of the size called grand, Father; beautiful, larger than the harpsichord I had seen in Girolamo's studio in Roma, housed in a darker wood—walnut, I believe—gleaming with varnish and with a painting on the inner lid that was much more respectable than the nymphs and satyrs on the earlier work. This one was of the gospel story of Christ calming the wind and waves, and one could almost feel the breath of wind when one sees it. 
 
    The piano was for the Count of Rudolstadt. That very day Girolamo had pronounced the varnish dry enough to consider moving it. So a message was sent to the castle, and that evening he and Johannes dragged me to the Gardens, protest though I did. 
 
    As fate would have it, the evening passed peaceably, though loudly, and I arrived back at Casa Zenti e Carissimi late that evening untouched, unharrowed, and unsober. No, Father, I had not become a drunkard. At least, not yet. 
 
    As soon as the piano was delivered, Girolamo left to tour neighboring cities. He did this with some frequency, looking for suppliers of materials for the work, and also looking for customers of the pianos. "Drumming up business," he repeated the Grantville phrase as he left. Me, I think he just liked to see new places. Plus, he visited the Freedom Arches everywhere he went. 
 
    After that I returned to my cloister, writing notes until late every evening, going to school in the morning, and drinking wine to go to sleep. 
 
    April turned to May. 
 
    The Americans have so many sayings. You have heard me quote them often enough in my letters. Here is another one: it never rains but it pours. 
 
    Two days after Girolamo left, I turned around in my classroom after the last class, and there was Father A standing in the doorway, holding a packet. He walked over and handed it to me. "It's addressed to you. From Roma." 
 
    So. The response had come. The butterflies with fangs woke up in my stomach and started chewing again. I broke the seal—ha! What a waste that was in a letter sent by the Jesuit couriers—and unfolded the outer covering to find another folded paper inside. Unfolding that, I found the response. Maestro Landi's command of language is as florid as his attire, but by the time of reaching the bottom, I was smiling. 
 
    "Good news?" Father A asked. 
 
    "I have permission to go to Magdeburg," I replied simply, handing him the letter so he could read for himself. 
 
    "That's good," he said, handing me back the letter. "So when do you think you'll go?" 
 
    And that thought, Father Thomas, brought me up short, like my Papa's hand on my collar when I was little. I had to decide. No more ifs or maybes. No more swinging in the wind. I had to decide. So I did. 
 
    "I will stay through the end of the school term," I said. I had to swallow before I could say the next words. "Then I will go to Magdeburg." 
 
    Father A nodded. "So, what, two weeks or so?" 
 
    "About that," I said. 
 
    "Good," was his reply. He clapped me on the shoulder and left. 
 
    Funny, Father Thomas, but when it came down to it, it wasn't so hard to make the decision, I guess because of all the pain I had felt before. 
 
    I packed up my papers and stopped by the school office to tell the principal that I would be leaving at the end of the term. Then I went to the telegraph office to send a telegram to Frau Haygood telling her that I would definitely take the position, that I would be in Magdeburg by early June, and that we needed to talk about salary now. Then I went home and drank most of a pitcher of wine. 
 
    Two days later—I think it was a Friday—the school day was over, and I was clearing away my desk, packing some things up to take back to the house. I heard a noise, and looked up to see Elizabeth coming in the door. She stopped. I stood and came out from behind the desk. We stared at each other for a long time. 
 
    "So, when were you going to tell me?" she finally asked. 
 
    I did not try to pretend that I did not know what she meant. I shrugged. "Tomorrow, I thought." 
 
    She walked over and sat down in one of the student desks. I leaned back against my desk. 
 
    "Master of the Royal Academy of Music, huh? That sounds like a great gig." Her voice was light, but her eyes were not. 
 
    "I think it will be," I responded. 
 
    There was another period of long silence. I looked at her, drinking the lines of her hair, her face, her hands. 
 
    "So when will you leave?" 
 
    "Around June 1st," I said. "I have to make some arrangements and pack up what I will take and give away what I won't." 
 
    More silence. 
 
    Finally, she stood up and said, "Good luck." 
 
    "Thanks." 
 
    Elizabeth stepped over and held out her hand, which almost broke my heart. 
 
    Before I could reach to take it, she suddenly threw her arms around me and kissed me. 
 
    It was fierce. 
 
    It was fiery. 
 
    It was passionate. 
 
    It was a shock, Father Thomas, let me tell you. But after a—very short—moment of surprise, I put my arms around her and kissed her back. 
 
    I don't know how long we stood like that. It felt like forever, and it felt like only a second. Elizabeth broke the embrace and pushed back from me, taking her hands to smooth her hair and tuck it back behind her ears. 
 
    She looked down at the floor, then looked up with a wry grin on her face. 
 
    "It would never work between us while I am married, and I won't leave Fred." 
 
    Her voice was calm, and matter of fact. A voice that killed dreams. 
 
    "You are Euterpe," I finally managed to say. "You are my muse. I am my best because of you." 
 
    Elizabeth shrugged. 
 
    "Thank you for that compliment," she replied. "But I think you will have a new muse now." I looked at her in surprise. She continued with, "I think Princess Kristina will be your muse from now on, one way or another." 
 
    I shook my head, unable to speak. 
 
    Elizabeth stepped closer, rested a hand on my cheek, and whispered as the tears began to trickle from the corners of her eyes, "God go with you, Jude. Be well, be happy, be magnificent. And think about me from time to time, if you can stand it." 
 
    She pressed her fingers to her lips, then pressed them to mine. A moment later, she was gone. 
 
    I don't remember much about my last days in Grantville, Father. Just a few things: my last day at school, where the students conspired with the teachers to throw a party for me; playing the organ at St. Mary's church one last time; giving my keys to Johannes Fichtold and telling him the house was now Casa Zenti e Fichtold; watching over the back of the train car as the train left Grantville and headed for Halle. 
 
    I didn't see Elizabeth again. 
 
    So I am in Magdeburg now, Father Thomas. The work is hard. The work is challenging. The work is magnificent. The plans for the academy building have been drawn up, and construction will begin soon. We have a number of students already, and classes have begun in the old Franciscan monastery on the east side of the old part of Magdeburg. It will do for now, until the main building is ready. 
 
    I look forward to each day, knowing that the more we teach young musicians about the music of the future, the more they will take it and make it their own: not to slavishly copy it, but to make it the fertile loam in which they will plant their own ideas and dreams. I will not hear the flowering of the interbreeding of our traditions and the future's, our sonorities and theirs. That will happen maybe two generations from now, maybe more. But the symphonies that they will write, the instruments they will invent and build, the songs they will sing will all be so much greater, so much grander than I can even imagine. Only the mind of God can hold that vision, dear Father. But I know it will happen, and I know that it will be glorious. In this, I can only agree with the so-called Reformers, Father: Soli Deo Gloria. 
 
    As for me, I am content. I have my work. I have my challenges. In fact, I am nearing completion on the Brutus, which the princess asks about every time I see her. I hope that it will be the first opera performed in the new opera house, which has already started being built. But there is time for that, which is a good thing, because I shall have to set it aside for a short time. You see, I recently received a new commission, communicated through Maestro Landi. It seems I am to write the celebratory music that will be used to welcome the newly-appointed Cardinal-Protector Lawrence Mazzare when he returns to his see. I have just started thinking about it, but already I have a few themes running through my mind. Imagine that! 
 
    So I am well, Father. I am writing music. I am furthering the cause of the new music. So I should be happy. But I must confess, Father, that late at night, when I am alone, I still feel Elizabeth's kiss; I still feel her body pressing mine; I still feel her fingers touching my lips. 
 
    I have the new muse, but I miss the old one. 
 
    God will deal with that as He wills. Who knows, I may go back to Grantville from time to time. 
 
    But in the meantime, Father, it is past time to end this letter. It is the longest one I have produced yet. I hope in it you will find cause to be proud of me, to wish me well, and, of course, to chastise me at least a little. I don't know what I would do if you did not scold me from time to time. 
 
    May the Lord give you peace and joy, Father Thomas. 
 
    Your servant and student, 
 
    Giacomo Carissimi 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Cadence 
 
    By Enrico Toro and David Carrico 
 
      
 
    Grantville 
 
    March 1635 
 
    The doorbell rang. Elizabeth Jordan looked up from the sink where she was peeling carrots. "One of you get that," she called out. 
 
    She heard Leah's feet go running across the floor. For a small girl, she had such a heavy tread that her steps were unmistakable. 
 
    The door squeaked on its hinges, and she heard seven-year-old Leah squeal, "Mr. Giacomo!" 
 
    Elizabeth's heart first jumped, then sank. Memories unreeled themselves in her mind. 
 
    August, 1633 
 
    Elizabeth had been sight-reading two of Erik Satie's Tres Gymnopedies at the piano in the high school auditorium. The music had demanded the sound and touch of the grand. And as usual, she had been so focused on the music that she hadn't heard the door at the rear of the auditorium nor the steps down the aisles. Consequently, the applause that sounded when she finished the second piece took her by surprise, and she almost gave herself whiplash when her head whipped around to see who was clapping. 
 
    It was Victor Saluzzo, the high school principal, and two men dressed in down-timer clothing of a style she hadn't seen before. 
 
    "Gentlemen, may I introduce you to Mrs. Elizabeth Jordan, our music teacher?" Victor had said. 
 
    That was her introduction to Girolamo Zenti and Giacomo Carissimi. Zenti was obviously a man's man; bold, strutting a little, and with sufficient charm and charisma to woo the Venus de Milo, missing arms and all. But Carissimi had intrigued her. In both appearance and manner, he had reminded her of Douglas Drake, the Ohio farm boy who had been in most of her college classes: quiet, tongue-tied most of the time, and usually shy, though he had a baritone voice to die for. He had stared at her in every class they were in, and whenever she looked at him, he would blush and look away. But he wasn't creepy; just somehow oddly sweet. 
 
    Doug never managed to ask her for a date before she started going with Fred. From time to time, she regretted that. 
 
    Somehow, even at the very moment their eyes first met, this Carissimi fellow had the same effect on her as Doug. 
 
    That was where it began. 
 
    March 1635 
 
    "Mom," nine-year-old Daniel appeared in the doorway to the kitchen, "it's Mr. Carissimi." 
 
    Fall 1633 
 
    Before long, Elizabeth had found herself acting as Giacomo's mentor and teacher in the arts of music as the twentieth century had known them. She was amazed at him. He was like a musical sponge. It didn't seem to matter to him, if it had something to do with music, he wanted to know it. Music theory, music history, form and analysis; lives of composers, it didn't matter. Even the concentrated notes that Marla Linder had made available from her sessions with her band of German musicians didn't slow him down. 
 
    But his greatest passion was for the piano, the single instrument that came back from the future that the down-timers would be most affected by. Giacomo certainly was. He would spend hours every day working on it, playing scales and études, building technique and muscle memory. 
 
    Then, at some point, he started improvising. And that was where she was caught. 
 
    March 1635 
 
    Elizabeth very gently laid the carrot and the peeler down on the cabinet by the sink, rinsed her hands off under the faucet, and dried them carefully. She placed the dish towel back on the rack, then stood facing the window over the sink. 
 
    Fall 1633 
 
    The library resources and her own college textbooks had given Elizabeth a sketch of Carissimi's life in the future that would never be. And it was impressive. She resolved in her own heart that his biography in this new future would be even more impressive. Yes, she had to admit to herself, perhaps this second chance at Doug Drake meant something to her. In any event, she began to spend more and more time with Giacomo, pushing him harder and harder, giving him more and more to learn and less time to learn it. He had become her challenge. 
 
    March 1635 
 
    "Mom?" 
 
    She took a deep breath, then turned and followed Daniel toward the front door. 
 
    Fall 1633 
 
    And so the time passed. Elizabeth didn't neglect her family or her children. But every so often her husband Fred, the deputy sheriff who had become the West Virginia County's expert liaison with outside the Ring of Fire law enforcement organizations, would ask her why she was spending so much extra time at the school. 
 
    And sometimes he would ask her what she was thinking about when she was staring off into space. 
 
    She never told him much about Carissimi, only that he was a down-time music teacher who needed to learn about the up-time music. She didn't think he would understand. 
 
    When Fred started spending more and more time out of town, it was actually a bit of relief. 
 
    March 1635 
 
    Giacomo looked up at her from where he knelt talking to Leah. That was one of the things Leah adored about him, that he would always put himself on her level to talk to her. 
 
    October/November 1633 
 
    And then the commission came for Giacomo to write the music commemorating the death of Hans Richter. She was bound and determined that this would be the first great piece credited to his name after the Ring of Fire. 
 
    Zenti came to her and said that Giacomo was having trouble focusing on the music he was trying to write, because of the piano workshop next door. "Bring him here," she told him. "Fred is out of town for a week." 
 
    So Giacomo moved into her house that night. The kids were there, but Fred wasn't. And she didn't care. 
 
    The next two days were like heaven to Elizabeth, working with a talent of Giacomo's level. He was a man on fire, and she caught fire from him. Her passion for this work, this Lament for a Fallen Eagle, was the equal of his. As he described the arc and flow of it, she grasped it intuitively. And God, the music that he dictated to her! 
 
    At the end, Giacomo held a wonder, a joy, in his hands. And she had helped him create it. 
 
    March 1635 
 
    "Giacomo," she said, hands behind her back. Nothing more. 
 
    December 1633 
 
    The performance of the lament had been beautiful. Giacomo had wanted Elizabeth to sing the solo at first, but she had convinced him to ask Marla Linder instead. Elizabeth could have sung the solo and sung it well. Part of her really wanted to do exactly that, but . . . Marla's voice was better than hers, and what mattered was giving Giacomo the best performance he could get. And at the performance, Marla had justified Elizabeth's belief in her. 
 
    Afterwards they were both on cloud nine, Giacomo because the performance had gone so well, and Elizabeth because his reputation was increasing. 
 
    They spent a lot of time together; singing, playing, laughing. 
 
    Some days she forgot to miss Fred. 
 
    March 1635 
 
    He looked up at her, and stood. 
 
    "Elizabeth." 
 
    January 1634 
 
    And then came the letter from Italy, telling Giacomo his father had died. Zenti came and got her. Fred was gone again, so Elizabeth made arrangements for the kids to sleep over at friends, and she went with Zenti to the house the two Italians shared. 
 
    She had never seen a man in so much pain before. The lines on Giacomo's face looked like they had been graven deeply with chisels, and his eyes were so dark they looked like someone had put black holes in his eye-sockets. She gave him wine, and he choked on it and sprayed it across the room. Then he began to weep. She was so tempted to take him in her arms like one of her own children, and cradle his head against her breast, but she just sat and held his hand while the storm of tears took its course. 
 
    Elizabeth asked him about his father. He told her, story after story after story, all filled with love and affection for a man she'd never see. 
 
    That touched her, in an unexpected way. Giacomo had always been a gentle and caring man. Now she saw that he was, in his own way, a deeply loving man. 
 
    March 1635 
 
    "Kids, go finish your homework. I need to talk to Mr. Carissimi for a minute." 
 
    Spring 1634 
 
    Giacomo decided to write a Passion in honor of his father, one based on St. Matthew's Gospel. Elizabeth began to spend more and more time at their house, watching him write, taking musical dictation,  and singing parts with him when he would play new pieces of the passion for Zenti and his journeyman and apprentices. 
 
    He took such joy in writing the work, so much love for his father flowed from him, that at times Elizabeth felt like a fly trapped in honey. Other times she wondered if she were a moth, circling a candle flame, dazzled by the light but drawing closer and closer to the fire. 
 
    The passion was finished in March and scheduled for performance over Easter weekend. Giacomo went into whirlwind rehearsal mode with instrumentalists and the choir of St. Mary's Church. Elizabeth watched, waiting for Giacomo's greatness to be publicly displayed again, hungering for the display of his talent in the service of love. 
 
    March 1635 
 
    She got unhappy looks from Daniel and Leah, but they knew not to make a fuss in front of others and trailed off into the back of the house. 
 
    April 1634 
 
    The performance of the passion went extremely well. Afterward, elated, she let the children run free while she waited for a chance to speak to Giacomo without crowds of people around him. When the opportunity came, she praised him, and they ? laughed, and she called him her pet nickname for him, Jude. Whenever she saw him, "Hey, Jude" came to mind. 
 
    Then something changed. She didn't understand what, or how, or why, but something changed. Giacomo's gaze sharpened somehow and locked on hers, seeming to flow into her soul. He raised a hand, and brushed her cheek with one finger, just barely touching her. 
 
    It wasn't the first time Giacomo had touched Elizabeth. Many times they had touched hands during piano lessons, or marathon music writing sessions. Often he had patted her shoulder. Or they would brush against each other walking down hallways or sidewalks. But those had all been contacts between fellow workers, fellow musicians, fellow seekers after the holy grail of music. 
 
    This was different. Now Giacomo saw Elizabeth as a woman, and had given her the lightest of caresses. No mistaking it for a simple touch; it was a caress. 
 
    At that moment, Elizabeth leaned toward him, wanting to feel the touch of his hand again, always. She would have gone with Giacomo anywhere. 
 
    "Mommy!" 
 
    The genuine alarm in Leah's voice acted like a plunge of ice water. Elizabeth whirled to rescue her daughter from the chance of a serious fall from the organ loft. The moment that Leah was safe, her mind inexorably showed her what would happen if she turned to Giacomo. 
 
    In that moment of clarity—in that very precise instant of time—Elizabeth saw the hurt she would cause Fred, and her children, and her friends and family if she went with Giacomo. And even the hurt she would cause him if she did so. 
 
    It was the hardest thing Elizabeth had ever done to reject Giacomo then. 
 
    But she gathered her children's hands in hers and left him standing in the nave of St. Mary's Church. Alone. 
 
    March 1635 
 
    "So why are you here?" Elizabeth asked after a long moment of silence. 
 
    Late May 1634 
 
    Elizabeth avoided Giacomo after that. She knew that people noticed, but no one seemed to be saying anything about it, so she didn't either. 
 
    Then she heard the news. It took her a day or so to muster the courage to see Giacomo again, but on Friday afternoon, she went to his classroom after the school day was over. He was packing his document case. He stood and they looked at each other. 
 
    "So, when were you going to tell me?" Elizabeth asked. 
 
    Giacomo shrugged. "Tomorrow, I thought." 
 
    She walked over and sat down in one of the student desks. 
 
    "Master of the Royal Academy of Music, huh? That sounds like a great gig." She tried to keep her voice light. 
 
    "I think it will be," he responded. 
 
    There was another period of long silence. 
 
    "So when will you leave?" she finally said 
 
    "Around June first." Giacomo looked at his hands. "I have to make some arrangements and pack up what I will take and give away what I won't." 
 
    More silence. 
 
    Finally, she stood up and said, "Good luck." 
 
    "Thanks." 
 
    Elizabeth stepped over and held out her hand, but before Giacomo could reach to take it, she suddenly threw her arms around him and kissed him fiercely. 
 
    After a moment, Elizabeth broke the embrace and pushed back. She looked down at the floor, then looked up with a wry grin on her face. 
 
    "It would never work between us while I am married, and I won't leave Fred." 
 
    She struggled to keep her voice calm. 
 
    "You are Euterpe," Giacomo said after a moment. "You are my muse. I am my best because of you." 
 
    Elizabeth shrugged. 
 
    "Thank you for that compliment," she replied. "But I think you will have a new muse now. I think Princess Kristina will be your muse from now on, one way or another." 
 
    Giacomo shook his head. 
 
    Elizabeth stepped closer, rested a hand on his cheek, and whispered as the tears began to trickle from the corners of her eyes, "God go with you, Jude. Be well, be happy, be magnificent. And think about me from time to time, if you can stand it." 
 
    She left the room then, expecting to never see him again. 
 
    March 1635 
 
    Giacomo gave a very Latin shrug. "I needed to come confer with Master Wendell and Master Atwood Cochran about some of the Grantville Music Trust matters, and I wanted to read through the church music libraries again and see what I can use." Another moment of silence, then, "And I miss the children . . ." He swallowed. ". . . and I miss you." 
 
    To see him again, to hear him say that, tore at Elizabeth's heart. Oh, how she wanted to embrace him. But she couldn't. He started to shift position, and she held up a hand. He froze. 
 
    "Nothing has changed, Giacomo. The answer to your question is still 'No.' Understand?" 
 
    Carissimi looked down, and nodded. 
 
    Despite the pain, it was still good to see him. He still looked like Doug Drake, and he was still the same gentle man he had always been. 
 
    Elizabeth gave a small smile, and said, "The kids miss you, too. You're welcome to stay for dinner." He looked up in surprise. She held her hand up again. "But that's all, and you leave before they go to bed." 
 
    He nodded again, this time with a little lighter expression. 
 
    "Come on, then. You know where the piano is." 
 
    Giacomo headed for the music room. 
 
    Elizabeth returned to the kitchen to finish the carrots. She found herself humming along with the music that poured from the piano. She couldn't even be mad at herself for her spirits being lighter than they had been in months. 
 
    Dinner was simple; a piece of smoked ham, carrots and some green beans that someone had canned and given her last year. But the meal was almost festive, as Daniel and Leah competed for Giacomo's attention. Elizabeth found herself smiling again as she watched them. They really did like the Italian master and he obviously liked them as well. 
 
    Once the kids were through pushing green beans around on their plates, she sent them back to the music room to finish their homework. Giacomo drifted along behind them, and the piano began singing again while she cleared away the dishes to the kitchen. 
 
    Just as the last of the dishes were placed on the counter, the doorbell rang again. Wondering who it could be at this hour of the night, Elizabeth headed for the door. Her heart sank when it opened to reveal Preston Richards and Harley Thomas framed in the doorway, both in uniform. 
 
    "Press? Harley?" 
 
    "Can we come in?" 
 
    A chill settled in her soul. 
 
    "Sure. We're back in the music room." 
 
    They followed her. Daniel and Leah, both sprawled on the floor, looked up from doing their homework. Giacomo was seated at the piano, but he stilled his hands as soon as he saw who was with her. 
 
    "You know Signor Carissimi. He . . ." 
 
    ". . . wrote the song about Hans Richter's death." Press reached out his hand. "I haven't had the pleasure, before. Pleased to meet you. Um . . ." He looked at the children. 
 
    "Whatever it is," Elizabeth said through the gathering cold shroud, "they'll need to know. Bad or the worst?" 
 
    "The worst," Press admitted. "They're bringing him back." 
 
    She sat down on the end of the piano bench. "What goes around, comes around, I guess." She clasped her hands together so tightly that her knuckles were white. "Last week . . . Last week I was actually feeling—sort of good, maybe even a little bit smug—that Fred was over there in Ohrdruf. Safely away from what happened at the hospital and the synagogue. ? As safe as a man could ever be, in his line of work." 
 
    She gestured vaguely with her hand. "I'll need to call Jenny Maddox at the funeral home, I guess. To be expecting him. I don't know who else, really, since Reverend Wiley is dead." 
 
    Elizabeth felt Carissimi stand up behind her. "Orval McIntire," he said. "The man who preached the state funeral. Admirable eulogies—the ones he delivered for the mayor and your minister. Stay with Daniel and Leah. I will call them both. That much of the burden, Elizabeth, I can take from your shoulders." 
 
    Both kids looked scared, and Leah was crying. Elizabeth could hear Giacomo making the first phone call. She opened her arms, and the kids came to her, huddling together within the circle of her embrace. She felt the tears starting in her own eyes as she looked at the two men who had brought the bad news, and who obviously wished they hadn't had to. 
 
    "What happened?" 
 
    Press shrugged. "We haven't received a full report yet, but what we know at this point is he fell off a roof and broke his neck." 
 
    "What was he doing up on a roof?" Elizabeth demanded. 
 
    Press shrugged again. "From what we can tell, he was doing some kind of protective over-watch on people who were being persecuted by some of the citizens of Ohrdruf. He seemed to have slipped and lost his grip, and . . ." Press stopped for a moment. There really wasn't anything else he could add to that. Elizabeth's stomach churned as she thought of that fall. "I'll let you know as soon as we know more," Press finally finished. 
 
    "Please." She bent her head over her children, all she had left of Fred, and let her tears mingle with theirs. 
 
    The doorbell rang again, and Harley answered it. That was the beginning of neighbors, friends, and family coming to see if they could help. 
 
    The next days passed in a blur. It took longer to schedule the funeral than normal, because they had to wait for Fred's body to arrive from Ohrdruf. There was a constant flow of family and friends. She and the kids were never left alone. In her lucid moments, she understood that and was thankful for it. And the food kept coming. Everyone brought something: ham, roast beef, potatoes, vegetables, breads; even desserts, although the cost of sugar these days made those really extravagant. 
 
    The nights, however, were very dark, and very lonely. More than one night found her crying herself to sleep, muffling the sobs with her pillows. And more than one night found her facing her guilt in the darkest hours before dawn—guilt that she had not loved Fred like she should; guilt that she had chased another man, that she had been unfaithful. Yet in the cold light of dawn, she always knew that whatever her thoughts, when it came to the test she had been faithful to her vows. More so than Fred had been, she suspected. 
 
    The one constant theme in those days—the one thing that Elizabeth always remembered afterward besides the feeling of being possessed by ice—was that Carissimi was always near. Not hovering; not butting into meetings with the family or the consultations with the funeral home and the minister; not intruding or obtruding in any way. But always near. 
 
    Finally the day of the funeral arrived. The funeral home Cadillac arrived to take Elizabeth and the children to the church for the memorial service. 
 
    The service went as well as anyone could desire for that kind of thing. It was a closed casket service. Jenny Maddox had suggested it, given the state of Fred's corpse on arrival at the funeral home in Grantville. 
 
    The music was beautiful. Orval McIntire did an excellent eulogy, and his recitation of the promises of eternal life and the resurrection were of some comfort. But the hole in Elizabeth's life was still there when he was done. 
 
    Daniel and Leah, one on each side of her, were her main concern at that moment; the one silent and still, the other gripping her mother's hand like an iron clamp and sniffling occasionally. At the end, they walked with her to the Cadillac for the ride to the cemetery. 
 
    The old-fashioned graveside service was brief. Orval said the final words with grace, and they lowered the casket into the ground. Elizabeth stood and picked up a handful of dirt from the mound at the side, and poured it into the hole. 
 
    "Goodbye, Fred," she said, tears trickling down her cheeks, almost like liquid ice. 
 
    Afterward, Elizabeth stood to one side with the kids in the cold wind, and accepted the final condolences of those who had come to the graveside service. As the last of them gave her a hug and turned away, she became aware of one last figure, standing well behind the canopy that had sheltered the attendees. 
 
    "Jenny," she said. Jenny Maddox stepped over from where she had been waiting by the grave. "Would you take the kids to the car, please? They're getting cold, and I need to talk to someone." 
 
    "Sure," Jenny said. 
 
    They almost had to peel Leah's fingers from Elizabeth's hand, but she finally let go upon the iron-clad promise that her mom wouldn't take very long. As Jenny led them to the waiting limousine, Elizabeth walked over to face Giacomo. 
 
    He spoke first, after an obvious hesitation. "I am sorry for your loss, Mrs. Jordan." 
 
    "Thank you, Mr. Carissimi," she replied in like kind. 
 
    "If there is anything I can do to help, please, let me know." 
 
    "Thank you for everything you have done." 
 
    They looked at each other in the cold, in the silence. 
 
    "The answer is still 'No,' you know," she finally said. 
 
    He looked offended. "I would never have asked you at a time like this." 
 
    "I know." And she did. But she had still needed to make it clear. 
 
    He looked around, then looked back at her with a twist to his lips. "There are others, however, who will think you fair game. I am surprised that they are not lined up here, to make their offers for your house and body." 
 
    That jolted Elizabeth for just a moment. 
 
    "And they would get a 'No' forever." 
 
    There was curiosity on Giacomo's face now. 
 
    "Why? They could give you a very comfortable life, and raise your children well." 
 
    Elizabeth smiled. "First, to paraphrase a Grantville expression, I've soared with eagles; I'm not about to tie myself to a turkey." 
 
    Giacomo chuckled at that. 
 
    "And second, I have some things to do, some things to take care of. I've got to get my head on straight." And I've got to lightning-rod some guilt out of my soul, she said to herself. 
 
    Another moment of silence, broken finally by Elizabeth. "Actually, there is something you can do for me." 
 
    Giacomo looked to her with expectation. 
 
    "In six months come see me." 
 
    A look of hope began to form on his face. 
 
    "Then you can ask me your question." 
 
    The smile that crept onto his face was like the dawning of the sun. The first hint of warmth came to Elizabeth from that smile. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    The Duelst 
 
    By Enrico Toro and David Carrico 
 
      
 
    Magdeburg 
 
    October 1635 
 
    Giacomo Carissimi closed the front door behind himself, and began to take his coat off. 
 
    "Is that you, Jude?" 
 
    The sound of his wife's voice calling out her nickname for him still stirred a warmth in him. Elizabeth Jordan had not been married to him long. Her deceased husband Fred had died in March of this year, and it had taken her some time to deal with her grief, wrap up the family's affairs in Grantville and relocate with her children to Magdeburg. They had, in fact, been married for only two weeks. And it was still the joy of Giacomo's life to wake each morning and find her in bed beside him. 
 
    "Yes, it is me," he responded, hanging his coat on a peg in the wall next to the door. It looked to be a hard winter coming. It was already getting cold enough in October to warrant heavy coats. And being originally from Rome, Giacomo was already not very comfortable in cold weather. 
 
    "Papa Giacomo!" Elizabeth's daughter Leah came running down the stairs to the second floor. She ran over and threw her arms around him, giving him the most ferocious hug her seven-year-old arms could manage. 
 
    "Bella mia!" Giacomo said with a smile, ruffling her hair. 
 
    "Go finish your homework," Elizabeth said as she walked into the room. "Supper will be a while yet." 
 
    "Okay." Leah bounced back up the stairs as Elizabeth handed something to Giacomo. 
 
    "What's this?" 
 
    "Duh. It's a letter, silly." 
 
    Giacomo looked at it. It was indeed addressed to him, with a Grantville postmark. But who would be writing a letter to him?" 
 
    "I have no idea," Elizabeth said, which made Giacomo realize he must have spoken out loud. "Why don't you open it?" 
 
    He ripped open the up-time style envelope, extracted the pages, and began to read. "It's from Johannes Fichtold! Why would Girolamo's journeyman be writing to me?" 
 
    "Come read it to me while I finish putting supper together." 
 
    Giacomo followed Elizabeth to the room they used for dining. Leaning against the door frame, he shuffled the pages and began reading out loud at the beginning while Elizabeth began placing dishes and bowls on the table. 
 
    ∞ ∞ ∞ 
 
    To Master Giacomo Carissimi 
 
    Magdeburg, USE 
 
    From Johannes Fichtold 
 
    Grantville, USE 
 
    Second day of October, in our Lord's year 1635 
 
    Esteemed Master Giacomo, 
 
    Please pardon this letter, but the matter involved is much too complicated to discuss by telegraph, even if a certain amount of secrecy was not warranted. 
 
    As you know, Master Girolamo Zenti, your friend and my craftmaster, does from time to time go on long trips to different areas. During these trips, he searches for sources of supplies and parts for pianos, as well as seeking to make contacts to develop purchasers for the pianos we construct. He left a few weeks ago on such a trip, leaving me in charge of the house and the workshop. 
 
    One night I woke up at the sound of someone in the main living room of the house. It was very late or very early, whichever way you want to think of it. I could hear steps coming and going from Master Girolamo's room, so curiously and a bit anxiously I got up to go check. 
 
    When I entered the room I found Master Girolamo just closing a couple of saddle bags. His clothes were dirty, his boots muddy, his face unshaven, and he clearly did not take good care of his personal hygiene. He smelled bad. I was quite taken aback by seeing him in that bad shape. 
 
    "What is going on?" I asked. "In what kind of trouble are you? Running from a zealous father or a jealous husband?" You see, I know the master well. 
 
    He whispered tiredly, "I wish. I hid for the past four nights and I was able to sneak to the house only now. But I cannot stay. I need to leave Grantville and Germany altogether." 
 
    "Why? What happened?" 
 
    "Long story short, I killed a man. It was done honorably, in a duel, in front of seconds and accordingly to the rules of honor that regulate these things. But I doubt his family and the law will consider this. They are already starting to look for me, to hunt me, and if either catches me, the outcome for Girolamo won't be that good. In one case I can end up losing my head to the ax, or be thrown in a very unhealthy gaol for some time. In the other, well, I guess bleeding slowly to death in a back alley is what I can expect." 
 
    "I do not understand. I mean if you won in a regular duel, would not that count?" I said. 
 
    "Oh, the fact the duel was carried out according to customs helped me not being killed by my rival's seconds, but it still remains illegal, and my rival's family is not satisfied. They want revenge, and they are out for blood—mine, specifically. That is not uncommon. Even in Italy, too many times a duel leads to a blood feud. It is best for everyone if I leave, and the less you know the less you have to lie for me when they ask you where I am gone." 
 
    "How did that happened? Who did you kill?" 
 
    Master Girolamo sighed. "All right, if you want to know the whole story, please go fetch us some wine while I finish packing. Then I will sit down a few minutes and tell you everything. Go, don't look at me like that!" 
 
    I came back to the room shortly carrying a carafe full of wine and two cups. Master Girolamo was sitting on an armchair right under the sconce. He seemed a bit more relaxed under the flickering light of the candles. When I gave him the cup he took it in both hands and drank fully and deeply, then looked at me and started telling me his story. 
 
    "I was in Nordhausen, for business. Christian Schenk von Tautenberg contacted me some time ago because he wanted to order two instruments for his new wife: one a harpsichord and one a wall piano for his music room. We agreed to meet in Nordhausen, because he was inspecting properties in the area his family had just inherited. The negotiations went well, and we signed a contract. I left with some silver as earnest money for the instruments. Plus, I also managed to meet two local craftsmen I decided to hire to help produce the felt punchings we need in the new pianos." 
 
    I nodded. "Production bottlenecks," as the Grantvillers call them, were becoming a common issue for many craftsmen in the area, with supply unable to sustain the demand of many goods. It was good that Master Girolamo had found some help. 
 
    "And having killed two birds with a single stone, I decided to celebrate in the best tavern in town. A place recommended to me by the craftsmen. I was expecting good food, good drink, possibly good company, and instead the fates had planned something entirely different for me." 
 
    "So now you are being very dramatic, master, but your bait is good and you got me hooked. What happened at the tavern?" Master Girolamo always tells a good story, you know. I was hanging on the edge of my chair. 
 
    "Initially, nothing happened. I was there eating and talking about trivial matters with one of the artisans I connected with that day—my treat. I will warn you that the taverns of Nordhausen have a Branntwein that should be called fool-killer. One glass and you are a fool. Two glasses and you are so numb you will probably be dead the next morning." 
 
    "So how many glasses did you drink?" I asked. 
 
    "Half of one, and that probably led to what happened next. I was getting annoyed by the very loud noises coming from a table nearby where a group of youths were eating and, well, being particularly exuberant. I do not usually mind similar habits. God only knows that when you are in your early twenties that is the time to behave foolishly. Hell, maybe five years ago I would have asked to join. But this time this group of young and very well-dressed youngsters was being a little too political for my tastes." 
 
    "What do you mean?" 
 
    "They started attacking the Piazza government of Thuringia and Franconia, and Mike Stearns, and, well, insulting almost everyone in Grantville, saying that they were subverting things and destroying the natural order of things. I guess that is all right—I mean, probably a good portion of the Germans think the same, the ones who did not take advantage of the opportunities brought forth by the Ring of Fire. However, when they started insulting the working classes, our fellow Americans, and consequently every foreigner in Grantville, I reacted." 
 
    Uh-oh, I thought. "And that did not end well, I guess?" 
 
    "That is correct. I started chastising them, but you know my German is coarse and my accent is thick. And I was feeling the Branntwein a bit. Before long I did realize I was just fanning the flames instead of putting them out. I was about to go back to my place and try to ignore all the noise, when the leader of the group asked me where I was from. When he learned I was from Roma, he started raving about me being the lackey of the pope and the cardinals and other, not gentlemanly things. He had also had more Branntwein than he needed, because he was slurring his words. But then he repeated slowly, making sure everyone around could hear, that he was Franz Jure Vorhauer, that he was connected to Graf Wolfgang III von Mansfeld, that his ancestors loved visiting Rome in 1527 and his house is still full of souvenirs from that visit. Then he stated that he and I must be cousins, because he is pretty sure his great-grandfather paid my great-grandmother in a brothel in Roma and left her begging for more." 
 
    Master Girolamo drank some wine, then continued, "Now, seeing that I was with someone from the working class, and not exactly looking like a dashing swordsman, I can only imagine he did this thinking I would leave the place fearing violent consequences if I reacted to his words. That is usually how duels are started, you know, by someone underestimating the consequence of their actions. But I did not cower in fear. I took the left glove out of my hand and I slapped him hard with it. I should have known better. Me, a foreign visitor, very likely a commoner, challenging him to a duel in a public place, in front of his friends. I left him with only two choices, none good, because one of us would have ended up hurt. He could have conjured with his friends to have me beaten for daring such a thing; or he could have accepted the duel thinking it would be an easy thing to finish. I saw the same thoughts passing in front of his eyes. The temptation to simply attack me there on the tavern floor quickly vanished and he accepted meeting me at dawn to settle things. In a way I got lucky, because it is not unheard of for a foe to be murdered by his rival's friends just before the duel. He had the advantage of numbers and did not know I carry a revolver. They could have attacked me in a back alley out of the tavern and I am not sure I'd be here to tell the story. Still, surviving the first confrontation left me with a big quandary to solve." 
 
    "And that was?" I asked. 
 
    "Well, in Germany duel customs and traditions vary significantly from town to town. I was not sure what I should have done for the day after. I was also missing some worthy seconds. That detail alone might have invalidated the duel with no one to back my cause; and besides, it would have been very dangerous." 
 
    "More dangerous than a duel?" 
 
    "Oh, Mary Mother of God, of course it is! You should know these things. Seconds are crucial." Girolamo was exasperated, I could tell. He put his glass down and counted on his fingers. "They make sure both parties respect the rules. They make sure you do not get stabbed while removing your coat, or attacked on the way to the duel by a party of hired cutthroats. They also serve as witnesses that you acted honorably. And, finally, they protect you if the other seconds decide to join the fray if they are not able to stay still and do nothing while their friend fights. No seconds means putting your life completely in the hands of the other party. No one is so trusting, not even among men of honor." 
 
    "So how did you find the seconds you needed?" 
 
    "In the oldest way in the world, I guess," he replied. "I paid them. And they were not cheap. Dueling is 'officially' illegal, and the fact that I really did not know anyone in town did not help. It basically took me all night, but I finally found a couple of retired soldiers that needed some extra support and were not squeamish to take part in a risky endeavor. Plenty of them all over the place if you know where to look, with this war that has been going on and off for so long. They weren't gentlemen or famous fencers, but I guess they knew how to use those sharp irons they carried with them." 
 
    "So you did make it in time?" 
 
    Master Girolamo picked up his wine glass again. "Barely. The dueling place was near a small mill a few miles outside of the walls, hidden from the main road by a small row of poplars. We had to move fast to get there in time. When we arrived we found the young man who challenged me, his two seconds and a surgeon. They were all ready and the event seemed quite formal. Of that I was happy; the more formal the setting, the less chances of surprises. These people seemed willing to play by the rules." 
 
    "That was good for you," I said. "But you still ended up having to run. What happened?" 
 
    "Well, as I said, I was a foreigner in a foreign land, and about to fight an important local. I needed to win fast and leave no doubt I played clean and without any trick. The more prolonged the duel, the harder it would be to prove I dominated it. I hoped I was about to fight someone untrained, cocky, and inexperienced, someone who would have attacked me blindly. Someone easy to dispatch." 
 
    "I take it that was not the case?" I responded. 
 
    "No. As soon as we crossed swords, I knew I was dealing with someone who knew what he was doing. Fencing is both an art and a science. In a way, it is a dialogue between two people, almost like playing music together. I tested him, tried to dominate his blade, closed at a distance when I could strike and tried a false attack. When he did not panic or react without composure but simply parried and riposted knowing my attack was false, I knew he knew the tune and could play along with me. He was well trained in the German style, so he made lateral steps much more than we are used to down in the peninsula, and he used many more cuts than what I consider healthy, but he knew what he was doing, and that was both terrifying and exhilarating." 
 
    "Why so?" 
 
    "Well, because being able to fence with someone good, keeping up a conversation with very high stakes is a testament to the art. But I also knew then that if I made a mistake—and I am human, it could happen—there would be very little ground to correct it. In the end, I guess God loved me best, because the mistake was his, and I got the opportunity I wanted. It happened so quickly I am still surprised it ended that fast." 
 
    "Can you explain?" 
 
    "Sure." Master Girolamo stood up and looked around, beckoning to me to get to my feet. "Johannes, are those walking sticks we found in the house still behind that enormous piece of furniture they call a 'lazy boy'?" 
 
    When I nodded he walked there and picked two sticks, giving me one. "Now imagine you are him," he said, and placed himself in front of me. "We were in what fencers call a misura larga, which is simply the distance from your opponent in which you can touch him with a lunge. It is a very dangerous place, where you do not want to stay too much, because the more you stay there the more are the chances you will get wounded or killed and vice versa. Better be a bit more distant and safer." 
 
    Girolamo extended his arm with his stick and let stay it a little out of the line of his body. "I did something even riskier at this point, what we would call an 'invitation' as my arm was not protecting my right flank and the center of my body: I was basically baiting him to attack there. I was not truly expecting him to attack, because he should have known I was setting a trap. I was expecting a false attack followed by a true lunge somewhere else, and I was ready to parry the true attack with my dagger. Instead he went ahead and simply lunged in the area I left unprotected. I do not know what he was thinking. When he lunged," he signaled me to do it, "in the time it took for his point to arrive close to my body, I had all the time to parry with the shell of my sword and place my point right at his throat like this." I felt the point of the stick right at the base of my neck, a few fingers below my Adam's apple. "Then I moved my rear foot back, brought my torso forward and my sword went through the base of his neck all the way. He was unconscious before hitting the ground, and died shortly thereafter. There was nothing the surgeon could do. Such a shame." 
 
    "You feel sorry about it, don't you?" I asked, lowering the cane. 
 
    "Of course I do. No one sane of mind likes taking a human life, especially like this. It should have not happened." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "Because at the core of fencing is the art of defense, the skill of hitting someone without being hit back. There was no way he could have lunged so openly without being hit. He took a chance. And he could only have won if I had fallen asleep, because any trained swordsman who is fully awake could have stopped his attack without blinking. What a waste. This is fencing; you do not take those chances." 
 
    "It is almost like you regret it. Maybe there is some good quality in you after all." 
 
    "Oh don't get me wrong, I am glad to be alive, glad to be running while his body is probably in the ground now. And I know it sounds stupid, because, after all, I was there to kill him. I just wish . . . I just wish he had not wasted his life so foolishly." 
 
    "And then what happened?" 
 
    "Oh, then things started going downhill pretty fast. The surgeon no sooner declared Vorhauer dead than one of the seconds jumped onto his horse and rode belly down toward town. I knew then I had to leave and fast. It took me four days to make it back here. I mostly rode at night on back roads and across fields. I imagine his family pressed charges against me and I am surprised no agents have showed up yet; they knew my name and the fact I was coming from Grantville. This is why, Johannes, I have to run now. You never saw me." 
 
    "Where are you going now?" 
 
    "I won't tell you now." Master Girolamo got up, picked up the few personal objects left to pack and began stuffing them in his pack. "However one of the things I learned from the Americans is that in a crisis there is also deep opportunity. And I learned about the Risorgimento, the resurgence. Interesting people would live in the peninsula 200 years from now according to the stories of another universe. So I guess it is time we find another Garibaldi and Mazzini." He grinned. 
 
    "For now I will cross the Alps and then we will see. There are plenty of good causes to be picked back in Italy. If Germany can become one under the Americans, we can't let them have all the fun. You never know, you may hear about me sooner than you expect," he said and then started singing some uptime lyrics. 
 
    O mia Patria, sì bella e perduta! 
 
    O remembranza sì cara e fatal! 
 
    Still humming the motive of this aria, Master Girolamo gave me a rough embrace and left the house. Riding into the sunset, the Americans would say. Of course, that night it was more like riding into the moonset. 
 
    Yesterday I received an anonymous letter with a very familiar handwriting that said Master Girolamo was across the Alps. 
 
    Before he departed, Master Girolamo left instructions on how to handle the company and the rest of the investments. And I now know where to send the dividends, which, based on the orders we have in hand, should be significant. 
 
    Master Girolamo also said I should inform you of what occurred as soon as I knew that he was safe, and that every communication to him will have to be addressed to Giuseppe Verdi. Witness that this letter accomplishes that. 
 
    Please let me know if there is anything I should do for either you or Master Girolamo. 
 
    With the greatest respect, 
 
    Johannes Fichtold 
 
    ∞ ∞ ∞ 
 
    Giacomo lowered the pages. "Girolamo, Girolamo, always a bit too ready with the point and the edge. And once again you are leaving everything behind while you ride away from trouble." 
 
    He looked up to see Elizabeth looking at him. "Did I ever tell you how he came to join me on my quest to Grantville?" 
 
    Elizabeth smiled. "More than once. I guess once a duelist, always a duelist." 
 
    "Maybe so," Giacomo said. "Maybe so. But I fear for whomever will try to stop that gentleman. Or maybe we need to learn to call him Verdi." 
 
    Elizabeth laughed, looked around, and said, "Everything's ready. Let's eat." She went to call the children. 
 
    Giacomo folded the letter and tucked it in an inner pocket of his doublet. He then crossed himself and muttered a quick prayer for the safety of his friend. "Not that I doubt his ability to keep himself safe, you understand," he said at the end of the prayer. "But as many risks as he takes, he could use some extra protection." 
 
    He crossed himself again as the children ran in. 
 
  
 
  
   
      
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Appendices 
 
    A QUICK AND DIRTY TREATISE ON HISTORICAL FENCING 
 
    By Enrico Toro 
 
    “Et l’oggetto di questa scienza altro non è che il riparare et il ferire . . . le quali non potrà alcuno sapere se prima non havrà la cognitione dè tempi e delle misure . . . ” [ . . . and the goal of this science is nothing else but to parry and to wound . . . Things nobody can perform unless they are aware of times and measures . . . ] 
 
    —Nicoletto Giganti, 1606 
 
    A Short History. 
 
    It’s easy today to have a very distorted view of what fencing was at the time of the Ring of Fire. Real fencing is not Errol Flynn or the Three Musketeers. Hollywood swashbuckling movies set in the early modern era feature unrealistic flamboyant fencing. The only other fencing moderns see is lightning-fast Olympic fencing. Both of these are far different from the fencing taught in the 1630s in hundreds of academies throughout Europe. 
 
    The slow rate of fire and the poor accuracy of firearms made fencing the most common form of self-defense. And as any form of self-defense it was quick, lethal, and, most of the time, brutal. 
 
    Dueling and the use of the sword are as old as human civilization. During the period from the end of the Middle Ages until the Ring of Fire, the art of sword fighting changed radically. Those changes set the foundations of fencing as we know it now. This article will focus on Europe during that period. 
 
    In the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, the use of plate mail transformed fencing into something very technical. The first known treatise was written in 1295, in Germany. This manuscript, called Royal Armouries Ms. I.33, [https://myarmoury.com/review_aa_ebuckler.html] [or "Anonymous Fechtbuch: 
 
    Manuscript  I.33" http://www.thearma.org/Manuals/i33/i33.htm] codifies a form of combat with sword and buckler. During this time fencers developed the thrust with a long sword. Its purpose was to find openings in a foe’s armor. This attack became a well-known technique amongst fighters. The use of the two-handed sword, with a complex system based on many different guards, began a codification of the techniques used, the birth of the first styles and what is considered the first form of true fencing. General military sword fighting was still based mostly on strength. Cutting blows, as opposed to the thrusts and lunges, were still used in combination with grappling techniques to knock down an adversary who was well protected by plate armor. 
 
    A radical change happened once the invention and the development of firearms greatly reduced the effectiveness of armor. Because firearms began to appear on the battlefield during the sixteenth century, the use of a complete plate armor was limited mostly to heavy cavalry in tournaments and in battle. After 1490, duels were fought mainly afoot and with much lighter weaponry. 
 
    The rise of the thrust and the decline of the cutting stroke in fencing, began a demand for different swords. Sword making answered this call for lighter weapons, and swords became longer, thinner, and more suitable for lunges. The broadsword became a side-sword easy to carry all the time. Typical Renaissance sword fighting required the use of sword and a small target shield or sword and dagger. Even the use of a target shield faded during the sixteenth century, giving way to fighting with sword and dagger. This last style is considered more effective, as a dagger can be used as a defense, and it can become a terrible offensive weapon in close combat. 
 
    Another innovation of this period was the growing use of the sword alone. This was permitted by the development of fencing techniques that favored the use of the blade both for defense and offense. In the second half of the sixteenth century, numerous fencing treatises were printed and the number of wards (ten or sixteen) dropped to the four standard wards based on the different hand positions. The wards (or guards) are the basic fighting stances from which any attack and defense develop. The Pallas Armata, a fencing treatise of 1639, describes the different wards: 
 
    There are but four guards according to the four ways thou canst turn thy hand, viz. Prime, Secunde, Tertz, and Quarte. 
 
    “The Prime is when thou holdest thy Rapier in such a manner that the outside side of thy hand doth look towards thy left side out, and the inside of thy hand look towards thy right side out. This is subdivided into a straight Prime, when thy point looketh straight forwards, and into a hanging Prime, when thy point doth look towards the ground. 
 
    The Secunde is, when thou holdest thy Rapier in such a sort that the outside of thy hand looketh upwards, and the inside of thy hand towards the ground. This is likewise subdivided into a straight Secunde when thy point looketh straight forwards; into a handing Secunde, when thy point looketh downwards towards the ground, and finally into the middle Secunde, when thou holdest thy Rapier with a Secunde and a bowed arm, so that the point of thy Rapier looks sheer out towards thy left side. 
 
    The Tertz is when thou dost hold thy Rapier in such fashion that the outside of thy hand looks towards thy right side out, and the inside of thy hand towards thy left side out. 
 
    This again is subdivided into the High Tertz when thou holdest thy point upwards yet with bended arm, so that thy hilt equalize thy Right breast in height; into a Middle Tertz, when thou holdest thy weapon with a bent arm that the point looks straight out forwards, so that the Hilt in height equalize thy waist: And lastly into a Low Tertz, when thou holdest thy weapon with a straight arm downwards, so that thy Hilt be equal to thy knee in height, or a little below. 
 
    The Quarte is when thou holdest thy Rapier in such a manner with a bended arm, that the outside of thy hand look down towards the ground, but the inside upwards. This is likewise subdivided into a straight Quarte when thou holdest thy Rapier with a Quarte and let the point sink down.” 
 
    ∞ ∞ ∞ 
 
    All the writing about fencing in this period (mostly in Italian) was abundantly detailed and showed a very quick evolution of the art of combat. 
 
    Italian-style fencing was practiced throughout Europe, in courts and salles, the private gyms where fencing was taught. At the end of the sixteenth century the sword assumed a shape that would last for another fifty years. It was enriched by a basket hilt to better protect the sword wielder’s hand, and it was longer and thinner than a side-sword. Englishmen called it a rapier. The end of the century also brought the birth of the disengagement technique that would be thoroughly developed in its many variants during the following century. The most used of these disengagements is the cavazione or trade, the maneuver that permits one to exchange or switch sides on the opponent’s sword, without making contact with it. 
 
    It is the seventeenth century that sees the birth of national styles and a more clear-cut division between dueling styles and military styles. 
 
    This development can be attributed to several factors: the growing influence of the printing press, the beginnings of a modern mentality that brought the rise of centralized nation-states, the birth of “modern” scientific methods (many books have amazing anatomic and geometric details), the rise of the middle class with the consequent increase in students of the “gentlemanly arts of combat,” and the need for a more codified method of teaching. 
 
    Dueling swords became lighter, fencing became faster, and the combination of thrusts and parries more complicated. Furthermore, the seventeenth century saw the introduction of two new kinds of blades: the small sword, a thrusting-only sword, thinner and shorter than a normal rapier, and the saber. 
 
    The saber, a curved sword with one cutting edge, began to be used in Western Europe but became widespread only during the eighteenth century. The small sword was developed in France at the time when a distinct French school of fencing was also coming into being. The small sword’s lightness permitted a faster style that influenced greatly the future classical fencing and modern fencing and began a path that brought the introduction of the foil in the nineteenth century. 
 
    The second half of the century saw the transition from fencing in single to double time. In “single time,” the swordsman’s main goal is to provoke an attack and counter into the opponent’s offense while blocking the path of the incoming blade with one’s own. In “double time,” an incoming attack is first parried with the sword blade and then followed up with a fast counterattack (riposte). Fencing in double time wasn’t unknown before, but it was neglected as the fencer’s movements required were too fast to be performed with a rapier. The favorite technique was instead the time thrust—a thrust along a line that opposes the attack and permits the swordsman to parry and to hit simultaneously. 
 
    While dueling fencing based its movements on agility and reflexes, military fencing maintained the use of power moves and larger movements. The use of a dagger as a defensive weapon disappeared. One century later it would be taught only by Neapolitan academies. 
 
    A Seventeenth-Century Swordsman’s Training 
 
    The seventeenth century was a period of great sword masters, of experimentation, and of development of the art of combat. Ridolfo Capoferro, Marco Docciolini, Salvatore Fabris, Nicoletto Giganti, Francesco Alfieri, Bondi di Mazo, Morsicato Pallavicini, Don Luis Pacheco de Narvaez, and Girard Thibault were some of the great masters of the time. It was the time of the Italian and Spanish styles that used predominantly thrusts but didn’t neglect cutting blows, especially in defensive actions. 
 
    The training was rigorous and focused on self-preservation in an actual combative situation. The goal was to enable a fencer to survive a combat on any terrain. 
 
    The styles taught were strict, essential, and conservative as with any things where human life is at stake. Fencing in Italian is scherma, a word that means “barrier, shelter.” The main tactic is closing with the enemy, finding his blade, and using touches, disengagements, and counter-disengagements to create an opening in his defenses. 
 
    The thrusts were aimed with precision at vital organs or at the limbs to incapacitate the adversary. The sword was held with delicacy (the Italian school called this method a straccio bagnato, the wet-towel way) so that it was possible to control the sword in the most subtle way and use a vast array of techniques. 
 
    The main difference between the Italian and the Spanish school is that the Italian style was more energetic, more animated, more of a linear style prone to the attack, rich of lunges (long thrusts). The Spanish style was more defensive, cool, and deliberate. It used circular footwork movements waiting for the opportunity to strike the enemy. The second style is more dancelike and has a single flat-footed stance and only two basic positions compared to the multitude of the Italian style. The stress on defense permitted the Spanish swordsmen to use just the rapier, whereas the Italians still used a dagger. A typical Spanish swordsman would keep his body straight upright and use fast circular paces with arm and rapier held straight, menacing the face or body of his enemy. 
 
    From the end of the sixteenth century, the rapier had become the predominant civilian sword. These swords were custom-crafted for each swordsman. They were very long and still quite heavy (around two and a half pounds) compared to today’s swords. Their ideal length was twice the length of the fencer’s arm. The blade was divided into two parts: the strong and the weak. The first goes from the hilt to half blade and is used mostly to parry; the second, from half blade to the tip and is used to hit. As to military swords, the seventeenth century saw the growth of the use of sabers and of the schiavona. This two-edged sword combined the full hand protection of a deep-basket hilt made up of a number of connecting iron bars and a very efficient blade that allowed both cut and thrust. The schiavona won a wide popularity in several European armies. Fitted with a long blade, it became the favorite sword of the heavy cavalry. 
 
    If you are taught the Italian style, the use of a dagger as a defensive weapon is recommended. The main functions of a dagger are to parry, hit, and trap the enemy’s blade. There are two types of fencing daggers. They usually both have a straight, pointed, double-edged blade between fifteen and twenty inches long. The first type is a simple cross-hilted design, usually with slightly drooping or forked quillons (the two arms, straight or bent, that are the sides of the hilt), creating an acute angle with the blade itself. This is to entrap and break the enemy sword by a simple twist of the wrist once its attack has been parried. It also has an additional side ring called an anneau, whose purpose is to protect the knuckles. The second form of fencing dagger is called a shell-guard dagger or main gauche. This weapon’s hilt is formed by long straight quillons and a shell protecting the whole hand. 
 
    Almost no academy taught the use of the sword alone. Much time was dedicated to fencing with daggers in close combat. The name for dagger and knife fighting was scherma corta: short fencing. In the seventeenth century, short fencing reached extraordinary levels of complexity, and the training was performed with the dagger alone or with other tools (cloak and dagger, dagger and hat, dagger and pistol, dagger and cane). 
 
    Multiple techniques of offense and defense with the dagger were developed and taught. Because of the brutality of knife fighting, it wasn’t uncommon for the duelers to fight with knife alone, especially when the duel was to the death. These are the words of Salvatore Fabris, fencing teacher in Padua: 
 
    “There are moments, where there is neither time nor the occasion to use a rapier, and it’s important for a gentleman to never neglect his skills with the use of a dagger.” 
 
      
 
    When not busy studying fencing with rapier or dagger, a good swordsman would be studying other forms of codified combat. These included the use of spear and pike and the use of batons and walking canes as self-defense weapons. There were, of course, moments when none of these weapons were available, so a good swordsman had to learn hand-to-hand combat. European unarmed forms are not so different from modern martial arts. A treatise written in Florence at the beginning of the century states in its introduction: “My system teaches both the use of fists and kicks and the use of limb locks and torsions depending on the occasions and the intentions of the enemy.” 
 
    In conclusion, we may say that a seventeenth-century swordsman had to be good at fencing both in a melee and during a duel as well as a ruthless fighter ready to defend himself from assaults when simply walking on a lane. He would have to know how to use all the weapons at his disposal: his own hands, daggers, one or two sticks as tall as a man or as long as an arm or as short as a dagger; rapiers, sabers, spears, halberds. In a few words he was a tough nut to crack. 
 
    Links 
 
    The Internet is full of interesting pages about the Western martial arts. I selected a few of them for whomever is interested in studying the topic in more depth. 
 
    http://www.schooleofdefence.co.uk 
 
    This is an extremely interesting site, full of pictures and a very detailed description of a ten second duel in twenty-five sequences. 
 
    http://members.lycos.co.uk/rapier/contents.htm 
 
    Another interesting site. It contains “La scherma” of Francesco Alfieri (1640) with description of the techniques, plates and some pictures. 
 
    http://www.thehaca.com/Manuals/pallas.htm 
 
    This is another treatise, one of the best English texts on differences between Renaissance sword and rapier. 
 
    http://www.kismeta.com/diGrasse/index.htm 
 
    Another treatise of the period. 
 
    http://www.thehaca.com/terms3.htm 
 
    http://www.classicalfencing.com/glossary.shtml 
 
    These pages contain a dictionary of words used commonly in historical fencing. 
 
    http://jan.ucc.nau.edu/~wew/fencing/masters.html 
 
    A brief description of the masters of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. 
 
    http://www.kismeta.com/diGrasse/index.htm 
 
    A useful page with links to many fencing resources. 
 
    http://www.ahfi.org 
 
    Follow the link to the articles. It contains much interesting information. 
 
    http://www.classicalfencing.com/articles.shtml 
 
    Another list of useful articles. 
 
    http://www.martinez-destreza.com/articles/spanish1.htm 
 
    The Spanish school, a complete description. 
 
    http://www.deltin.it/swords6.htm 
 
    Pictures of sixteenth- and seventeenth-century swords, complete with description, by one of the most renown Italian sword smiths 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    The Music of the Spheres…er, Ring 
 
    By David Carrico 
 
      
 
   Alot has been said in the various 1632 discussion threads on Baen’s Bar, as well as in print, about how early modern Europe’s populace really weren’t too different from people of today. They were technically adept, given the tools that they had, so they would have been able to reproduce a great deal of modern technology. It might have taken them some time, but it would have been possible. The people would have adapted to practical technology quickly. 
 
    Early modern Europeans were highly literate, frequently in multiple languages. They were sophisticated in both philosophy and in religion. And they would be very quick studies when it comes to politics. 
 
    Even in the arts, for the most part the people of Grantville would have had little to teach them, aside from photography and sound recording. These are technologies that are really relatively straightforward once modern chemicals and tools are available. 
 
    There is one area of modern life, however, where the natives of the 1632 era would not embrace the up-time offerings with open arms: music. 
 
    Why? Because the 350+ years between their era and ours produced some of the most radical changes imaginable in musical thought and practice. More changes occurred in that time frame, and faster, than had occurred in western European music in the previous thousand years. From 1800 on, every generation produced music rather different from the previous generation, even significantly different. 
 
    Music, as much as—perhaps more than—any other art form, is learned and heard and judged by the ears of a cultural context. That’s why they wouldn’t just swallow the up-time music and musical forms. If you plucked a German from 1631 Mainz and dropped him into New York City today, he would have been as shocked and appalled and bewildered by the music of today as if you had plucked a South Sea islander from a secluded Pacific island in 1920 and done the same thing to him. (Okay, that is perhaps a bit of an exaggeration—but not much of one.) The down-timer culture and societies were at the bottom of that 350+ year learning curve, and it would take them time to learn to like the music; not 350 years, but more than a year or two. 
 
    Music Technology 
 
    This article is going to focus on the sound of music, on the forms of it, on how people hear it, and why it will take a while for most of the up-time music to catch on. But there are technologies for music that will now be available to the down-timers, so let’s first do a quick review of those. 
 
    Strings—Violin family 
 
    When you try to research the history of the violin, you quickly discover that in the 1632 time frame there were no standardized instrument forms such as there are today. There were a variety of bewildering names: viol, violon, vihuela, viola, viola d’amore, viola da gamba, and others. 
 
    What we would think of as modern violins had by this time been pretty well standardized in overall shape, proportion, and number of strings – 4. The other three instruments of the modern string family—viola, cello, and double bass—were a long way from standardization. The viola d’amore, for example, typically had fourteen strings; seven that were played, and seven more that were pitched an octave higher that were sympathetic resonators. And the viola da gamba, despite its name, was a very large instrument, larger even than a modern cello. Double basses were just beginning to make their appearances. String counts for violas, viola da gambas and double basses varied with the luthiers who made them, or perhaps the patron or artist who commissioned them, but five or six or even seven strings weren’t unheard of. 
 
    Even though 1632 is pre-Stradivarius, Grantville really has nothing to teach seventeenth-century luthiers about these instruments, other than showing them the latest refinements in proportions and preaching the advantages of standardization. The standardization required longer necks, which required fewer strings to provide the needed notes to play the music. It also required the metal wrapped gut strings that would be forthcoming from Nürnberg in the near future. The strings would hold more tension than other materials to handle the tuning changes that would be coming and which also allowed for longer necks to provide the needed notes to play the music with fewer strings. The standardization will happen quicker in the 1632 universe because of the up-time examples. 
 
    However, one big technological advance that can be brought to the down-time instrument crafter and players is the refinement of the bow. The modern bow design was established by Wilhelm Cramer and Francois Tourte in the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries. I won’t list the individual modifications, other than red pernambuco wood from Brazil becoming the wood of choice for bows (still true today), but the result was a bow that could be held lightly with the fingertips, rather than having to be grasped with the whole hand. This in turn allowed for much greater flexibility in playing style, which was the necessary development for the rise of the violin as a virtuoso solo instrument. 
 
    Strings—Guitars, etc. 
 
    The guitar was definitely available in 1632 in various forms. Known by the names gittern, vihuela, guitarra, or vialle, it tended to be smaller than today’s instruments, with a body that was narrower in proportion than today’s instruments. It had a smaller sound than today’s instruments, partly due to the use of gut strings and partly due to the smaller size. The common pattern had four strings, usually doubled to be four courses of two strings each that were pitched an octave apart. By the late 1600s, luthiers were beginning to add a fifth course. 
 
    There were renowned guitar luthiers in Paris, Venice and Spain. Again, Grantville would have little to teach the luthiers about guitars, other than to show them the larger bodied modern instruments as templates and teach them about using metal strings when desired. 
 
    The luthiers and performers will be intrigued by the banjo, however. (Concerto for Banjo and Orchestra by George Telemann? It would be possible.) 
 
    Mandolins are available in down-time forms. If any modern versions exist in Grantville, down-time luthiers may identify some refinements. Otherwise, the presence of up-time guitars may also cause some down-time experimentation with changes to mandolins. 
 
    For electric guitars, see Electronic Instruments. 
 
    Strings—Harp 
 
    Harps have been around for thousands of years, and large floor standing harps weren’t uncommon in the seventeenth century. The one technological improvement that Grantville could introduce would be the tuning pedals that allow certain sets of strings to be raised or lowered in pitch. This could be done even in the middle of a performance, allowing harps a similar flexibility as pianos. Pictures are surely available in some reference works somewhere in Grantville, either the encyclopedias or some kind of music history book or music dictionary in some music teacher’s private library. 
 
    Keyboards—Organ 
 
    Organs in 1632 came in three main varieties. 
 
    First is the pipe organ, where sound is produced by pumping air through what amounts to giant whistles, some with brass reeds in them. These typically were rather large instruments, usually found in cathedrals or very large churches. 
 
    They are capable of large volume gradations, and a large organ will have a very large pitch range and a wide variety of timbres available to it. It was often referred to as the “King of Instruments.” Grantville has nothing to teach the seventeenth century about how to make these, other than introducing electric blower motors to fill the wind chests instead of requiring manual or mechanical mechanisms to fill them. 
 
    Second is something called a regal. In essence, it resembles a giant keyboard-operated harmonica. There would be a case containing a variety of brass reeds, with a small keyboard on one side and a couple of bellows protruding out the back. This was a portable instrument. In some cases, they would fold up to the dimensions of a very large book. Again, Grantville would have nothing to teach the down-timers about this instrument. 
 
    Third is the “portative organ,” which goes back at least to medieval times. By the seventeenth century, at least some of these had grown to 52-note, foot-bellows-powered instruments about the size of a console upright piano. These would be comparable to more modern portable organs with foot powered bellows. There may still be one in a back room in one of the churches, or else someone of the older generations will remember them. They used to be a staple of the tent revival evangelism circuits. The down-time craftsmen might pick up some refinements if a modern portable organ is still somewhere in town. 
 
    Keyboards—clavichord/harpsichord/clavier 
 
    These are all instruments which are very common in 1632. Grantville will have nothing to offer here. 
 
    Clavichord—keyboard instrument in which the strings were struck by a thin brass “blade.” Strings were apparently single strands of metal, but were paired together. Sound was not large. Volume gradations (soft to loud) were possible. Sustained notes were only possible by continuing to hold down the key after the string was struck. Their range was narrow, typically three to four octaves. 
 
    Harpsichord—keyboard instrument in which the strings were plucked by a plectrum. In earliest versions, the plectrum was commonly leather, but over time crow quills became popular. As with the clavichord, strings were apparently single strands of metal. Volume gradations were not possible—the string was plucked one manner regardless of how hard or soft you hit the key. Again, sustained notes were only possible by continuing to hold down the key after the string was struck. It had a similar range to the clavichord. 
 
    Clavier—in French (klah-vee-ay), a term that simply means keyboard. In German (klah-veer), originally a generic term describing any keyboard instrument (including organ), but later it became a synonym for clavichord. Early pianos were sometimes referred to as hammerklaviers. 
 
    Keyboards – piano 
 
    Here is where the down-time instrument makers hit the mother lode. The piano did not exist in 1632. The first instrument recognized as a piano (pianoforte) is credited to Bartolomeo Christofori of Florence, Italy, in the early 1700s. Four major innovations had to come together in one place for the modern piano to be produced: the use of steel strings, the wrapping of the lower pitched strings in copper (tightly, so they won’t buzz) to produce strings that would stand up to a hammering to produce a loud volume, the cast iron harp to reinforce the sound board to hold up to the tension of the strings, and the pedal ensemble of a grand piano, featuring three different pedals that provide variation in how the sound will be sustained or muted. 
 
    The piano is truly remarkable in its volume gradations. An eighty-eight key grand has a pitch span of almost eight octaves, putting it on a par with the organ in that category. There is nothing contained within a piano that will be beyond the capabilities of down-time crafters, and the impact the piano will make in the 1632 musical era cannot be underestimated. It is canon that Grantville had three full-size grand pianos (two of which are spoken for), a few baby grand pianos (one in a church, one or more in schools, one or more in residences), and an unknown quantity of upright pianos of various ages and conditions. Canon does not explicitly state that some of the older uprights are player pianos, but the possibility is there, which would be of interest to both clockwork makers and instrument makers alike. 
 
    Wind Instruments—Woodwinds 
 
    The modern woodwind group covers flutes, piccolos, the oboe family, the bassoon, the clarinet family, and the saxophone family, of which only the flute would be directly related to instruments of 1632. Modern flutes and piccolos are typically made of metal but are classed as woodwinds due to the fact that they were often made of wood well into the 1800s. Even today the bodies of piccolos are frequently totally or partially made of wood. Saxophones have always been hybrid metal and wood instruments, but are classed as woodwinds because they use a woodwind style mouthpiece with a reed and because the fingering system is like that of most woodwinds. 
 
    Most of the woodwind family would be new to the down-timers, but they would embrace them with open arms, because they would fill musical niches of older, less musical sounding instruments, such as the shawm and the serpent. It wouldn’t hurt that the modern designs would for the most part be easier to play as well. 
 
    There are two technologies needed to make modern woodwinds a success. One is the Böhm key system developed by Theobald Böhm in the 1830s. It makes playing the instruments (metal or wood) easier, but it requires many little tiny steel wire springs—preferably stainless steel—and very small screws. It simplifies the fingering, which allows for more notes and faster playing, and it allows for holes that are larger than a normal fingertip can cover. The other technology key is that during the last 350+ years, there has been a great deal of development in determining exactly how the bore of these instruments should be shaped and tapered. These relatively subtle changes allow instruments such as flutes to play much louder than the 1632 versions. Instrument crafters will mug each other to get to this information. 
 
    Wind Instruments—Brass 
 
    The big news here is valves. Down-time crafters could produce the horn forms already, including the trombone (sometimes known as a sackbut in this time). The concept of valves, however, will send down-time players and crafters into spirals of delight because of the flexibility they will provide the players. And when nickel is available for both nickel plating and for stainless steel, things will only be made better. 
 
    Instrument bore shaping and tapering improvements will be just as big an issue for the down-time brass crafters as for the woodwind crafters. Modern trombones sound much better than the 1632 sackbuts. Trumpets will sound better as well. French horns may or may not sound much improved—the ideal bore of a horn was determined fairly early. 
 
    Subtler technology improvements will come in the areas of improved mouthpiece designs, spit valves, and steel springs for all the valves. Working with up-time models will also teach the down-timers a few things about how to properly flare the instrument bells for the best sound. And the emphasis on standardization of models will also be felt. 
 
    Percussion 
 
    Modern percussion instruments were basically adopted wholesale from the Turks in the eighteenth century when military bands began to be formed. Everything Grantville has will be new to 1632, including the pedal tuning mechanism for tympani, but none of it will be beyond the abilities of the down-time craftsmen. They will need some big pieces of cowhide for some of those drumheads, though. 
 
    Electronic instruments 
 
    These instruments are all subject to the limitation/requirement that reliable electrical power supplies of the correct voltage are available. That means for the first few years their performance venues would be pretty limited. It’s also likely that most of them won’t be reproducible by down-time craftsmen, at least not until the down-time electronics industry reaches a particular level that will begin making certain types of parts available. That may take years, maybe generations for some of them. This would include electric pianos, synthesizers, MIDI instruments, and music generation via computers. 
 
    Electric Guitar 
 
    I will speak to this one directly, since so much popular music utilizes it. Yes, electric guitars could be reproduced by down-timer craftsmen. Amplifier speakers are possible with down-time technology, although the magnets might be electromagnets rather than the modern types currently in use. The big problem with reproducing the electronic guitar technology is that it will be at least 1637, more like 1638-9, before tubes for amplifier power heads are available in commercial quantities. Combine that with the requirement for reliable power and it will be hard to see these as much of a force on the musical scene for quite a while. 
 
    The Building Blocks of Music 
 
    In this next section we will try to cover at a very high level some of the things that make music work. From time to time distinctions will be drawn between “street” music and “art” music. Street music would be the music of the common man, what he would hear in the homes and taverns of his town. Art music would be the music of the courts of the nobility and upper church prelates. Church music could find itself in either camp, depending on the style and who it was produced for. Most of the simple hymns could be classified as street music, especially since the words were often set to the tunes of popular songs. 
 
    Modes and tonality 
 
    Mode is a word that can have different meanings in music land depending on whether you’re talking about ancient Greek or medieval music, or melody vs. rhythm. Most musicians would probably think of the medieval/Renaissance melody context if the word is mentioned. But to talk about modes, I first have to deal with some building block concepts. 
 
    Think of a piano keyboard. Find middle C on the keyboard. Now, move to the right up the keyboard to the next key that’s a C tone. Counting all the white and black keys between middle C and the next C you have thirteen keys—eight white, five black. However, only eight of those keys (including both C tones) will be used in making what is frequently called a scale. From C to C is a tonal interval called an octave, based on the eight tones of the scale. 
 
    Now, between any two adjacent keys, whether white to black or white to white, is an interval called a half step. So, from C (white) to C# (black) is a half step. From C (white) to D (white) is a whole step. From E (white) to F (white) is a half step, because there is no black key in between them. Same story from B (white) to C (white). 
 
    Okay, now for the interesting part. A mode refers to an octave scale built on a pattern of whole and half steps. Different modes have different patterns. And pretty much all of the modes can be found just by playing octaves on white keys on the piano. 
 
    For example, from middle C to the next C up represents the Ionian mode. The pattern is: 
 
    C-whole-D-whole-E-half-F-whole-G-whole-A-whole-B-half-C 
 
    Or 
 
    1-whole-2-whole-3-half-4-whole-5-whole-6-whole-7-half-8 
 
    This Ionian mode also happens to be the major scale used in most music since not long after the 1630s. 
 
    If you do A to A on white keys only, you get the Aeolian mode, also known as the minor scale, and the half steps fall between 2/3 and 5/6. 
 
    If you do D to D on white keys only, you get the Dorian mode, where the half steps fall between 2/3 and 6/7. And so on. 
 
    There are several other modes, but you get the point. Composers, of course, can use a mode beginning on any tone. Strictly speaking, the mode is dependent on the pattern of whole and half steps, not the tone on which it begins. 
 
    The main point to grasp is that if you have different interval patterns in the melodic scale, these are also the notes you use in producing the harmony, especially in this period of time when the bulk of the church and art music is polyphonic—each “voice” line is its own melody. So, if I use a scale starting on G, I will have different harmonic chords available in Dorian mode than I will have in Lydian mode than I will have in Phrygian mode than I will have in . . . . you get the idea. The composer’s choice of mode makes a big difference in the sound of the composition. Think of the difference between major and minor keys today, then think of having six to ten more choices. 
 
    There was a definite evolutionary process in the area of modes and tonalities. The drive to the established major/minor tonality “palette” was well under way during the 1500s, and was pretty definitely over in the late 1600s. Older 1632 musicians, although familiar with the major/minor concepts, would probably consider them somewhat “newfangled.” Up-time music won’t be totally strange to them from that standpoint at least. 
 
    There will be plenty of other issues for them to have collective apoplexy over. 
 
    Keys 
 
    This is actually a continuation of the discussion begun in the modes and tonalities section. Remember that modes were actually octave scales with differing patterns of whole steps and half steps. The Ionian mode has the half steps between 3/4 and 7/8, which is the pattern used in major keys. The Aeolian mode has the half steps between 2/3 and 5/6, which is the pattern used in minor keys. Between the time of J.S. Bach and about 1900, almost all Western European (I include North America in this category) music was written in either major or minor keys. Since 1900, a pretty high percentage of “serious” music uses other tonalities, but almost all of the popular music, including Broadway, is written in it. In modern musical usage, most music is written in either major keys or minor keys. 
 
    That part’s pretty clear, I hope. But what are these sharp and flat things that keep showing up in music? The sharp symbol looks the same as the pound sign—a #. The flat symbol looks kind of like a lower case “b” with a pointy bottom. (The standard Microsoft symbols directory doesn’t seem to contain it.) The purpose of a sharp is to raise a note’s tone one-half step from its normal tone. A flat is to lower a note’s tone one-half step from its normal tone. 
 
    This implies that note names can actually be used to represent three different tones on the piano, which is exactly the case. For example, let’s take G. If a G note is indicated, it is the white key G on the piano. But if a sharp symbol is placed in front of the note, that turns the note into G-sharp, which would require the pianist to not hit the white G key, but to hit the black key immediately to the right of the G key. Similarly, if a flat symbol is placed in front of the note, that turns it into G-flat, which requires the pianist to hit the black key immediately to the left of the G key. 
 
    Okay, so what do the sharps and flats have to do with keys and scales? Remember that major and minor are defined by the patterns of whole and half steps. There is only one major key that can be played on white keys only, using only the natural tones, and that is C major. But what if we want to use a key starting on G? Using all white keys starting on G, you don’t get the half steps in the right place to have a major key. So, to get the major key step pattern, instead of playing a natural F, you have to play an F-sharp. Same problem if we want to start the scale on F. To get a major key step pattern, instead of a natural B, you have to play a B-flat. And so it goes. Unless you start on a C, you will have to have sharps or flats. And some of the keys have a lot: B major, for example, has five sharps, and G-flat major has six flats. 
 
    It is common musical practice that for a given key, the sharps or flats for that key will be placed at the beginning of each line of music in the piece. It makes it easier to print and easier to read. Of course, the musician has to keep in mind what key he or she is in, or it starts to sound a little strange. Seriously, if you’ve played or sung for very long, it becomes second nature to you. 
 
    Everything said so far also applies to minor keys, except that the half-steps are in different places in the scale. 
 
    Harmony 
 
    Most Western European music is based on what’s known as tertiary harmony. As you can tell by the name, it has something to do with thirds. To explain that, let’s go back to the piano keyboard. We talked about octaves and steps. The musical term usually used to describe those is “interval.” An interval is a measurement of distance between one tone and another. 
 
    So, let’s start with middle C again. From middle C to the adjacent black key (which is called either C-sharp or D-flat, depending on what key we’re in) is a half step, which is a minor second interval. Moving from low to high/left to right, from C to D is a whole step, which is a major second interval. From C to E is two whole steps, which is a major third interval. From C to F is two and one-half steps, which is a perfect fourth interval. From C to G is three and one-half steps, which is a perfect fifth interval. From C to A is four and one-half steps, which is a major sixth interval. From C to B is five and one-half steps, which is a major seventh interval. And from C to C is six steps, which is a perfect octave. You can continue past that point (ninth, tenth, etc.), but for our purposes we’ll stay within the octave. 
 
    First question is probably why the octave, fifth and fourth are perfect, while the others are major or minor? The answer goes way back into early music history, to the time when the church was the sole repository of musical learning. Gregorian chant is monophonic—only one melody, everyone singing the same thing. For a long time the church wouldn’t accept the concept of multiple lines of music. Finally, they accepted the concept of a second line, but they still insisted there could not be dissonance of any kind, so they sang the second line on the same notes, only an octave higher. And lo, they blessed it, and it was perfect. 
 
    So more time passed, and some musician wanted to make the music richer. He probably was listening to some of that low class street music, liked what he heard, and wanted to sneak it into the church music. The next interval that they allowed was the fifth. They didn’t understand why it sounded good to them—the understanding of acoustics was pretty limited back then. They didn’t realize that the fifth interval is one of the major harmonics of a tone, and that by singing at the fifth they were singing at one of the acoustically harmonious points. It just sounded good. And lo, they blessed it, and it was perfect. 
 
    Pretty soon someone realized that a fifth is just a fourth turned upside down (or vice-versa). From low C to G is three and one-half steps, but from that G to the higher C above it is only two and one-half steps, which is a fourth. And lo, they blessed it, and it was perfect. 
 
    It’s psychology interacting with acoustics. It sounds good. 
 
    Yes, you can sharp or flat a fourth or fifth, but you don’t call it major or minor. If you sharp it, it’s augmented, if you flat it, it’s diminished. I supposed technically you can augment or diminish an octave, but in six years of formal training in music theory I never heard it. 
 
    Back to harmony. The next interval inserted into the harmonic mix was the major third, but when you put a major third in the middle of a fifth—C-E-G, for example—you get a structure called a triad, which is the first real musical chord. From C to E is a major third, from E to G is a minor third—hence the tertiary harmony label that we mentioned at the beginning. 
 
    Most music that people enjoy listening to today is built on tertiary harmony—maybe with some added tones, but still recognizably built on thirds. 
 
    As you might imagine, there are quite a few rules on how to build chords, and which chords must precede or follow other chords, which is a level of detail we’re not going to dive into for this discussion. 
 
    Last thing I will mention is to go back to the fifth interval. If I’m in the key of C, using the C scale as the foundation for my harmonies, the fifth tone of the scale is G. Musically, that is referred to as the dominant. It goes back to the psychology/acoustics thing again . . . it is the strongest harmonic to C, the root of the scale. It took on a special place in the minds of the early musicians, hence the dominant name. 
 
    Likewise, a chord that is built on the fifth of the scale is referred to as the dominant chord in that key. In C, the dominant chord would be G-B-D, maybe with an added seventh or ninth. 
 
    Tempering/Temperament/Temperatur 
 
    Okay, this is going to be very simplified. For a more thorough but still reasonably brief discussion of the issues, see the Acoustics and Temperament articles in the Harvard Dictionary of Music. 
 
    This issue has to do with the physics of sound generation. In nature, there is no such thing as a pure tone. All natural tone generating objects, whether animate or inanimate, resonate when they generate tones. They generate complex wave-forms consisting of the primary tone and then the secondary harmonics or partials that are associated with it. The only way I know to get a pure naked tone without harmonics is to use a sine-wave generator, although modern tuning forks come close. 
 
    This generation of harmonics is not an issue as long as we are producing monophonic music. However, as soon as we move to polyphonic or homophonic music (more than one note sounding at the same time), we have a problem. (See the musical lexicon section.) 
 
    The human ear is capable of discerning some pretty subtle distinctions in tonality. When two different tones are generated, we instinctively want them to be consonant, to sound good, so we want the higher-pitched tone to match into one of the partials of the lower-pitched tone. The closer the match, the more consonant/less dissonant the harmony, the more “perfect” it becomes. 
 
    The problem is the proportion of tones one to another to produce “perfect” consonance is not consistent if you change the lower tone. If my lower tone is a C, to achieve perfect consonance with a G the pitch of the G will be slightly different than the pitch of a G will be if it is perfectly consonant with a lower D tone. 
 
    This isn’t normally a problem for vocalists, obviously. They tend to adjust their sound to blend without even thinking about it. This is also true of good wind musicians. Players speak of “lipping” a tone, of shifting the “embouchure” (position of the mouth in relation to the mouthpiece) to make a subtle difference in the pitch. And of course standard string players can just slide a fingertip a hair one way or another to blend in. 
 
    However, for hammered or plucked instruments (bells, glockenspiel, piano, harpsichord, harp, etc.), this is not possible. This means that practically speaking, their “palette” of available tonalities would be limited to one base key with perfect tuning and at most three or four keys closely related to it. As you get farther away from the base key that the tuning of the instrument is perfect for, the less consonant/more dissonant its music would sound within itself. Needless to say, it’s rather laborious to retune one of these instruments, if it’s possible at all. And the thought of trying to adjust the tuning of a pipe organ can’t even be seriously considered. 
 
    The limitations of this approach are pretty self-evident. Composers chafed at being limited to a handful of keys/tonalities. 
 
    A number of “temperament” systems were proposed over the years with different methods of adjusting pitch ratios and dropping certain keys from usage. Eventually, however, the system that won out is the “Equal Temperament” system. It had been proposed in one form or another as far back as the early 1500s, but it didn’t gain dominant status until about 1800 in Germany and about 1850 in France and Britain. In this system, the only truly perfect interval is the octave—A to A, B to B, etc. Between the two tones of an octave, the frequency spectrum is divided into twelve equal semitones (aka half steps), each of which corresponds to one of the white and black keys of a piano in that octave. 
 
    The net result is that the non-octave intervals in equal temperament are never “perfect,” but many of them are so close it’s hard for even the human ear to detect the difference. The big thing is that all keys/tonalities are just a little bit off, instead of some of them being nearly perfect and some of them being rather dissonant. This opened up the full musical palette for composers, which made for the richness of the classical and romantic periods of music. 
 
    This was a very serious subject in musical circles of the sixteen hundreds. Lots of debate (i.e., impassioned arguments) occurred over this. 
 
    Of course, even today, you will sometimes hear wind instrumentalists muttering that equal temperament is a folly, and we should go back to the true Pythagorean/just tunings. 
 
    Pitch and tuning 
 
    Standard international pitch today is a’ (the a above middle c) = 440 Hz. This was established in 1939 by an international conference under the sponsorship of the International Standards Association. (Precursor to ISO?) 
 
    Prior to that, the standard was a’ = 435 Hz, established by the Paris Academy in 1859 and ratified by a conference in Vienna in 1885. 
 
    Prior to that, there was no international standard. It was whatever the local musicians decided. It was probably whatever the local pipe organ had been tuned to, as that would be the instrument hardest to retune. It was not unknown for composers to have to transpose works if they took them to a different locale because the tuning in their new location was significantly off compared to their old location. 
 
    Historical evidence is that in the early 1700s, the closest thing to a standard was b’ = to something around 422 Hz. This was probably not very different in the 1600s. This means that the a’ would likely have been around 370 Hz. This is a difference on the order of a full step. The down-time a’ would be around the up-time g’, maybe even lower. 
 
    Net effect = down-time musicians playing up-time music with local tuning values would generate music that was actually lower in pitch than the up-time performance of the same piece. This actually gives a break to sopranos, tenors, trumpeters, and anyone else who was performing in their personal upper register. A difference of a step is a huge difference. It would also explain why composers would sometimes produce copies of the same work in multiple keys, as the local organ might have a different pitch than the organ in the last place he was at, so to get the sound he wanted he’d have to change to a different key. 
 
    Why was the international move to raise the pitch? One suggestion is that they wanted a brighter sound. 
 
    What Does All This Mean? 
 
    Okay, we’ve talked about all this to get to this point: the music from the future is going to sound very different to 1632 ears. This is the part that is hardest for our generation to understand. I’m actually going to quote some words I wrote for one of my characters, Marla Linder, in the story “Suite for Four Hands,” which was published in Grantville Gazette, volume 5. I can’t think of a better way to describe what’s what. 
 
    ”There has always been a difference between the music done for art’s sake and the music done to please the common man. You know that’s true. The music you create for patrons, and I include the church in that category, is different from the music you create on street corners and in taverns. It may be related—you know as well as I do that melodies from the street and the taverns have a way of sneaking into even the music written for the churches—but there is a definite difference in complexity between the two. The more complex the music grows, the smaller it seems the audience is who can truly appreciate it.” 
 
    “As I said, this has pretty much always been the case, but until the early 1900s the music of the streets was more of an undercurrent in the stream of music. That changed with the invention of mechanical devices that could record music played in one place onto some kind of medium, such as wax or types of plastic—” They all nodded at the reference to the magic stuff that was so prevalent in Grantville.” —or even the CDs. 
 
    “What happened was once the average citizen could own a device that would play whatever music he wanted whenever he wanted it, he began buying the music he liked. That changed the way music was created and performed. By the 1970s, it was becoming difficult for many orchestras to exist, partly because people were buying different music than what the orchestras played, and partly because even the music the orchestras did play could be recorded, bought and played any time.” 
 
    “The popular music, the outgrowth of the music of the streets, took many forms. Most people would like a few types. Very few people liked them all. But in almost every case the popular musicians became like heroes, and it became a status symbol for people to have a lot of these recordings. The more you had, especially of rare or new or avant-garde musicians, the more status you had among your friends. By the time I was in high school, a ridiculously large amount of money was being spent every year by people all across our nation to purchase these recordings.” 
 
    “The styles of music diverged for a while, but inevitably they began influencing each other again, both between different types of popular music and between the popular music and the art music.” 
 
    Another conversational quote from the same source: 
 
    “After they regained their composure, Friedrich said, ‘How can so many different styles have developed so quickly? Our music develops slowly, changes slowly. Why did theirs change so rapidly?’” 
 
    “‘We’ve already talked about the access to mechanical and electrical systems to play music,’” Marla said as she walked back into the room. ‘Another factor, though, is the changes in the place and authority of the church in society. For most of its existence, the church has been a conservative institution. That can be a good thing, at times. However, it can also be a drawback, for conservative organizations tend to be very slow to change. Ultraconservative organizations actively resist change. Hence the boiling pot of Europe that Luther and Calvin have lit a fire under.’” 
 
    “She moved to the stereo, and continued speaking while she searched for a CD. ‘One of the areas where the church exerted its control was in the arts. Musical forms changed very slowly over the years. But as a result of the changes that occurred over music beginning with Luther, the influence of the church—whether Roman, Lutheran or Reformed—began to ebb, and musical evolutions began to cycle faster. By the 1800s, musical generations were occurring on a level with human generations. By my lifetime, musical generations were occurring every five to ten years.’” 
 
    There you see the evolution of modern music described in a nutshell. Now to talk about what the down-timers would hear. 
 
    There are three factors that define what sounds “good” to people: using notes that fall within the harmonic series of the previous note, using notes that fit within the harmonic series of the chord in place at that moment of the music, or using notes and intervals that are acceptable within the cultural experience of the people. The first two do have some grounding in acoustics. The last is purely a factor of what the people have learned to be acceptable, but please do not underestimate it. 
 
    Singable melody carries with it implied harmony, created by the intervals between the notes of the melody line. Even if all you ever heard sung was the melody line, if you can hear the melody well enough to pitch-match and sing along with it, you gain a feeling for the key the song is in. It’s an unconscious thing—most people don’t even realize that it’s happening. And in the street music of the 1632 era, changes of key during a song just weren’t common, whether sung, played on a pennywhistle or played on a bagpipe. I won’t say they didn’t occur, but they weren’t common. 
 
    As an example of something that would really affect the down-timers, let’s look at the old standby, “Do, a Deer,” from The Sound of Music. Even performed with only the melody, I think that song would drive most of the down-timers nuts. It seems so simple to us, but we grew up with it in the twentieth century. If you really listen to the melody, though, that song seems to shift keys about five or six times in the verse and chorus, and then it starts over and does it again. You don’t have to be a trained musician to hear that, and it would just sound “weird” to them. 
 
    As another example, take the song “Maria” from the Broadway musical West Side Story, music by Leonard Bernstein. Down-timers would hate this song because of an interval in the melody that would never be used in melody writing at that time in either street or art music. The interval is an augmented fourth, basically from C to F#, also called a diminished fifth or a tri-tone. That is the single most dissonant interval in Western European music using what we would think of as normal instruments and scales. Nobody then would use it in melody writing. In fact, supposedly Bernstein intentionally used the interval just to prove that it could be used in a melody. It definitely caused a certain amount of furor in academia when he did. 
 
    Any down-timer who heard “Maria” would cringe. The professional musicians could tell you why–they actually referred to that interval as diabolus in musica. The common people would just know that the song really sounded bad. And yet, by our standards, that’s a pretty song. That’s probably the most extreme example I can present, but it’s not the only case. 
 
    Relatively minor changes in style can produce severe reactions in the public. Remember how Bob Dylan’s career almost tanked when he picked up an electric guitar? In the same way, relatively small differences in the “sound” of up-time music would cause acceptance of it to be somewhat less than universal or fast. 
 
    Another issue would be syncopation, the playing of notes on the off-beat. Some of the art music of the time used syncopation, but it was narrowly defined to a certain style of syncopation, not the full gamut of syncopation used today. 
 
    The street music of 1632 is very simple. The up-time music that would come closest to matching it would be simple folk music (not the sophisticated Peter, Paul and Mary style), early country/hillbilly music not far removed from the Appalachian hill country folk songs, and hymns written before about 1920. There will be exceptions—the melodies of the Beatles songs “Michelle” and “Yesterday” would translate well, although the original harmonies might not. 
 
    A lot of music will make an easy transition. I intentionally picked Irish folk music for some of my characters to perform in the taverns for several reasons, one of which was that the people would accept it quickly. But a lot of songs that seem plain vanilla to us (cultural experience) are really going to sound weird to the down-timers, and it will take some time for them to become accepted. There is such a thing as cultural inertia. For some of the songs it may just be a matter of a year or so. Some of them will be years, some a generation or more. Dixieland, ragtime, jazz, heavy metal—anything with lots of dissonance in it is going to be on the long end of the scale. There might be an occasional exceptional character that stands out early on as liking one or more of those styles, but wide-spread acceptance will take a while. 
 
    The art music of 1632 is pre-Johann Sebastian Bach. This is a full generation before he was even born. It’s pretty simple, comparatively speaking. Bach and Handel will seem avant-garde to them. Mozart and Beethoven will blow their doors off. Chopin will cause harpsichord players to freak out. Most everything written above applies to the art music, and more so. 
 
    One more quote, and then we’ll move on. This is a 1958 quote from Igor Stravinsky, one of the most well known composers of the twentieth century. 
 
    “I am often asked if I would consent to conduct in the Soviet Union. For purely musical reasons I could not. Their orchestras do not perform the music of the three Viennese and myself, and they would be, I am sure, unable to cope with the simplest problems of rhythmic execution that we introduced to music fifty years ago. The style of my music would also be alien to them. These difficulties are not to be overcome in a few rehearsals; they require a twenty- or thirty-year tradition. I discovered something of the same situation in Germany at the end of the war. After so many years of Hitler in which my L’Histoire du Soldat, Schoenberg’s Pierrot Lunaire, Berg’s and Webern’s music were banned, the musicians were unable for a long time to play the new music, though they have certainly more than made up for it since.” (From Conversations with Igor Stravinsky, by Igor Stravinsky and Robert Plant, © 1958, 1959, University of California Press) 
 
    I will grant you that Stravinsky’s music would be challenging to any musician, but the point he makes relates to and underlines what I’ve been saying above. Much of the up-time music will not be assimilated easily or quickly. 
 
    A Musical Yardstick 
 
    Some time back three members of the editorial board were polled to ask them to rate several modern pieces of music as to how they think they would be accepted by the down-timers in the year 1632. The scale was 1 = that’s just noise to 10 = I like that. Below are the consolidated scores. It’s a subjective analysis, but that in itself tends to prove the point that a lot of acceptability is in the ear of the hearer. 
 
    Edelweiss (from The Sound of Music) 9.5 
 
    Shady Grove 8.5 
 
    Blow the Man Down 8.0 
 
    The Gambler 7.5 
 
    The Rising of the Moon 7.5 
 
    Throw Mama from the Train (a kiss, a kiss) 7.5 
 
    Streets of Laredo 7.0 
 
    Boll Weevil 7.0 
 
    Long Black Veil 7.0 
 
    Swanee River 6.5 
 
    Bach’s G minor Fugue 6.5 
 
    Amazing Grace (standard hymnal version) 6.5 
 
    Will the Circle Be Unbroken 6.5 
 
    Battle Hymn of the Republic 6.0 
 
    Give My Regards to Broadway 6.0 
 
    The theme song from The Brady Bunch 6.0 
 
    Hello, Dolly 5.5 
 
    All the Girls I’ve Loved Before 5.5 
 
    I Saw the Light 5.5 
 
    White Christmas 5.5 
 
    Blowing in the Wind 5.0 
 
    Some of the Mozart concerti 5.0 
 
    16 Going on 17 (from The Sound of Music) 4.0 
 
    California Girls 4.0 
 
    Up a Lazy River 4.0 
 
    Alexander’s Ragtime Band 3.5 
 
    Dixie 3.0 
 
    Putting on the Ritz 3.0 
 
    Goodbye Norma Jean 3.0 
 
    Hotel California 3.0 
 
    Girls Just Wanna Have Fun 2.5 
 
    It Don’t Mean a Thing if It Ain’t Got That Swing 2.5 
 
    Rock Around the Clock 2.0 
 
    A Day in the Life 2.0 
 
    Blue Suede Shoes 2.0 
 
    Benny and the Jets 1.5 
 
    Maple Leaf Rag 1.5 
 
    Purple Rain 1.5 
 
    Maria (from West Side Story) 1.0 
 
    Musical Lexicon 
 
    (Note: much musical terminology is Italian in derivation) 
 
    Monophony—music characterized by a single melodic “voice” with no harmony. Best example is Gregorian chant. 
 
    Polyphony—music characterized by multiple melodic “voices,” the interweaving of which creates vertical harmonic structures. Most Renaissance and Baroque era music is polyphonic. Most anything by J. S. Bach would serve as a good example, but I would point to the fugue section of the “Toccata and Fugue in D Minor” as being one of the easiest to find and recognize. 
 
    Homophony—music typically characterized by a single melodic “voice” supported by other “voices” which may parallel the melodic voice or may move contrary to it, but still interact with it to produce vertical harmony. Most music produced since the beginning of the Classical era is homophonic: Mozart, Beethoven, Rodgers & Hammerstein, etc. Simple examples can be found in standard church hymnals. 
 
    Symphony—as with most words ending in -phony, it’s derived from Greek. The original form of the word meant an octave, and was later broadened to mean consonance. It’s had various other applications over the centuries, but since the classical period began in the eighteenth century, it usually means a work for orchestra written in a particular form called a sonata form. 
 
    Secondarily, it has also been applied as an adjective to the orchestra itself, as well as various other forms of music written for orchestra—i.e., symphonic poem, etc. 
 
    Adagio—a musical term with at least two different meanings: 
 
    1) a relatively slow tempo 
 
    2) a piece written to be played in the adagio tempo. A very well known and extraordinarily beautiful example is Samuel Barber’s Adagio for Strings, which was used in the soundtrack of the movie Platoon. 
 
    Tempo (plural is tempi)—the speed at which a piece of music is performed. 
 
    Ritard (yes, it’s spelled correctly)—musical direction that basically means slow down 
 
    Accelerando—musical direction that basically means speed up 
 
    Crescendo—musical direction that means get louder 
 
    Diminuendo—musical direction that means get softer/quieter 
 
    Forte—loud 
 
    Fortissimo—very loud 
 
    Piano—a musical term with at least two different meanings: 
 
    1) the instrument 
 
    2) soft/quiet 
 
    Pianissimo—very soft/quiet 
 
    Embouchure—the correct formation of the mouth and placement of the lips in relationship to the mouthpiece of a wind instrument. 
 
    Timbre (yes, that’s how it’s spelled, r before e)—a French word correctly pronounced something like “tahm-bruh”—it basically means the characteristics of the sound of a voice or instrument. The timbre of a piano is different from the timbre of a trumpet. The various stops and pipes of an organ produce tones of different timbres. The timbre of a soprano is different from the timbre of an alto. 
 
    Bibliography (not alphabetical; styles vary) 
 
    A History of Western Music, Donald Jay Grout, W.W. Norton & Company, Inc, 1960 
 
    (Current edition is the seventh) 
 
    A Short History of Opera, Second Edition, Donald Jay Grout, Columbia University Press, 1965 
 
    Harvard Dictionary of Music, Second Edition, Willi Apel, editor, Belknap Press, 1969 
 
    (Current edition is The Harvard Dictionary of Music: Fourth Edition (Harvard University Press Reference Library) by Don Michael Randel (Editor)) 
 
    A History of Musical Style, Richard L. Crocker, McGraw-Hill Book Company, 1966 
 
    The Encyclopedia of Music, Max Wade-Matthews and Wendy Thompson, Hermes House, 2003 
 
    Oxford Dictionary of Music, Second Edition, Michael Kennedy, 1994 
 
    The New Grove Dictionary of Music and Musicians, by Stanley Sadie (Editor), 1980 or 2001 edition? 
 
    The Guitar from the Renaissance to the Present Day, Harvey Turnbull, Charles Scribner’s Sons, 1974. 
 
    (Not easy to find, but supposedly this is the standard book on the history of the guitar.) 
 
    Links 
 
    http://plato.acadiau.ca/courses/musi/callon/2233/2233.HTM 
 
    link goes to 
 
    http://plato.acadiau.ca/courses/musi/callon/2233/2233.HTM 
 
    http://www.geocities.com/papandrew/outlines/grout09.html 
 
    link goes to 
 
    https://www.aabacosmallbusiness.com, 
 
    a create-your-own website company 
 
    http://www.users.globalnet.co.uk/~leonid/violin_strings.htm 
 
    link goes to 
 
    http://www.users.globalnet.co.uk/~leonid/violin_strings.htm 
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