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Prologue

Gandore and Filkith watched Earth in fascination as ripples of change started spreading across the world.

Filkith asked Gandore, “Besides Paulsland creating a civilization where there was none, what do you think is the biggest change so far on the side of the planet Paul is on?”

“It's obvious, the changes happening in Rome. Although I don’t think that should be a surprise. Paul comes from a long line of people who come from Roman culture, albeit two thousand years after the death of this generation of Romans. Paul’s ways of doing things match the Roman’s way of doing things far more closely than any other nation on Earth. I think a better question is what will bring about the greater change, the new province Rome made in western Africa, or the line of communications towers they made along the Rhine River?”

“I think in the long run, that depends on what Paulsland does. If Paulsland should continue growing and Rome doesn’t collapse, then their new province in Africa will be the greater change as the two nations are forced to interact with each other. If, on the other hand, the two nations do not meet on the African continent, then the communications towers on the Rhine River will be bigger. It will allow Rome to react far more quickly to any enemy crossing the Rhine than they could in the previous timeline, and it will also allow them to react to civil strife much more quickly.”

“True. Besides Rome, I have to say Himyarite is the biggest change. Because of Paul’s actions, the Himyarite nation is falling several hundred years earlier than the previous timeline, and Aksum is in a position to capitalize on it, especially since both sides of the Himyarite civil war are spending all their resources fighting each other. It is almost like the Himyarites were fated to fall to Aksum.”

Filkith dismissed Gandore’s words, “Don’t get superstitious on me, Gandore. Himyarite is a merchant nation. They are dependent on trade with others to survive and trusted the sea and desert to protect them. As soon as they had issues with trade they were always going to fall. In contrast, Aksum is a self-sufficient nation, at least at their technology level, and the closest nation to Himyarite. Himyarite was always going to fall to Aksum when they had problems with trade.”

“True, true. Besides Rome, Aksum, and Himyarite, Paulsland has not greatly affected the rest of the nations of the world yet. They almost caused a holy war in the Indian subcontinent, but when the leaders of those nations executed all the zealots that fought on both sides and stopped supporting the zealot’s temples, the war ended. The only thing that happened there was the nobles managed to take power away from the religions and give it to themselves.”

“I don’t know how well that will work for them in the long term. Most human religions allow people of low birth who have talent to rise into political power. Taking away that power from religion is, in effect, giving the talented of low birth less peaceful ways to come to power.”

“That is very true, but I am sure if these animals can not settle it peacefully, then they will kill each other until they figure out who the alpha in an area is.”

“So Gandore, what was supposed to happen in 93 AD?”

Gandore looked at a screen and said, “The Roman Emperor was supposed to ramp up his persecution of Christians. In the first timeline, this meant that he had tens of thousands of Christians killed or crippled, but this timeline is changing things so that he is sending the Christians to his new province in Africa to mine gold. Since Rome does not have that many ships that can sail the ocean safely, it means that the Christian population is not falling as quickly as in the first timeline.

“It looks like Josephus finished his history of the Jewish people in both timelines. On the Asian continent, one Mongol tribe incorporated another Mongol tribe into it. The changes in the timeline do not seem to be affecting Asia very much. At least not yet.”

Filkith said, “I am sure the men in the eulogy department will love sorting through the reasons why Josephus was able to finish his history in both timelines while the history of Christians changed so dramatically. What was supposed to happen the next year?”

“Emperor Domitian was supposed to finish building the Curia Julia, where the senate meets, but it appears that in this timeline he is building communication towers along the Rhine and building gasification and cooling towers instead… Well, look at that, Rome has gas-lit lanterns at night.”

“That is a big change. Any others?”

“No. In Asia, the Chinese are still taking part in the same wars they did in the first timeline. The same sides are winning and losing as if a massive change isn’t taking place in the world. As for Paul, he is causing massive changes. Just look at what his doctors are learning with so many captured humans to vivisect. Their knowledge of the human body is exploding. With them having access to a decent anesthetic with ether, the ability to turn coal into an antiseptic, and having multiple antibacterials that they are mistakingly assuming are all penicillin, their knowledge of the human body is going to be similar to what it was to in the mid-twentieth century in the previous timeline. The only thing hampering them is the lack of electricity, but they are far from having the infrastructure to make that happen.”

And so the aliens watched Paul’s life until 95 AD. They didn’t say anything, but both of them lowered their opinion of Paul as age was starting to show on the man as he was about to turn fifty-five. They grew up in a culture that solved aging long ago. Both of them had patriarchs, and matriarchs of their house who grew up in an age before their species found a cure for old age, and those patriarchs viewed the world much differently than Filkith and Gandore. Despite that, their experience meant they viewed any creature that suffered from something like old age negatively.

 That said, they were slightly interested in Paul’s plan to preserve his knowledge for future generation. He gave the illuminati detailed notes and images and tasked them with the responsibility to engrave those images into the Illuminati headquarters. The two aliens were well aware of all the holes in Paul’s information. The information Paul gave them had two major problems. Paul did not know the most basic foundational knowledge of how things like electricity worked. Sure, when he was in high school and college, he memorized the answer and filled in the blank, but he didn’t understand how it worked. What Paul did understand often skipped basic steps necessary for practical implementation. The second problem was no nation in the first century had the infrastructure necessary for most of the knowledge Paul gave his Illuminati. They needed better tools, better metals, a better way to process metal, better supply routes for ores, and coals.

The largest problem Paul had was that many of the basic chemicals needed to make much of Paul’s knowledge work, like sodium bicarbonate, could only be found in useful quantities in distant lands with little or no population. It was not a matter of finding a trading partner that had the right minerals; it was a matter of sending surveyors out across baron lands to find the mineral and then building the infrastructure to deliver it before they could process it into a useful chemical.

As they watched, Gandore commented, “Paul’s two offspring seem to be competing with one another.”

“Yes, one is building canals and aqueducts from the Great Lake, known as Lake Malawi in the previous timeline, to the rest of the nation, and the other one is building brick cities in the Savannah along their major river, known as the Zambezi River in the other timeline. The cities will be finished faster, but the aqueducts and canals will have the wider impact.”

“I don’t know about that. It appears that Paul is trying to convert the nomads on the savannahs to the more sedentary grazing his people did in the twenty-first century. If so, then Paulsland will have developed a reliable meat industry through one of Paul’s offspring while the other provides water to a land that is often dry for half a year.”

“They are also doing a lot of work connecting their main river, the Zambezi, to their southern river. It's clear they are trying to connect their capital to a second port.”

“Yes, but it's also clear they are trying to make many ports for their navy. Paulsland is setting up colonies on the island known as Madagascar in the previous timeline.”

Filkith tapped a couple of keys and saw an overhead view of the island, which was almost completely wilderness except for a few hundred minor villages and three ports. “They have a long way to go. How is the integration of the people going?”

“Paulsland is far stronger than any group on the island. They also seem to be treating the natives more kindly than other places due to some differences in religious practices on the island.” Gandore tapped some keys, read something, and said, “That’s interesting. DNA evidence from the previous timeline said that the people who lived on that island, particularly in the first century, were not from the African continent. Instead, they are Polynesians, the people that settled most of the islands in the Pacific.”

Filkith looked up some information on the Polynesians and then said, “They sure got around. Since Paulsland is building up a navy, I am looking forward to seeing whether Paulsland forces them to improve their naval craft or if Paulsland integrates them into their culture like everyone else.”

With that statement out of the way, they continued watching Paulsland until Filkith noticed Paulsland’s new weapon. “Look at that. They redesigned the ballista and its ammunition. With that weapon, it will be very difficult for anyone to lay siege to any of the Paulsland cities.”

Gandore nodded and said, “Paul even set things up so that different people make different parts for the ammunition so that only the soldiers who put all the final pieces together understand the whole concept. I am a bit disappointed. The other nations have a lot to learn from his weapon, but he is keeping secrets.”

“If you’re a bit disappointed in that one, why don’t we check out John.”

“Fine.”

And so they turned their view to the other side of the planet, and naturally, out of curiosity, Gandore put up an image from the original timeline and compared it to this new one. In just twenty-three years, things had changed dramatically. Every river from the Rio Grande to the Mississippi had fields filled with grain, beans, fruit trees, and industrial crops that were almost exclusively on the other side of the planet in the original timeline. That wasn’t including all the new crops that made it to Cuba and were being cultivated on a third of the island.

Gandore pointed out, “John is doing an acceptable job. In this world, Europe, North Africa, the Middle East, and Asia were the main centers of growth and technological development. Sub-Saharan Africa was a place of death, with diseases at every corner. North America, on the other hand, only had one crop that the people cultivated, maize, which depleted the land and led to the downfall of several civilizations when the ground was depleted of the nutrients maize needed to grow. North America, with its one crop, simply became a land of empty promise and famine. Maize promised to feed people, but once they depended on it, the land refused to grow anymore, and starvation ended several civilizations. With John spreading his crops far and wide, new, far more stable civilizations will develop across the continent. Even if he should die of old age soon, at what the age of fifty-three, he has left enough of a legacy behind, they should do well.”

Filkith pointed out, “Look at John’s spawn. He has spread crop rotation all the way north to the top of what they called the Mississippi. The famines that continually strangled the previous civilizations in North America will no longer be an issue. I think the better question is how many nations will be made? Right now, these animals are playing nice with all the gifts he brings, but animals are animals. Sooner or later, they will either become one pack or several packs fighting to see who will become alpha.”

“Only time will tell. Fortunately, we can watch it all happen at super-fast speeds.” Gandore was referring to their minds currently being in a digital space and processing data in years per second.

Filkith looked over the hemisphere of the Americas and said, “Look at that.” Then zoomed in on his screen to Mesoamerica. Specifically Totonac.

Gandore smiled and said, “That certainly did not happen in the previous timeline. A Mesoamerican nation now has iron.”

“As long as they do not overrun John’s people, it’s a great thing. The Trade Alliance and Mesoamerica can clash back and forth, sharpening each other.”

“You say that like war always increases technology. Mesoamerica practiced war for millennia without developing new ways of killing each other. In fact, it appeared that they had so many rules regarding how they practiced war that it crippled any research in the matter.”

“Sometimes I forget that even though one animal, or one pack of animals, shows a spark of intelligence, that doesn’t mean they all do. You’re right. Mesoamerica could, through war, force the new nations rising around them to stagnate like they always have, but I am hopeful that Mesoamerica will take the spark of intelligence John brought and put it to good use.” Filkith pointed to an iron bloom on the screen and said, “They are making iron, so it seems like war with John’s Trade Alliance is forcing a spark of intelligence into their nation.”

“I will give you that.” Then Gandore looked at the screen and saw something odd. “Do you see what John is doing to the north on the Red River?”

Filkith looked closely at the screen and said, “That is clever. He made practical stone-cutting equipment, using bison as a power source. After the little fight he had with the Totonac a few years ago, it looks like he figured out a way to industrialize stone cutting and spread it across his little nation.”

And so, the two aliens watched as John spread the stone-cutting equipment across the north side of the Trade Alliance. They were so used to humans being slow to adapt that they were a bit surprised when, within a month, someone was using the stone-cutting equipment to make the production of concrete much easier. One of the main advantages of the equipment was it allowed the people living along the rather shallow Red River to easily build significantly better locks and dams than with logs alone, and so it allowed a rather rapid change to the scenery on the northern part of the Red River.

They continued watching John until he finished his work on the Red River and went to Cuba. They missed the urgency of why John was going to Cuba or why alcohol introduction was such a big deal in North America. They didn’t understand the importance of alcohol being introduced to a population that had never had it before, being far more concerned with the new construction methods John was introducing.

As far as the aliens were concerned, John spreading the stone-cutting equipment to the southwest portion of the Trade Alliance and to the Tiwa people was not that interesting, so they zoomed out to see what other changes were occurring. Another raid by the Cuban forces on the Mayans was no concern to the aliens. In fact, they were a bit annoyed the Mayans were so slow to adapt, but they did not have a lot of hope for the humans as a whole because they considered all humans as stupid animals. On the other hand, when the Totonac were able to copy the longship design and head to Cuba, that caused Gandor’s eyes to rise.

“Filkith, I guess you were right. John is making the Totonac accept a spark of intelligence. They may not have improved the longships design, but at least they were able to copy it and use it relatively well.”

And so they watched as the Totonac found Cuba and crushed an unsuspecting village, and Filkith pointed out, “Look at them. They took some of the domesticated bison. I wonder what they will do with them.” After skipping ahead, Filkit said, “I am disappointed all they want to do is ride those things. The bison are genetically so messed up and inbred they don’t accept riders, but they are good for pulling stuff.”

“I told you, the humans are animals. Slow ones at that. I think a better question will be how long will it take for them to copy the Trade Alliance’s plow, stone cutting, water wheels, and wagon designs? Will it be months, years, decades, or centuries?”

“Depends on how much fighting they do with the Trade Alliance. Like all animals, they learn from pain. If the Trade Alliance consistently beats them, then it will likely just take a few years. If their leadership is particularly stupid, then they will not learn until that leadership is killed off, so perhaps decades. It shouldn’t take centuries, though, as the technology the Trade Alliance has will make them alpha in a short while. The only thing protecting Totonac and Mesoamerica right now is their population. They have something close to two million people, whereas the trade alliance has closer to a hundred and twenty thousand. The vast majority being born in the last ten years as John’s crops spread, which made hunger a thing of the past.”

Gandore nodded and said, “I don’t think John has realized it yet, but he has brought a much more varied diet, and with it, the infant mortality rate in his region has dropped tremendously, and fertility has gone way up. It will take a few generations for the Trade Alliance to catch up with Mesoamerica in terms of population, but sooner or later, it will happen. Especially since John has forced the varied smaller tribes to stop fighting with one another. With their farming techniques, crops, sanitation, and new peaceful way of life, they will catch up to and surpass the population of Mesoamerica. If the Totonac or Mesoamerica drags their feet on the new technology, sooner or later, they will be crushed by the Trade Alliance.”

The two watched as the Totonac blazed a trail from the Totonac lands to the lands of the Trade Alliance. They didn’t notice nor care that some of the Mayan cities joined the Totonac Empire, and that was the bulk of this army. From the air, the trail the four thousand warriors made was obvious. They watched as the thousands of soldiers stumbled around looking for a Trade Alliance village and watched with little interest as, from their perspective, one group of insects slaughtered another group of insects. The only thing of note to the two aliens was the Totonac taking the buffalo while leaving the rest of their army to march slowly back to Totonac.

Filkith said, “I am not sure if the Totonac have a spark of intelligence or not. When it came to iron, they took it and immediately made weapons. After they saw the versatility of the longships, they made them to move their warriors. When they captured bison, instead of using them to industrialize their people, they went to the Trade Alliance and took some buffalo that were far more suitable for war. If the Totonac were intelligent, they would realize that John, the Trade Alliance, and Cuba’s success all come from using iron, longboats, and bison to increase their industrial capacity. Using them solely for war is a waste.”

Gandore commented, “You know how stupid animals are. They will only learn when pain comes. Look at the Trade Alliance. Their buffalo riders are going to every part of their nation in days. It just shows that their buffalo is more useful as an industrial tool than a tool of war. Because the buffalo brought messages so quickly, their buffalo riders were able to respond in days instead of weeks.”

And so, they watched dispassionately as the buffalo riders gathered and then, in a matter of days, tracked down the four thousand warriors and wiped them out. It was a foregone conclusion that thanks to the industrial use of buffalo riders, the Trade Alliance was able to call forth more buffalo riders than the Totonac army had men. That wasn’t even counting the issue that the Totonac only had one weapon that was particularly useful against the buffalo riders, and that was still restricted to nobles.

As they watched, Filkith said, “Look at that. John is leaving his offspring behind to build a fortress, but in effect, to start a colony. That’s interesting because in the previous timeline, even though that river was just one river away from the Totonac Empire and one river away from what would later be the Aztec Empire, nobody ever built anything along it until the Spanish came. It also means the borders of the Trade Alliance now extend much further south than the state of Texas’s borders did in the previous timeline.”

Gandore nodded his head and said, “It’s not even a question of whether the Trade Alliance can keep it. Since they are building something there, then the Totonac or someone else will have to come and deal with it. An area of the map that was nothing in the previous timeline may be of immense tactical importance in this one. At least assuming John’s Buffalo riders don’t conquer the Totonac.”

Filket said, “It almost looks like the Totonac wants the buffalo riders to cause pain. Their warriors are out of their cities, fighting the other Mesoamerican nations. It looks like their rulers are preserving their warriors at the expense of their people.”

“As you said earlier, they are focused on war at the expense of industry. We will see if John will make it a fatal mistake for them.”

And so, the two aliens watched to see what the Totonac would do as angry buffalo riders entered their territory. 


Chapter 1 February 95 AD Totonac Empire- An Emperor’s Gamble
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When Zuma reached the first village at the northeastern edge of the Totonac Empire, his home, he was returning triumphant with one hundred and twenty buffalo. Alongside him were one hundred and eighteen men, one woman, and one infant, all on the backs of the buffalo they had stolen from the Trade Alliance. Although he was returning triumphant, he did not receive the praise of his people. Instead, he caused panic.

When the people saw the buffalo in the distance, they gathered their families and ran. The last time they saw so many buffalo riders, their nation had been ravaged. To make matters worse, it was currently the time of year when every nation in Mesoamerica sent their warriors to fight in holy wars, and with most of the warriors away fighting, the villagers had no way to defend themselves from buffalo riders, so they ran and hid themselves as best as they could. When Zuma and his riders reached the first village, it was already empty. When they reached the next village, it was the same story. Every village on the way reacted the same way as he made his way to Teotihuacan. He went through empty towns and villages as the people sounded alarms and fled as soon as they saw his buffalo.

When they finally reached Teotihuacan, Zuma was grateful that he wore his cloth armor under his jaguar pelt as several of the capital’s defenders fired on him and his men. Zuma was hit with three arrows, which wasn’t a big deal since his armor caught them, but his buffalo was hit with two. None of his warriors were injured, thanks to their armor, but almost two dozen buffalo had been hit. This was a tragedy. The Totonac empire had hundreds of nobles who could be replaced immediately by their children and thousands of jaguar warriors. Their lives didn’t matter, unlike the buffalo. They only had one hundred and twenty buffalo, and these idiots just injured over twenty of them.

The only people not wearing cloth armor were Etu, his child, and the mother of Etu’s child, but they were in the middle of the formation, so no arrow came close to them, which was fortunate since the Totonac Empire only had half a dozen men with the knowledge of the Trade Alliance. They needed to make their captives feel safe, and if any of these three were injured, it would have made Totonac look untrustworthy.

In response to being fired upon, Zuma and his buffalo riders had to ride out of bow shot, then Zuma had several of his jaguar warriors dismount from their buffalo and walk toward the city in their full regalia as jaguar warriors. As Zuma’s men walked toward the city, Zuma could see anger in every step they took. Their steps were more of a stomp and stalk, which wasn’t a surprise because all of them were there when the Emperor gave the order to his capital’s defenders to be on the lookout for buffalo being ridden by jaguar warriors and not to shoot at them. The capital’s defenders' fear of buffalo clearly was greater than their fear of their Emperor.

When the capital’s defenders took a good look at the jaguar warriors, they were confused because those jaguar warriors had just gotten off the buffalo. As soon as they were in shouting range, they began shouting back and forth. This was dangerous for Zuma’s jaguar warriors because they were well in bow range, but after a bit of back and forth, the city’s defenders realized their mistake and led them through the city to the Emperor’s palace. This infuriated Zuma as the Emperor ordered him to come to the palace with all haste once he had the buffalo, but the city’s defenders' escort was slowing him down, as their walk was much slower than the buffalo’s trot.

Despite all the errors the city’s defenders made, they at least had the good sense to send runners ahead, informing everyone that mattered that Zuma had returned with the buffalo, and so despite the slow escort to the Emperor’s palace on Lake Texcoco, they had no further issues.

Once Zuma reached the palace, he only brought Etu with him into the palace. He did not notice how uncomfortable Etu was to leave his son with the son's mother, but he would not have cared if he had.

When Zuma entered the Emperor’s throne room, he marched until he was about twenty feet in front of the throne and bowed down. Etu followed suit. They waited in that position for about two hours before the Emperor showed up. While they waited, Kestejoo was brought in, and he did not bother bowing until the Emperor showed up.

The Emperor tossed out decorum and did not bother sitting on his throne before he said, “Zuma, and… captive, rise. How many buffalo did you bring back?”

“A hundred and twenty, but your city defenders injured twenty-one with their arrows.”

The Emperor frowned and asked, “Did you follow my orders? Were you and your men wearing your jaguar pelts?”

“Yes.”

The Emperor turned to one of his administrators and said, “Arrest everyone in the city defenders unit that fired upon the buffalo and their officers up to two ranks higher. Then arrest all their family members to their second cousins. All of them are to be flayed alive. Have the city defenders watch as their families are flayed alive before flaying them. This is to be a reminder to follow my orders. I ordered the guards not to fire on buffalo riders who wore jaguar pelts. They did so and harmed the buffalo we need… oh and I expect the Trade Alliance to attack our cities soon, so do not bother making a spectacle of their executions. Get it done quickly.”

As the Emperor’s personal jaguar warriors left, the Emperor turned back to Zuma and said, “I am sure the Trade Alliance is coming, so the buffalo can not stay in the capital. The uninjured buffalo will go to three of our holy wars to assist our warriors. The Mayan, Mixtec, and I will personally ride a buffalo, leading a unit of our new buffalo rider into the Zapotec holy war.”

Zuma was a little surprised. Zapotec was southwest of Totonac and, thus, the nation furthest from the Trade Alliance. The Emperor was clearly trying to get as far away from the Trade Alliance as possible. That said, it would not be viewed as cowardice by anyone. When the Emperor reached the battlefield, he would outrightly become the main target for every Zapotec warrior. If anyone were to capture the Totonac Emperor, they would have captured the best sacrifice in the history of their nation's existence and would undoubtedly move up in status. If the Emperor was not riding a buffalo, the risk he was putting himself in would be unacceptable.

As Zuma considered the Emperor’s words, he realized the Emperor had been planning this for some time. If Zuma had to guess, none of the Emperor’s sons were at the Zapotec holy war. If they were, they would have great incentive to poison or assassinate him.

The Emperor broke Zuma’s train of thought, “As for you, I have a different job. You will take eight of the uninjured buffalo and wait for the Trade Alliance here in the capital. When you see them from afar, you will kite them and flee to the Tarascan capital city. Do not go to the battlefield where our brave warriors are fighting our holy war against them. I understand that it will take you a few weeks to reach the capital. I have sent jaguar warriors ahead and told them to expect our new buffalo riders and to feed and house you as needed. They are sacrifices. Use them to buy time and delay the Trade Alliances buffalo riders.”

Then the Emperor frowned and turned to Kestejoo. “I thought to take you with me to the Zapotec holy war, but I need someone to take care of the injured buffalo.” The Emperor glanced around and saw Etu. The Emperor smiled and said, “Captive, you are to take the injured buffalo to Kestejoo’s estate. The other bison are already there, so the men there should be able to help the buffalo to recover. As for Kestejoo, he will come to the Zapotec battlefield with me.”

During this whole conversation, the Emperor never sat on his throne. It was rare, almost unheard of, for the Emperor to speak to his court without being on his throne, his symbol of authority. It showed how much of a hurry the Emperor was in. As he finished speaking, the Emperor walked out of the throne room to the front of his palace, where the buffalo were. To Zuma’s surprise, several hundred jaguar warriors were outside alongside the buffalo. Clearly, they were called there while Zuma was waiting for the Emperor to arrive.

Once the Emperor was outside, he wasted no time organizing things. He separated the wounded buffalo from the healthy and immediately sent them off with Etu. The Emperor was in such a rush that he missed how disrespectful Etu was taking his child from the child’s mother before obeying the Emperor’s orders and leading the wounded buffalo and jaguar warriors back to Kestejoo’s estate.

As for the other buffalo, the Emperor left eight for Zuma, and the rest were split up and went to the three holy wars. The largest buffalo was taken by the Emperor, of course. As the Emperor climbed the saddle, it was clear that he had been practicing with the wooden buffalo that Kestejoo had made. And so, in less than twenty minutes, everyone was gone except for Zuma and the seven buffalo riders with him.

Zuma had to smile as the Emperor left, as the Emperor was taking no chance that his warriors would injure his buffalo. Jaguar warriors surrounded the buffalo as they went to their respective battlefields, and messengers were being sent ahead to warn everyone not to shoot at the Emperor’s buffalo at the pain of death for their entire family.

From there, Zuma waited for the Alliance buffalo riders to come to their city. Because of the speed of the buffalo, Zuma knew he would not get any advance warning beside the warning horn of the city defenders. Zuma and his seven warriors had to wait for destruction to come and try to guide it to their enemy's capital. And so, a very stressful wait began.

Zuma was not idle while he waited. He took the cloth armor from the executed city defenders and had the tailors of the city sew them together into cloth armor for his buffalo. In the cool winter, the buffalo seemed to like their new armor, if only because it allowed them to stay warmer.

After waiting for two weeks, about two hours after noon, Zuma heard the conch shell trumpet sound a warning. Then, across the east side of the city, the capital city defenders began sounding the warning with their conch shells. Zuma knew the Trade Alliance was here. Anything the nobles had that was valuable was long gone to their rural estates. The only thing left in the city were the dregs of society, a nice offering to the gods by way of the Trade Alliance. And so Zuma and his warriors mounted their buffalo and headed to the northeast corner of the city.

When they reached their destination, the archers and jaguar warriors waiting there clumped together and stood between Zuma’s buffalo and the Trade Alliance. The Trade Alliances’ buffalo riders were trotting toward the city. Zuma thought it showed the worth of the buffalo riders that they made going to war look so casual, almost like children skipping through a garden on their way to deal death.

That said, it would still be a few minutes before either side was in arrow range of the other. Zuma was trying to make it as obvious as possible that his buffalo were being ridden by Totonac. If the Trade Alliance didn’t take the bait, then one of  Zuma’s men would have to ride out and attack the Trade Alliance personally. Zuma was trying to kite the Trade Alliance’s buffalo riders, which meant they actually had to get their attention first.

Zuma was not happy when he realized the Trade Alliance’s buffalo riders had bows with better range than his archers. They fired eight rounds into his jaguar warriors before his men could fire back. On the Trade Alliances' ninth volley, they began shooting at Zuma and his buffalo riders. Zuma smiled and told his men, “Time to flee to Tarascan.”

And so the Totonac buffalo riders turned northwest and began trotting on the merchant road toward their rival nation. When Zuma looked back, he was glad to see dozens and dozens of buffalo riders following him. As he rode, he counted, and after getting to two hundred buffalo riders, he lost count and focused on riding.

They rode for a bit more than three hours before they came to the first roadblock arranged by the Emperor. Every thirty-two Totonac miles, over sixty-four Jaguar Warriors waited for them. Their job was to resupply Zuma and slow down the buffalo riders. None of these Jaguar Warriors were expected to survive; they were considered sacrifices, so they were made up of jaguar warriors from houses the Emperor was less than pleased with.

And so, as Zuma and his warriors left, the jaguar warriors did their duty and bought Zuma and his buffalo riders time with their lives. They rode another thirty-two miles, which took well past sunset, until they reached the next set of sixty-four jaguar warriors before resting.

Zuma wanted to send the jaguar warriors off to kill the Trade Alliance buffalo riders in their sleep, but the Emperor told Zuma to lead the buffalo riders to Tarascan’s capital. Despite the possibility of gaining more buffalo if they defeated their enemy in the night, Zuma was not going to risk his family and his house by disobeying the Emperor. That said, Zuma could understand the Emperor’s logic. The Totonac Empire was about to take a beating, so they might as well spread the beating to the other empires.

And so, for two weeks, Zuma kited the Trade Alliance’s buffalo riders. Over a thousand Jaguar Warriors died before they entered Tarascan territory. Twice, the buffalo riders almost caught up with them, and Zuma had to sacrifice his buffalo riders so that Zuma and the rest of his men could get away; even then, it seemed a bit too easy to Zuma. He figured they were either low on supplies, they were weary, or they were expecting him to lead them to another Totonac city. As they made their way to the Tarascan territory, Zuma had no choice but to cut through Totonac towns and villages, and after he passed, he could turn and see in the distance the smoke from where the Trade Alliance buffalo riders burned everything they could to the ground.

When he reached the first village in Tarascan, he had his buffalo gallop through it. He was careful not to trample anyone because war should be fought on the battlefield under the rules of war. The rules of war dictated that if they should win on a nearby battlefield, then the village should pay tribute or become a vassal. Burning down villages like the Trade Alliance did was barbaric. You should only directly attack a town, village, or city if someone ignores the rules of war or you need to capture people for sacrifices. Even then, you do not burn everything to the ground.

That said, nearly five minutes after he left the village, he could not help but smile as he saw the smoke. Their old rivals, the Tarascan, were going to feel the pain of barbaric warfare as well.

And so Zuma continued leading the buffalo riders through Tarascan territory, all the way to their capital.


Chapter 2 February 95 AD Paulsland-A Gift to My Children
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Two months ago, Paul sent a message to all his adult children and several of his grandchildren, who were now adults, to come to his castle in the capital. The only exception was Washington, who was outside of Paulsland. One by one, they showed up.

Badru was the nearest to the capital, so he was the first to arrive, followed by one of Eulalia’s adult children, and then followed by Eulalia, who had a very happy reunion with her son, who she had not seen in a while. Mercy and Charity showed up next. Charity brought her husband, but Mercy did not have a chance since her husband was with Titus trying to organize the land they captured from the Himyarites. Alexander was next to arrive; he would have been there sooner, but it took a while for the messenger to find him because Alexander oversaw several canal and aqueduct projects spanning hundreds of miles in several different directions. Following Alexander was Dashiell, then George, and Eulalia’s second adult son, who was serving with Titus until Paul called him to the capital. The last adult to arrive, or technically semi-adult, as the time of mandatory military service was where Paulsland put the transition of child to adult, was Carver, as he was furthest away on the island of Madagascar.

Carver was the odd one out in this group as he was the only one that was not raised by Chazia. Every other adult in the room, besides Paul, was either Chazia’s child by birth, adoption, or grandchild. That said, in a few months, Carver would have several half-siblings join him in the military, and within five years, the other half-siblings would greatly outnumber Chazia’s adult children.

After everyone arrived, Paul called all his children to his throne room to have a semiprivate but official conversation with them. He planned on having this conversation with his minor children later, but he wanted to discuss it with the adults first.

As Paul stepped into the room, Alexander asked, “Dad, is this about the concrete reinforced with bronze rebar? Are you going to have all of us shift to the new construction material?”

Paul couldn’t help but smile at his son’s antiques. Most people saw Paul as his position, but very few outside of his family saw him as a person, so Paul would let his son’s self-bragging go.

Several of Paul’s kids looked confused, so Paul explained, “Nearly six months ago, someone found tin along the south river, and I arranged for it to be smelted with our copper stores and make bronze. I then had the Illuminati see if it would work as rebar in concrete construction now that we have a consistent supply of bronze, and the test worked well. Since Alexander is in charge of so much construction, most of our bronze rebar went his way. It has some strong advantages because it allows us to use much less stone in our various construction projects, which are currently bottlenecked because making correctly sized and shaped stone blocks is time-consuming. That said, to answer Alexander’s question, I am not moving everyone over to rebar construction methods, if only because we are not making enough bronze for that to make sense. The best thing about the rebar method is that it has meant that stone blocks can go to other projects.”

George could not allow Alexander to get all the attention, so he asked, “This isn’t about me finishing building my sixth city, giving me a sixth nomad wife, completing the Paulsland obligation in our treaty, and starting a project to bring the nomads closer to the capital by clearing up the rapids between the nomads and the capital, is it?”

Paul wanted to facepalm, but instead, he said, “George, you are doing a good job building infrastructure in the savannah, but this is not about anyone’s project. To a certain degree, this is about all of you and everyone in Paulsland. The reason why I brought all of you here today is that I wrote a constitution, the law that governs the government, and before I entered the room, I sent it out to be displayed across Paulsland. Currently, messengers are going around Paulsland and posting our new constitution at the entrance of every gate and in every town center and handing a copy to every chief. I imagine that within the day, I will be bombarded with questions about the new constitution, and since George, Alexander, Badru, and Dashiell are all technically the leaders of their provinces, the constitution directly affects you. Since the rest of you are my children or grandchildren, it indirectly affects you, so I figured I would have each of you read it and ask me about it.”

And so, Paul handed copies of the constitution to each of his children. As they began to read it, they nodded in agreement. What else would they do? It was filled with the ethics and morals he taught them from childhood and, in turn, the ethics they were required to teach when he made them teachers for a time. Then they started getting to new things. And George was the first to speak, “Dad, what's a jury?”

“Keep reading; when everyone is done reading, ask me your questions.”

George looked like he wanted to argue, but despite his familiarity with his father, he knew better than to directly disobey him. So, he looked down at the paper and kept reading. Paul watched his children's reactions as they read through the constitution. Some of his kids and grandkids felt they would never hold a position of power, and were pleased when they read about the jury and how they would be required to be on one in the future or at least a member of their household. Some of Paul’s children wanted the throne, and their faces fell when they reached the limitations Paul put on the ivory throne, as they immediately went back into the document looking for some clarifications. As for Dashiell and Badru, it was obvious when they read the part about electing province governors as their faces fell. Paul was confused for a second so he skimmed over his copy of the constitution and realized by his own constitution, they were, in effect, being fired. Paul then realized that although he was thinking of the long-term good the constitution would bring, he forgot about the short-term reality of his current situation.

Every single one of Paul’s children and grandchildren went through the document several times. One by one, as they finished reading, they looked around, and when they saw the others were still reading, they stayed silent. Eulalia was the first to finish, as she was the least interested in the constitution; she was followed by Paul’s two adopted daughters. As for the boys, all of them kept reading and rereading the constitution for over an hour. Then, slowly, one by one, they began looking up at their father and waiting for the others to finish reading before they asked their questions. George was the final one to finish and the first to speak.

“Dad, I thought you said you had no project for us, but this constitution effectively fires all your sons from our roles as governors since it says governors of provinces can only serve four years before being replaced in an election.”

Paul blushed and said, “In all honesty, I was not thinking of your roles as governors when I wrote the Paulsland constitution. If I had, I would have sat you four down and talked to you about it sooner instead of surprising you like this. That said, I am not taking back what is said in the Paulsland constitution because I believe it is best for the nation and you, although it is a bit uncomfortable now.”

George was most annoyed out of Paul’s children, so he asked, “Why is it the best? How is this a gift?”

“Because if things don’t change, you, or your children, or their children will be killed so someone can take the power they would have if this document was not written. Before this morning, before I sent the constitution out, I had unlimited, unchecked power. Powerful, capable men covet the power I have, but I am far too capable and loved for them to take it from me. But you, your children, your grandchildren yet to be born, they are not as capable as men or as loved as me. Someday, a capable man would kill them, and all of my children, and every one of my lineage for my throne. By giving power to the people to elect their chiefs, judges, and representatives, and power to the chiefs to elect their governors and provincial representatives, and the power to the people's representatives, and the provincial representatives to limit my power to make law, I have made the throne something that is both much more difficult to obtain, and something less desirable.”

“But, Dad, you are cutting your own throat, taking away your own power.” Paul paused, wondering how to gently explain the error of George’s logic when Eulalia laughed. George exploded, “WHAT DO YOU THINK IS SO FUNNY!”

Eulalia smirked at her bratty little brother and said, “How many people in Paulsland went through our school system and don’t worship our father? Dad has told our people over and over again that he is not a god, but since Dad is stronger than the spirits, and everyone that goes to school sings songs about how awesome their King is, even though they don’t believe he is a god, they still worship him. Dad’s constitution limits who can be a representative to those who have gone through the school system, so he is practically limiting who can be elected as a representative to whoever will do whatever he tells them.”

Paul nodded and said, “She’s right. I am not giving up any power. In fact, I will likely have to encourage the first set of representatives to argue and disagree with me because I legitimately need their perspective. I am in the capital, I am building an army, a navy, and infrastructure, and I am constantly dealing with the big picture of Paulsland, but I do not have a great perspective of what regular people in Paulsland need. This is why having representatives tell me things from their perspectives will help me be a better king. Better yet, the people coming as representatives are not people I chose, but the people chosen by the individuals of Paulsland.”

George was still miffed and said, “But why did you have to take away our power? I want to be King, but if I lose my position as governor, I lose my power base.”

Paul sighed and said, “Look at the constitution again. The governor has a term limit of four years, but that is an elected governor, not a chosen governor. Until your province has 20 villages that have raised five sets of people who both went to Paulsland schools and served their mandatory military service or medical training, they cannot elect their own governor. That will take eight years at the least, as I am being generous and only requiring one year of school for someone to qualify. So, until at least twenty villages in your province can do that, you get to stay governor, and your province is the furthest behind on this issue.”

George became nervous and asked, “What do you mean they are the furthest behind?”

“For a village to be considered a village according to the constitution, it must have a principal in the village running a school. Most of your nomadic chiefs have rejected the idea of having a school as they practice their nomadic lifestyle. It's why we set up the pace system of education for the nomads. Despite the children getting educated with paces as they travel from grazing area to grazing area, their little tribe does not have a school, so the chief of that tribe does not count for the province, so they do not get to vote for governor, province representative or in your case, for king.”

“WHAT! BUT THAT UNDERCUTS THE NUMBER OF VOTES I GET WHEN YOU DIE!”

When his other siblings saw his outburst, they laughed, and George calmed down and blushed from embarrassment.

Paul said, “Did you think I was stupid or that none of the youths that joined the military from the nomads heard your plans? They blabbed their mouths to the friends they made at man camp, who are from all over Paulsland. Those friends sent word back to their villages that the nomads planned on claiming a lot more chiefs than they had so that you would be the next King. My original plan for dealing with this was to call forth all the chiefs in Paulsland to the capital, then executing anyone who claimed to be chief who did not send men to fight in our war against the Himyarites. It would have been very easy since everyone who came to fight in our war proudly told me the village they came from and who their chief was. But this way sheds far less blood and gives your nomads incentives to allow a moving school into their village, especially now that many of their own young people passed the pace system, served in the military, and a handful of the best are returning to the savannah with horses.”

George looked stunned. The youth thought he had a rock-solid plan for gaming the system, but now it totally backfired on him. He started doing the math in his head. Over the last few years, he had set up three dozen fortresses and six cities that had schools run by one of his Dad’s principals. Because of how long it took to dig wells and build the fortresses, it took far longer to set up schools in his province than any of the others. It would take another four years for twenty of them to produce what the constitution required for his province to vote in a governor. Because of this rule, in eight years, he would have just over forty votes for George to be the next king instead of the hundreds he was counting on. The only way to change this would be to convince the nomads to take a principal with them as they wandered the savannah so that they could vote for him to be the next King, so his vote would go from forty to at least two hundred.

Everyone in the room understood why Paul made the constitution say what it said. Everyone who went through Paul’s school system would know why Paul put that limit in the constitution. Paul wanted a homogenous society. He wanted the people that had the right to make decisions to have his same morals and beliefs. The only reason why Paul did not say that chiefs had to have gone to Paul’s schools and serve in the military was because Paul thought that if he conquered a people and put his own people in charge of them, it would just breed rebellion. Paul openly had this conversation with everyone that went through his schools. The thing was, he openly told his students that he wanted them to lead their own villages once they had the knowledge to make things better for their parents and the adults in their village.

George had not pushed Paul’s school system enough in the province he was put in charge of, and the nomads had been slow to integrate, and now Paul was just showing his displeasure with his son in a rather personal way. Nobody outside this room would know what happened, so this would not end his shot at being king; it would only hamper it.

Badru asked, “So, Dad, are the elections that will replace us happening immediately?”

Paul had not considered this before, but after a few seconds of thought, he said, “No, we will wait until the planting season to allow the election for the new governors to take your place. That will give you, Dashiell, and Alexander time to oversee the election of judges, several public trials, and guide the jury process. Once that is over, I will be creating three more provinces out of the land taken from the Himyarites. You three will be made governors of those provinces, and hopefully, within eight years, you will be able to turn them over to new governors.”

“What area will you give us?”

“You will be given the area between the Great Lake River and the sea.” Then Paul turned to his oldest biological son, “Alexander, I need you to find the middle of the Great Lake and have your people start building an aqueduct east from there. Your territory will be to the north, and Badru’s territory will be to the south of the central aqueduct. It will provide water to both of your provinces. Alexander that will be the southernmost border of your new province. I am going to need you to build a road from there to the north along the coast.” Then Paul turned his younger stepson, “Dashiell, since you have the most experience working along the sea, I will have you go to the northmost part of the land we took from the Himyarites to the colony known as Sarapion. From there, build a road south along the coast. When your road and Alexander’s road meet, that will be the border between your two provinces.

“That will not be an easy project for either one of you because you will need to build bridges crossing rivers that dry up in the dry season and flood during the wet season. So far, we have only made roads from the sea going into the interiors of our new land because we have other things to build. Make your plans for how you will govern and build infrastructure in your new lands. But until then, read this constitution and prepare to help your people adjust to their new responsibilities as voters and jurors.”

Paul’s heart clenched as he saw the disappointment and sadness on the three young men’s faces. Badru had just finished turning a troublesome river with far too many impassible swamps into a useful canal connecting the Zambezi River to the South River. Alexander had years left building a canal that circumvented several waterfalls but allowed a navigable route between the Great Lakes and its river. Two of his aqueducts were nearing completion. Alexander’s time as governor has been spent mostly as a construction boss, and Paul was moving him before he could finish any of his projects. Dashiell was in the midst of building new harbors and dry docks on the coast. Paul’s constitution was making them quit their projects, give up the fruits of those projects, and move their families to new areas to more or less start all their work over again. Worse, because Paul didn’t realize what his constitution meant to their current jobs, this change came out of nowhere.

When Paul wrote the constitution, he knew the logical reasons to give governors a one-term four-year limit. Paul was thinking of the future, but for once, he was so focused on the future that he forgot the ramifications of now. Despite the heartbreak and sadness this gift brought right now, it was still a gift to his sons.

That’s when his grandson, Eulalia’s oldest, asked, “Grandfather, I never expected to have authority, but the constitution seems to give authority to everyone with the jury. Why do that?”

Paul smiled at his grandson, who was named after his father, and said, “Well, Loide, it's because I want peace. Regular people who have authority because it's forced on them through the jury system are not going to start a civil war because they are hungry for power. The most dangerous people in the kingdom are the people who seek the position of chief, governor, representative, judge, or general because they think everyone should listen to them. It's also why I made sure to require households to stay armed. If rebellion comes to Paulsland, if civil war comes to Paulsland, it's not going to be the regular people rising up. Why would they rise up? If the king is doing a terrible job, they can remove him through their representatives; they do not have to risk their lives and the lives of their families to remove the king. If rebellion comes, it will be through someone in government seeking more power, and chances are the regular people will side with the king if for no other reason than the king is the devil they know.

“That said, the way the Paulsland constitution is set up, it specifically makes the government the servant to the people. I set it up this way because I think it's better for everyone. In Paulsland, if the government wants more taxes, then the government must help the people do better. No other nation in the world has this incentive to help its people do better. Often, it’s the opposite. Often, the government is intentionally cutting off the legs of their people because it gives the various kings and nobles personal gain. I worked hard to set up a constitution so that it is difficult for anyone to have personal gain by screwing over our own people.”

Loide Junior asked, “Did the land you come from have a constitution?”

“Yes, but it was very different. The biggest difference is that although the land I came from had a constitution that was supposed to limit government, the constitution from my land did not include any consequences for government officials who ignored the laws that were supposed to limit their power. That said, there are many things in our constitution that would outrightly be rejected by the people of the land I come from, and there are certain rights in the land I come from that did not make it into our constitution.

“For instance, in the land I come from, there was a man called a prosecutor whose only job was to convict people of crimes, and often his only goal was to win. The person he was trying to put in prison had someone defending him who was also trying to win no matter what. Neither side cared whether the person on trial was guilty or innocent, so both sides would hide evidence to try to win their case. Guilt or innocence did not matter, the evidence did not matter, the only thing that mattered was winning. Because of this, I have worked hard not to introduce lawyers into Paulsland. Instead, we have detectives whose only job is to search for and present evidence, and they do not care whether the person on trial is convicted or not. Because of this, the land I come from had many of what they called due process constitutional rights that were often ignored because a lawyer wanted to win. The reason for the due process rights is because in the process of winning a case against a man the prosecutor often knew was innocent, the prosecutor would break the law, often with the help of the judge, and even when caught, they suffered no consequences. The way I figure it, we don’t need due process laws if the prosecutor, detectives, and judge get punished by the jury for lying, hiding evidence, or clearly showing incompetence.”

Loide was not surprised. Unlike his father, he did not stay in the army once his mandatory time was up; instead, he decided to work with his uncle Alexander on the aqueduct project, and thus, he worked with many foreigners from that were from empires to the north. The stories they told were much worse than what his grandfather had just described.

“I read through the constitution, and it doesn’t say how the juries will be run.”

“Honestly, I don’t know. Your uncles will have elections for judges and oversee the various trials over the next few months. Come November, the people and provinces will elect their first few representatives, and we will begin framing how things are to be run. I was intentionally vague on the rules of court because, over time, they should change, and putting them in the constitution makes that hard. The constitution is meant for rules that should not change. Well, that and its focus is on clearly explaining to the people the laws that specifically deal with the government. Next year, I will work with the representatives on any laws they feel we need to add, but hopefully, the few laws we have in Paulsland are good, and we mostly work on the budget.”

And so Paul continued talking to his children and grandchildren for another hour before leaving his throne room. Once he left, dozens of messengers and three chiefs were waiting on him, all wanting to ask questions about the constitution he sent out. Paul sighed, went back into the throne room, and did his best to answer their questions.


Paulsland Constitution

The government is the servant to the people.

The first purpose of government is to protect the people. Paulsland was originally created because an evil man wanted to harm King Paul’s family, and so King Paul stopped the threat with extreme violence. He then proceeded to train and prepare his people to protect their lives, the lives of their families, the lives of the people of Paulsland, and the land of Paulsland. The very first purpose of Paulsland is the protection of its people; it is why the government was formed to begin with. Every man in Paulsland will take part in this by serving a mandatory time in the military for two years after their thirteenth birthday. Every woman in Paulsland will take part in this by having two years of mandatory medical education after their thirteenth birthday.

The first right of all people is life. The government must therefore organize its people to protect life, and thus Paulsland does that by organizing men to fight and women to heal.

EVERY household will have the armament of the soldier. Over time, the armament of the soldier will change as weapons and armor change. No household will be allowed to have armament that is more than ten years out of the current standard. If a household is found to have armament more than ten years from the current standard, then they will be given modern armament and charged for it. A household may have equipment that is demonstrably better than the modern soldier. No weapon carried by a soldier may be denied to a household of Paulsland. Past criminal actions of a free adult will never be allowed to remove the duty of a household from having a weapon. If an adult can not be trusted to have a soldier's armament, then reform them or kill them, with the exception of adults who have been judged by a jury, and a jury alone, to have a broken mind or the mind of a child.

The second purpose of the government of Paulsland is the education of its people. Schools funded by the government are open to the education of all. Every child over the age of five is required to attend school. Any adult can attend class to catch up on their education, although no adult may be forced to attend school. Every school is to provide instruction in self-discipline, reading, writing, mathematics, medicine, and law.

Self-discipline is the basis for all education; without self-control, nothing else can be taught. A school with children who routinely misbehave and lack self-control should have its principal replaced with one who will make the children have self-discipline. The purpose of disciplining children is to teach the children to self-discipline. A school where the children misbehave shows a tremendous failure on the part of teachers, principals, and parents, and so if children show no self-discipline, the principal, teachers, and parents should be disciplined alongside the child.

Reading, writing, and mathematics are the basis for all knowledge. If someone knows the basics of all three they can learn anything so every child must be able to phonetically read and write and know how to add, subtract, multiply, and divide up to at least four digits. If a child does not know how to do these three things by the time they turn twelve, then their principal, teachers, and parents should be judged by a jury to see if it is negligence on their part.

The world is a dangerous place. Bacteria, viruses, parasites, and accidents are able to kill. In order to promote a long life, a minimum knowledge of general first aid, sickness prevention, and medicine application will be taught to all. When the boys go into the military at thirteen, the girls will go into full medical training for two years, where they will have the opportunity to learn how to make all medicines known to Paulsland and learn basic surgery skills. This education may be taken further at the Surgeon’s College or any other medical institute created after the time of the writing of this document.

A common understanding of law is important to the well-being of a nation. It is abhorrent when the common people have little understanding of the laws that govern them or, worse, have a different understanding of the laws than the king, chiefs, judges, or people in authority. Worse is when the experts of the law are split on what the law means. By the time a young man enters into their mandatory service at thirteen or a girl begins her mandatory education on surgery and making medicine, they should have a common understanding of the laws of Paulsland and the reason for them. If the students enter service without a common understanding, then their principal, teachers, and parents should be disciplined.

Paulsland will also promote education in the mysteries of the world by funding schools, colleges, institutes, and the like. It is hoped that the things discovered by these institutes become so foundational and easily explained that children can be taught what is discovered in these places of higher learning. But if not, these places have a responsibility to teach whatever knowledge they find to anyone who has an interest, so everything discovered in these places of higher learning will be taught for free to all people who come. The best and brightest, those able to push the boundaries of the unknown, should be hired by these places of higher learning. The hallmark of a great education is that you can teach yourself new things, and so the hallmark of Paulsland higher education is training people to learn things that nobody else knows.

The third purpose of the government of Paulsland is to promote the economy of the nation through the building of infrastructure. The government of Paulsland will build roads, bridges, ports, harbors, canals, and other means to promote the travel of people and goods.

The fourth purpose of the government of Paulsland is to hold the land in trust until the citizens of Paulsland are able to use it. Every province will be broken up into many areas. In those areas, there will be government buildings filled with various officials whose job will in part be to record which land belongs to whom, and any land that does not belong to anyone or has not been set aside for other purposes will be given to anyone who has a use for it. Unused land without a purpose will be freely given to individuals to be used in whatever way they record with the official. Whether that is building a house, farm, mining, factory, chemical plant, or some new unknown construction, as long as an individual has a use for unused land, it will be given to them because the land is the people's. There will be a small fee to make markers for the new land but no other fee unless the land set aside for use is not used within the first year. After the second year of unuse, the land will be put back on the market as it's clear that the individual asked for more land than they could use. If the individual asks for more land than the official thinks they can use, then the official may limit the size of land given to them, but the individual can appeal the official's decision to a jury. The individual can do whatever they want to on their land, but if the use of their land harms another person's property, they are responsible for fixing the damages caused.

People have the right to sell land they have developed to anyone who is interested. If someone has developed a piece of land and the government finds it has a need for the land, then a jury must decide whether the government can take the land or not, and the jury must decide what the value of the land is. Whatever the jury finds the value of the land to be, the government must pay three times the amount to the landowner. If the government can not afford the amount, then it cannot afford the use of the land.

If someone's property blocks access to another person's property, then the landowner must provide a way through their property to the other property. This is for travel, water supply, and any service or needs that is common for the people of Paulsland now or in the future. If the landowner thinks that the access is a hardship, then a chief, judge, principal, or jury should find the best solution between the disputing parties.

The fifth purpose of the government of Paulsland is overseeing contracts. When two people come to an agreement that requires a contract, the contract must be approved by a Paulsland official. The official's job is to make sure the contract is fair. One-sided contracts are illegal in Paulsland, and anyone getting caught trying to make a one-sided contract should be flogged with forty lashes. A one-sided contract is a contract that makes it so one side does all the work, and the other side gets all the benefits. A one-sided contract is often written in a deceptive manner or given over to desperate people. What a one-sided contract will look like will change from one generation to the next. In order to stop it before getting the courts involved, officials are required to look at all contracts and sign off on them before the contract can be implemented. Sooner or later, some foolish official will sign off on one-sided contracts because of a lack of understanding or maliciousness on their part. If a jury finds a contract is one-sided, at the very least, the official who signed it will lose their job, but if the jury finds the official to have acted maliciously, then they can implement any punishment on the official up to and including execution. 

The sixth purpose of the government of Paulsland is to settle disputes, both civil and criminal. The vast majority of disputes will be between two people over civil matters. The two disputing parties will have the right to have their case heard before the chief of their village, the principal of their school, or before a judge. If their case is heard before the chief or the principal, then they waive the right to a jury trial, but all cases heard before the judge have a right to a jury trial, although the right can be waived. All disputes, whether civil or criminal, brought to a judge must be heard within three months. If a judge can not hear a case within three months, then an additional judge will be elected in order to help carry the burden of the courts. If a chief or principal is requested to judge a matter, they are not bound by the three-month rule. No one should be forced to wait more than three months for their trial before a judge to be heard, whether it is a civil or criminal matter. Waiting more than three months will not make the case disappear or be dismissed; it only means an additional judge must be elected to handle the needs of the people. Furthermore, neither side in a case may attempt to drag a case out for more than three months. If one side is not prepared within three months, then they will have to explain to a jury why the trial is being delayed, and the jury may give them more time to prepare, give the decision to the other side, or if they feel the wait was malicious or negligent they may give as many as fifty lashes to the offending party, and make the trial proceed.

As of the announcement of this constitution, all government officials, save the king, will have criminal trials exclusively heard before a jury. The jury can not have any government officials on said jury. If someone was previously a government official and is being tried for crimes when they were a government official, then they must be tried by a jury with no government officials on it.

Paulsland citizens who are being tried for a crime and are not government officials, and not being tried for a crime that was committed while they were government officials, may choose between a judge or jury. A judge’s only concern is the law. A judge must rule on cases based on the evidence and the law. If a judge comes across a case where the judge feels the law is unjust due to strange or unique circumstances, then the judge is to send the case to the legislator and king to work out a fair and just law around the specific circumstance. A judge is not a legislator; their job is to find someone guilty or innocent according to the law and the evidence before them. A jury, on the other hand, has far more leeway. If a jury feels the law does not correctly cover a strange and unique circumstance, then they may rule whichever way they choose. When a jury finds someone guilty, they may prescribe whatever punishment they feel is right in those circumstances. When a jury believes someone is guilty of a crime, their job is to provide consequences that they believe will reform the criminal so that they do not break the law again, provide relief to whomever the victim was, and make others fearful of committing the same crime.

All civil and criminal trials start at the village level. If circumstances require an appeal, then it goes to the province court if the province judge sees a reason to hear the case. If circumstances require an appeal from the province court, then it can be appealed to the king, and the king will decide if there is cause to hear this case. In the province court, either side in the dispute can ask for a jury trial, and it will be granted, but in the king’s court, the king is the sole juror and judge in all matters.

The seventh purpose of the government of Paulsland Those who can not take care of themselves, orphans, widows, the utterly disabled, and unmarried injured men will be taken in and cared for by the schools.

The children are the future strength of Paulsland; if their parents and family are not able to take care of them, then the school will provide food, housing, clothing, and medical care. The reality is that it often takes two people to raise a family, and war and accidents happen. If a man should die in war or an accident, he needs to know his wife and family will be taken care of. If a widow is unable to take care of her family, then she may work at the school, and the school will take care of her food, housing, clothing, and medical care. If a man is too injured to work anywhere else, then he may bring his family to the school and receive food, housing, clothing, and medical care. Those who fight in war will be taken care of.

As for the able-bodied, they should head out into Paulsland and find land suitable for work. Paulsland is holding all unused land in trust. The able-bodied should go hungry until their hunger makes them industrious.

The eighth purpose of the Government of Paulsland is to defend the liberties of the people of Paulsland.

The first liberty of the people of Paulsland is the liberty of speech. No one in Paulsland can be criminally prosecuted for anything they say or publish. The purpose of this is to allow people to speak about government policies, officials, without fear of injury. Someone is allowed to speak their ideas of science, religion, art, or other things currently unknown to the people of Paulsland without fear of repercussions. Freedom to speak of ideas and thoughts that most people disagree with is a bedrock right of every Paulsland citizen because sometimes the minority is right.

The only exception to the criminal prosecution is if they are inciting someone to break the laws of Paulsland. This will of course be decided on by a judge or jury. They may of course discuss changing laws that they dislike, but inciting people to break laws they do not agree with is not allowed. Debate is always allowed and encouraged.

If someone in Paulsland says or publishes something untruthful (intentionally or unintentionally) and it causes demonstrable harm, then the harmed party may civilly sue the person who harmed them by saying something untruthful. If any government official spreads this damaging false information, the penalty will be four times as much. On the other hand, if someone causes harm by publishing or saying something that is true, then the person who was injured cannot sue, and if they attempt to, then the jury can cause them to be criminally prosecuted for using the courts of Paulsland to hurt people for personal gain. 


While the people in Paulsland may say whatever they wish, no one in Paulsland may be forced to say anything. The people in Paulsland may stay silent if a government official, or even the King, questions them. No one in Paulsland may force or compel a person to say or publish something they disagree with. If someone goes to court demanding that another person say or publish something they do not want to, the person trying to get the government to compel speech must be given at least fifty lashes. The people in Paulsland have the right to say what they want to and the right to be silent when they do not want to say something. 

The second liberty of the People of Paulsland is the liberty of religion. The people of Paulsland can worship whatever god or gods they wish, in whatever way they wish, according to their conscience, as long as the worship does not involve them physically harming another person. The people of Paulsland have the right to share their beliefs, but they may not compel others to their beliefs.

The third liberty of the people of Paulsland is the liberty to have a jury trial. Every man, woman, and child who faces criminal or civil trials has the absolute right to a jury trial unless both parties in the trial wave it. All civil and criminal trials involving the fate of children must involve juries without exception.

The fourth liberty of the people of Paulsland is the liberty of self-determination. All adults in Paulsland have the right to self-determination, the right to travel on their property or public property, and the right to use their time as they see fit. It is illegal to keep humans as property in Paulsland. Anyone who keeps humans as property is to be treated as a man stealer and executed.

As with everything, there is nuance. Children must obey their parents and guardians, so although they are not property, they do not have the right to self-determination. The government of Paulsland must assume parents have the best interest of their children at heart, but since children have no control of their own lives, if a parent is destructive to their own blood or a guardian is destructive to their responsibility, it is in the best interest of Paulsland to have a way to rescue children who by their nature cannot rescue themselves. If someone believes a parent or guardian is physically destructive to a child in their care, their first response should bring it to the attention of the principal of the school, who should investigate and communicate it with the parent or guardian. The principals should first seek to correct the bad behavior of a parent, assuming the parent or guardian has the best interest of the child at heart and is acting from ignorance, not maliciousness. If this does not work, the principal has the responsibility to bring the matter to a jury which will decide if the parent is destructive to a child. Unlike physical abuse, any sexual abuse should immediately be brought to the attention of a jury. All sexual abuse of children is malicious on the part of any adult. Only physical or sexual abuse may be brought to the attention of a jury. Emotional or verbal abuse may not be, as people may find differences in religion, parenting styles, or the treatment of the nature of specific children to be emotionally abusive. There is too much nuance when it comes to emotional or verbal abuse, so when it comes to this topic, the government of Paulsland assumes parents have the best interest of their children at heart. That said, children are never considered property, they are always to be considered an investment. An investment to their family, community, and nation. As such, the family, community, and nation should always have the best interest of children at heart.

Anyone serving in the military, whether it is during their mandatory two years, or agreeing to extended service, or serving in the militia during times of war, lose their ability to self-determination, right to travel, and the right to use their time as they see fit. Those who serve in the military are not property; they are men paying the price for the freedom of their generation and the generations to come. It is their reasonable service, for without this service, other nations will take away their freedom, and the freedom of their family.

Contracts will bind people to service, but contracts will not be allowed to bind people to become property. No contract may extend longer than five years, unless it is a corporate contract where a work is so great it needs many individuals to agree to it, but then the contract signed must include profit sharing. If a contract is in dispute or broken, it will be up to a judge, chief, principal, jury, or the king to settle the dispute.

When a judge, jury, chief, principal, or even the king judges a matter, they may not pass a judgment that, in effect, makes someone property. If someone does something so vehement that the only recourse is to make them property, it would be better for the nation for that person to die.

Government officials

To effectively run a government, there must be many men and women who have responsibility and power. Everyone in government has authority whether they are elected or not. This part of the document will explain their authority and how the people are to check the authority of each government official.

Unelected Officials

At the time of this writing, there are many unelected government officials. Detectives, officers, principals, overseers of contracts, secretaries, the Illuminati, etc. In time, there will be more unelected officials. Most of these unelected officials work alongside other unelected officials. Sooner or later, these unelected officials will intentionally break the law, unintentionally break the law, be negligent, or be incompetent. ANY unelected official showing any of these faults will be criminally prosecuted. If another unelected official who works with the problem unelected official brings the problem before a judge, then only the problem unelected official will face the consequences, but if the problem unelected official is brought to a judge or jury by an outside force, then every unelected official the problem unelected official works with will lose their jobs and be investigated. Any unelected official where there is proof that they had knowledge of their deficiency and turned a blind eye to it will face the same punishment as the unelected official that caused the problems to begin with. As for the rest of the unelected officials, they are losing their jobs because there is no telling how deep the rot goes. It is better to tear down their department and rebuild from scratch with totally new people than to allow possible corruption of the unelected to continue.

Anyone who has interacted with an unelected government official may take the official to court for incompetence or maliciousness, but be warned, if the jury believes you are wasting their time, they have the right to punish you severely. This includes government officials reporting on other government officials. If a government official is so incompetent that they report another government official for a problem that a jury does not believe is a problem, they will automatically lose their job and face whatever consequences the jury adds on for wasting their time.

Jury

Everyone who has graduated from a Paulsland school will be required to sign up for jury duty when they start a household after their time in mandatory military or medical training. If they move into a household that is already registered for jury duty, then they do not have to register. Jury duty is by household, so when the household's time for jury duty comes, then those eligible for jury duty in the household must choose one to attend.

Paulsland is far too spread out, with far too many people for the King and his officials to weed out all corruption, and so the people are called to deal with corruption in their part of the world through the jury system.

The chiefs are responsible for counting the households and organizing their information in the records in the village in a census. The chief will then write down every household’s location on individual cards. The cards with households with an adult who finished their mandatory military or medical training will be set aside, randomly mixed together, and drawn out one by one. In the order they draw them out they will call one adult, who has finished their mandatory military or medical training, from the household to serve on a jury. When the Chief has the order finalized, the Chief will send a note to every household to let them know what their number is to serve on the jury. EVERY household will send an eligible member to serve on the jury. Once every household has served on a jury, the Chief will perform a new census and make a new household selection for the jury.

Each household, with an eligible members must choose which eligible adult will serve on the jury when the time for trials comes up. It can be either a man or a woman as long as they have finished their mandatory military or medical training. If a household moves before their time on jury comes up, they must pay a small fine due to the inconvenience.

All jurors must be impartial at the start of the trial. If a juror believes in the guilt or innocence of someone before they hear the evidence, then they should be removed until the next trial. If evidence comes out that a juror believed someone was guilty before they sat on the jury, then they will suffer whatever punishment the accused suffered.

All juries will hold twelve adults. If, in the course of finding twelve impartial jurors, the judge finds twelve people who cannot be impartial, then the trial will be held in a different province where an impartial jury can be found.

A jury will judge all involved in the cases before them. Not just the accuser and accused but also the witnesses, the judge, detectives, and anyone else that speaks at trial. If a jury detects malice or negligence on the part of anyone in the trial, they can award fines, lashings, or in particularly egregious cases, request that a different jury be called to determine if a judge or witness should be executed for their bad actions during a trial. Trials are serious business; people's lives are on the line, so during a trial, no one should have immunity from their bad behavior.

The chiefs

Chiefs are elected by the local community every three years. For a community to be recognized, it must have at least one school with a principal appointed by the king or the king’s representative.

A chief's duty is to organize and supply the local militia and guards, keep records of property, marriages, children, and contracts, to serve as a judge between two disputing parties, collect taxes, use taxes to maintain records, and built infrastructure for the local community. A chief may also hire the people necessary to allow him to perform all his duties. The chief will be held accountable for the incompetence and corruption of the people the chief hires.

Chiefs will also vote on who the governor of their province is. The chiefs in the province will vote for laws that affect their province, and vote on infrastructure projects in their province.

Judges

Every community will have at least one elected judge. When the judge or judges in a community can not hear a case within three months, the community will elect an additional judge to help with the workload. Elections for judges will be called within a community when a judge cannot hear a case within three months. Someone awaiting trial for more than three months will have to wait for the new judge or for the old judge to get around to it. Lack of judges is not a get-out-of-jail-free card.

A judge must have gone to a Paulsland school as a child and served the mandatory military or medical service. No other educational requirements for judges will be allowed.

For the individual citizen, judges are the most dangerous part of the nation. The reason being the decisions they make only affect the individuals in their court. Chiefs, governors, representatives, and kings, have thousands affected by their decisions, so they will have constant oversight. Judges often only have one or two people affected by their bad decisions, so they can get away with much more bad behavior than anyone else. Because of this, there will be several oversights of all judges. First of all, whatever happens in court will be recorded in writing and in the future by whatever technology is available. The records will always be available to the public. Second, if a jury thinks a judge is acting untoward, they have the right to ask that another jury look into the case of a misbehaving judge. If the judge is found guilty, despite whatever other penalty may apply, they may never be a judge again. Third, if someone feels the judge is unfair, they may get five thousand signatures from different individuals to have an election to recall the judge. The signatures go to the governor of a province, who will inspect the signatures, and when the governor finds them to be accurate, the governor must schedule an election for the continuation of judge within three months. If the governor finds a problem with the signatures, a jury must be formed to determine if the signatures are valid or not.

The rules that govern judges will change over time, and the change will come from the legislators. A judge will not have the same flexibility as a jury. The judge can only find someone guilty according to the evidence, not guilty according to the evidence, or the case is strange, so it must go to the legislators to sort out the difficult case.

Province and its governor

Currently, Paulsland has four provinces. Tropical forest, sea, great lake, savannah. At this time, we have several new territories that we have not folded into the current provinces or created new provinces for. The purpose of the provinces is that there are laws that work well in the tropical forest that do not work in the savannah. There are certain realities about the great lake full of fresh water that are not true for the sea. Because these areas are very different, they need different laws governing the use of their land. The purpose of the provinces in Paulsland is to allow a specific area with distinct needs from others to make laws that help improve its unique economy and situation.

Since the purpose of a province is to promote a strong economy, villages should have the right to create new provinces for their own economic good. If at least twenty villages with roads directly connecting each other agree to start, a new province, then a new province will be created. It is also allowed for a village at the edge of a province to vote to join a province that has a road directly connecting to it, as long as the province agrees. There is no upper limit to the number of villages a province can have; it simply must have a minimum of twenty.

The leader of the province will be known as a governor. The governor will be elected by the chiefs. The governor must have gone to a Paulsland school as a child and must have served their mandatory time in the military or medical service. They will only be allowed to serve one term as governor, which will last four years.

The governor's responsibilities will be collecting taxes from the villages, sending a portion to the capital for the national good of Paulsland, and using the rest to promote the province as a whole. The province governor will work with the chiefs to pass laws and fund infrastructure projects that help the province as a whole. For a law or budget to be passed in a province, a majority of the province chiefs must vote for it, and the governor must sign or veto it. Once the law or budget has been passed by the chiefs, then the law goes to the people to vote for or against it. Only once the law has been approved by the majority of the people in the province will it go into effect.

If a new province is created from villages that are leaving an old one, the new province has zero province law, and the villages must work to create the province laws that work for them. This gives newly created provinces a blank sheet to work out laws and infrastructures that work for them.

Paulsland often conquers new territory. When a non-Paulsland territory is conquered by Paulsland, the king of Paulsland will decide on the borders of the new province or integrate the new territory into an existing province. The conquered villages, or new province, will have their chiefs and governors chosen by the king or his representative. The new villages and territory will have teachers brought in, and the new students must go to the Paulsland school. After the boys and girls turn thirteen, they will start their mandatory military service or medical training. Once a village’s young people have had five consecutive years of finishing their mandatory service or training, the village now has the right to vote for their own chiefs, judges, and representatives of the people. Until this time, these villages do not have a right to a jury trial, and the king’s representatives will judge the people according to the common laws of Paulsland. Once a new province has twenty villages able to vote for their own Chief, they can then elect a governor and the province representatives.

Representatives of the people

Every village will have one person directly elected by the households of that village. This person will be their representative in the capital. Their job is to bring the issues of their people to the capital and discuss it with the representatives of the province and the king. If a law needs to be made, they will work with the representatives of the province to write a law, and once sixty percent of both sets of representatives agree to it, the king must sign it for the law to go into effect. If the king vetoes it, then it must go back to both sets of representatives. If eighty percent or more of both representatives agree to a law, then it automatically passes without the need to go to the king.

Every representative will signify their vote for a law by signing the law.

Representatives of the people serve for three years. They may only serve three terms. They must have gone to a Paulsland school as a child and served their mandatory time in the military or medical service.

Representatives of the province

The chiefs of the province will come together and elect someone to represent the province as a whole. The purpose of a province is to give the villages laws and infrastructure to help their specific economies, and so the representatives of the province should focus on helping the economy and infrastructure of Paulsland grow and improve.

The representative of the province must have gone to a Paulsland school as a child and served in its military. 
 

Each province will have a maximum of three representatives. These representatives will serve for six years and then can no longer represent the province. The province will elect its first representative when it forms, then the next two years later, and the third two years after that.

King

I am King Paul, and this constitution is a gift to my people and my children. Know this: I love my children, and I love my people.

I became King by being a dangerous, deadly man. To become King, I killed many men. Some of them deserved a far worse death than I gave them, and others were simply collateral damage. I became King in part because of violence. I am writing this constitution, making it law, and bringing it to pass because I do not want my children or my people to experience the violence I was a part of. I wish for my people and my children to live peaceful lives.

Violence was not the only reason I became King. I also developed infrastructure between the spread-out villages, and the infrastructure allowed me to rule more than what I started with allowing me to go from the Chief of a village to the King of a nation with hundreds of villages.

Besides violence and infrastructure, there is a third reason I was able to become King. I developed the loyalty of my people. I started schools, took in young people tossed out of their villages and orphans left starving by their neighbors, and I invested in them and made them into great men and women.

To be a King demands having armies, infrastructure, and the loyalty of great men and women.

Every King of Paulsland will be the undisputed top commander of the Paulsland military. Everyone serving in the military must follow the King’s orders.

One of the benefits of a King is that a King can look at the long view of a nation, unlike the elected officials who are only looking for the next election or the end of their term limit, so the King can start infrastructure projects that will take decades to complete. It is the King's responsibility to plan, develop, and oversee long-term projects that will be started and finished in time frames much longer than a representative’s time in office.

This constitution is, in part giving power to the people through their representatives, power to the provinces through their representatives, and taking away the unrestricted power of the King. No more will the King be allowed to pass a law without the input of others. For the King to pass a law, the King must have over half of the people's representatives agree to it and over half the province’s representatives agree to it. The purpose of this is simple. The King’s perspective encompasses the country as a whole. The people’s representatives' perspective encompasses the needs of the individual villages and their households. The province’s representatives’ perspective encompasses the economic needs of their province. The King and two houses of representatives all work toward the benefit of different groups, and so whenever a law or budget is passed, all three perspectives should be considered. The laws that are passed will affect tens of thousands in the time this constitution is written, and in time, billions of lives, so the perspective of people from different levels of societies and different parts of the nation must be heard so that when laws that affect everyone in Paulsland are passed, it has had the wisdom and knowledge of thousands invested in it. This is why judges must be limited in their actions. Judges only have the wisdom of the individuals who come into their courtroom, whereas the representatives have the wisdom of the untold thousands who vote and campaign for them. The King is limiting his law-making power to only pass laws that the two houses agree with. This effectively makes it so that no King can pass a law without first getting the wisdom and support of hundreds of others. Judges are too limited in who they ask wisdom of, so they are not allowed to make law of any kind, and so if a matter is too hard for them, they are to turn the hard matter over to the representatives and the King, so the wisdom of thousands can look at a hard matter.

The King is in charge of many of the unelected officials like military officers, principals, and detectives. The King can not keep an eye on so many people over such a large area, so the King must have the help of the people through the juries to keep corrupt people from his employment. The King can hire and fire any unelected government employee for any reason, but the close supervision of the King’s employees is given over to the people.

The budget must be discussed between the King, the people’s representatives, and the province representatives. They may not raise the taxes of the people to more than 10%. Paulsland runs off the income tax, and thus the more the people prosper, the more taxes the government receives. If the government needs more money, then the government should make better infrastructure so the people can be more profitable, so there is more in the 10% to go to the government. If the government demands more taxes from the people, it is a failure on the part of the government as the government's income only goes down because of bad decisions by the representatives in government.

That said, the King, the people's representatives, and the province representatives must determine what percentage of money stays in the villages, what stays in the province, and what goes to the King for national needs. They must also determine the financial responsibilities the villages, the province, and the nation have. Whether the village pays all the cost of the school in their village, the province's, or the national government's responsibility is a determination of the King and the two houses, but decisions like this will also change how much taxes villages, the province, and the national government needs. If the village is taking care of their school out of their finances, then they will need to keep a larger percentage of their tax income than if the national government is taking care of the school. It is for the two houses and the King to figure out how to budget for the entire nation.

One of the purposes of having laws passed by two houses and the King is to slow things down so everyone is giving due consideration to laws, budgets, and ideas that will affect an untold number of people, both born and to be born. Sometimes though, a new evil never known before happens, and there is no law against it. The reason why no law exists for this evil is because the evil is so obvious and wicked it never passed through the thoughts of other men. If the King finds out about an obvious evil that there is no current law against, the King has the right to call up a jury to try the individual. The jury must decide if what the King sees as an obvious evil, is an obvious evil to the jury. This jury will be pulled from several provinces. If the jury agrees with the King that this evil is obvious, then they have a right to give as light or heavy punishment for the obvious evil as they see fit, up to and including execution. Then, the King and the two houses must immediately make a law about the obvious evil.

A King must have the loyalty of his people. Whereas I became King through force of arms, my children will only become King when over fifty percent of the chiefs of Paulsland vote for them to be King. After the King’s death, the chiefs must show up to the capital and vote for a new King. They may not vote for a new King before thirty days have passed, and they may not wait longer than ninety days. If it takes longer than ninety days for a chief to reach the capital, then their vote will not count until and unless they reach the capital. Once every chief arrives in the capital, they must vote at least once a day for the new king until over fifty percent vote for the same candidate. If they can not agree after ten days, then they are not to be allowed food until they can come to a decision. Chiefs appointed by the King do not get to vote for the new King. Only chiefs voted in by the households of their village get to vote for the new King.

If the faith in a future king is misplaced, then the people’s representatives and the provinces' representatives can vote them out with an eighty percent vote. If the two houses should vote out the king, they have to vote on whether they will have a new King or if they will get rid of the monarchy in its entirety. If the people are not loyal to the king, then there is no point in having one, so in time, if a future king is such a failure that no one has loyalty, then the two houses can replace him or end the monarchy completely.

The King is responsible for war, long-term infrastructure, and developing the ability of his people, and thus the King gets one privilege above everyone else in government. The King is allowed to keep secrets. If any judge, chief, military expert, or unelected government official comes across knowledge that they believe the public should not know, the King must sign off on keeping the information secret. All government information is public unless the King believes it is in the best interest of his people as a whole to make it a secret. Furthermore, once a King dies, the next King must look at everything the previous King made secret and make a decision about whether they will release the information to the public or not. The ability of public officials to keep things secret from their people is a dangerous power, and it is limited to the King.

Treasury and taxes

The people of Paulsland will pay a ten percent tax to their village to be used for the good of the village. A percentage of that tax will be sent from the village to the province to be used for the good of the province. The amount that goes from village to province will be decided by the chiefs of the province. A percentage of the tax taken by the village will go to the capital to be used for the good of the nation. The percentage the capital takes will be decided by the two houses of representatives and the King.

The taxes collected belong to the villages, provinces, and nation of Paulsland as a whole, not to the government officials overseeing the taxes. As such, every village, province, and the nation of Paulsland will give a salary to every official, from the lowest chief to the King and everyone in between. Outside of this salary, no government official may use government resources for their own personal use. Outside of their salary, the rest of the money that the various government officials have access to is to be used for Paulsland and cannot be used for their personal gain.

Amending Constitution

In order to amend the constitution of Paulsand, eighty percent of the Representatives of the Provinces must vote on a new constitutional amendment. Once the amendment passes, it is sent to the people to vote on. Seventy percent of the households in Paulsland must vote for the new amendment for it to pass. Neither the king, nor the representatives of the people have a say in a new constitutional amendment.

The reason for the difficulty in passing a new amendment is because the constitution is the highest law of the land. No chief, village, province, representative, nor king can pass a law that contradicts the Paulsland constitution, and thus it should be difficult to pass a new amendment.


Chapter 3 March 95 AD Mesoamerica-Meeting Mixtec

[image: A map of the world  Description automatically generated]

John was becoming very aware of how unprepared his people were for war. The first problem they had was that they had no clue where anything in the Totonac Empire was besides the capital city. When they arrived at Teotihuacan, they spotted some of the buffalo stolen by the Totonac, so John sent five hundred of his buffalo riders after them. He told them that with luck, the Totonac Buffalo Riders would lead them to the rest of the stolen buffalo, and so they were to press them without killing them and destroy everything along their path. After those buffalo riders left, the rest of John’s men began systematically killing every man they found and burning anything not made of stone, including the surrounding forest.

John understood this war to be a religious war, so he told his men to strangle as many of the men as they could find to deny their blood to the gods, what John called ticks, they worshipped. John’s men happily complied by tying ropes around men's necks, tying the other end to their saddles, and dragging men through the streets of Teotihuacan.

While John’s men delighted in murdering the inhabitants of the nation that attacked them,  John asked many women about the geography of the Totonac Empire and where various cities and towns were. When he couldn’t get answers from the women, he rescued several men from strangulation and asked them about it. To John’s dismay, they had no clue where anything was or about the geography of their empire outside of the city. The only thing he heard over and over again was that Teotihuacan was the center of the world. Some of the captives mentioned that nobles, priests, porters, and messengers knew the layout of the empire, but John couldn’t find any in the capital.

After a few days in the capital, John split up his forces into four, thousand-plus units and sent them down various roads, hoping for the best. The problem was that they had never considered how to send messages between large groups of buffalo riders when the buffalo riders were in enemy territory going in different directions.

The third problem was that after traveling down one of the roads, killing all men in sight, burning everything they found, including the forest, and wrecking whatever towns they found, the men began wanting to go home. In another month, they would need to plant their crops. The men were trying to talk John into going back early and starting the war back up once the harvest was in. That way, they could fight from harvest to planting. But John knew his people and himself. If they stopped fighting now, they would not have the heart to start fighting again in October.

After wrecking Teotihuacan John and his forces randomly chose west as the direction to go, and they destroyed everything they saw as they went, although soft-hearted John refused to allow his forces to kill women and children. By now, the buffalo riders had been long exposed to John and his ethics, so they left their enemy's families alone as they caused destruction.

As John’s forces rampaged across the Totonac Empire, John made detailed maps, or at least as detailed as he could, while keeping careful notes. He told the other groups that split off to do the same, but he had no way of knowing if they listened.

Eventually, as they rampaged to the west, they came across a beautiful sight. They found men transporting food. There were sixteen men carrying what John had learned was a Totonac granary on two sets of poles. To John, it looked like a giant version of the Ark of the Covenant but without angels on top. John figured that if they were carrying that, they knew their way around the Totonac empire.

When the porters saw the buffalo heading their way, one of them yelled out, and as one, they sat the load on the ground before running. John realized almost immediately the man who called out the warning wasn’t being nice the load was just too heavy for him to let it down without a group effort. Unfortunately for the men, the buffalo moved far faster than they did, and they were surrounded almost immediately.

John asked in Totonac, “Where are you going?”

One of the men spoke, “To the ho…”

“SHUT UP!” Another one of the porters yelled.

John pointed at one of the buffalo riders and pointed at the man, and the buffalo rider lassoed his neck, pulled it tight, wrapped the other end of the rope around his saddle, and snapped his reins on the buffalo, which began trotting away. He did this in about a second and a half.

The other porters watched in horror as the man was dragged off by his neck. John asked again, “Where are you going?”

The first man spoke again, “We are going to the battlefield of the holy war against the Mixtec.”

John sighed. Part of the reason why he was so willing to kill the Totonac was because holy war meant something very different in their culture than the culture he came from. John remembered learning about the Crusades, the holy war where Catholics and Muslims fought each other to force their religion on new groups of people and acquire lots of lands for the nobles that supported the war.

The Totonacs and the rest of Mesoamerica pretty much had the same religious beliefs, so when they said holy war, they did not mean they went to a new place to force their beliefs on people. No, what they meant was starting a war so they could capture the opposing side's warriors for the purpose of making them into human sacrifices because their gods liked human sacrifices. They did not fight a war to spread their beliefs; they fought for human sacrifices. This was part of why John didn’t try to make peace with the Totonac. John couldn’t work with people who practiced human sacrifice as a major part of their religion, so he was causing massive amounts of death and destruction, hoping these people got the message to leave him alone or perhaps causing so many deaths they had to adjust their religion.

John said, “If your people are fighting a holy war, we want to join in. How far is it?”

“It’s a couple of days away.”

One of the other porters said harshly, “Shhhh.”

John promptly pointed at him, and he was lassoed around his neck, but this man managed to get his arm up in time, so he had some protection. It was a bad move on his part as it meant instead of passing out and dying relatively quickly from circulation being cut off from his brain, he would die of massive trauma from being dragged around by a buffalo. The victim would not even have the chance of a quick death by hitting his head on a protruding rock as the roads were very smooth, well built and maintained by the Totonac, with a top layer of quick lime. The captives winced as they heard his screams as he was dragged along the road. John was a bit annoyed when he saw the blood being spread everywhere as the body was dragged away.

John did not want to offer anything remotely like blood offerings to the tick gods, so he told his buffalo riders in Trade Alliance, “Only one wants to talk. Strangle the rest. We will not allow the ticks they call gods to have any blood.” The buffalo riders thought nothing of lassoing the rest of the porters and strangling them.

The one survivor was obviously terrified, and John had deeply mixed feelings. He felt bad but justified. These people killed his son, and a few weeks ago, they marched into one of his villages and killed every man, woman, and child. Where they killed innocent men, women, and children, John was just killing the men.

John told the man, “As long as you take us to the holy war battlefield, I will let you live.”

The terrified man just said, “Thank you.”

John said, “The reason why we are here is because we are tired of your people offering our people to your tick gods. I intend to strangle as many of your men as possible so the only blood your gods get is rotten.” And so John began explaining how stupid the man’s gods were.

The man was terrified and annoyed because it was clear John was grossly misstating his beliefs, but at least he was still alive. So he marched in front of the buffalo riders, leading them to the battlefield of the holy war. His pace was far slower than the trot of the buffalo, but John was not about to give the man a buffalo to speed things up.

The entire time they were walking, John criticized his religion, and it annoyed the man because John clearly knew little about his beliefs, but the man was not going to correct someone who casually had fifteen of his coworkers killed in front of him.

On the way to the holy battlefield, they came across two more villages, burned every wooden thing to the ground, and vandalized everything they could not burn. As they continued west, they kept spotting porters coming back from the battlefield. When the porters saw the buffalo riders, they tried to run, but the scouts of the buffalo riders were easily able to catch up with them and kill them.

At their new slower pace, the pace of the porter instead of the pace of trotting buffalo, it took three days to get to the battlefield, but around noon on the third day, they saw the camps and banners in the distance. When John saw the enemy encampment, he forgot all about the porter, flicked his reins, and his buffalo began trotting toward the Totonac. One by one, the rest of the buffalo riders followed suit, and to the porter's surprise, they let him live.

The circumstances of the battle were very unfortunate for the Totonac priest. In the Mesoamerican holy wars, the priests of every nation went to the battlefield first to sanctify the land for their warriors’ sacrifices and to discuss with the priests of the other nations the parameters of the battle. They set their camp up first. Their camps were the furthest from the battlefield. The nobles arrived after the priest and set their camp up between the battlefield and the priest. Lastly, the common warriors arrived and set up their camp between the battlefield and the nobles. This was very unfortunate for the Totonac priest since it meant that their camp was furthest from the battlefield, where the warriors were, and closest to John’s buffalo riders.

As John’s buffalo trotted to the priest's camp, he unstrapped a ten-foot-long spear from his saddle, cradled it in the crook of his arm, found a priest, and charged the man, careful to keep his spear pointed at his midriff. John had no hesitation in killing Totonac priests. They killed his son, and they wiped out a village. He should never have shown them mercy when he attacked Teotihuacan the first time. He was fixing the mistake now.

When John attacked Teotihuacan the first time, he could have and should have done much worse. If he had, Kdegoi would probably still be around. John hoped that if he spilled enough Totonac blood and destroyed enough of their wealth, they would no longer be able to attack the Trade Alliance, so as his spear went into the gut of the priest, he felt no guilt. In fact, he hoped the man suffered for a few weeks before he died.

John struck the first blow, but he was leading a little more than a thousand buffalo riders into an encampment with just a few hundred priests and wounded warriors. This part of the battle was over in minutes. When John noticed the wounded warriors, he got the wrong idea. He thought the wounded warriors were there getting healed by the priest, but the reality was they were the soldiers captured by the Totonac warriors, and the priest was preparing them for the sacrifice in the capital. What threw John off was that the human sacrifices were not being constrained. From their perspective, the perspective taught to them by the priest since they were small, they were captured, so they must go with the Totonac priest to be killed, and their blood would help their gods fight the war against darkness.

 About this time, the nobles in the next camp noticed something was wrong. Unfortunately for them, they were only in the camp because they were injured, and long before they could reach their comrades on the battlefield, the buffalo riders ran them down. Since this was the noble's camp, it had many valuables. Seeing this someone from each tribe stayed behind to loot the camp for their tribe as the rest continued to the battlefield.

The commoner camp was the largest by far. It was also obviously the poorest. Where the priests and nobles had cloth tents, the commoners had cheap huts made from branches and mud. The buffalo riders quickly made their way through the camp, cutting down every man they came across. Whenever they found Totonac grain stores, one of the buffalo riders would stay behind and set them on fire. It wasn’t even that hard since fire pits with burning embers were all throughout the camp. It was winter, after all.

As John made his way through the camp, he couldn’t help but realize that the Totonac expected their enemies to fight honorably, otherwise, they would have put sentries around their camp. He had heard about the holy wars from the men who were enslaved on their last attack on Teotihuacan, and he didn’t believe it. John should have believed them. Each Mesoamerican nation obeyed the rules set forth before battles in the holy wars, and they expected each other to do the same.

John didn’t know what to think of these insane Totonac. On one hand, their culture was filled with death, but on the other hand, they kept their agreements. This actually created disgust in John. John was a country boy. In his mind, you show hospitality to your neighbors, and if you have a problem with one of them, you sit down and talk it out and try to come to a solution. You need to be slow to anger and quick to forgive. BUT if someone crosses a line, you get some hogs and sweetly and publicly forgive them and let everyone know how the past is the past, and then one dark night, once your hogs are big enough, they get to eat good. John felt like you should be slow to anger and slow to fight, but when you had to fight, only a fool would fight honorably or leave any evidence behind for the sheriff.

John was about as opposite as he could be from the Totonac people, and that realization spurned him on as John and his buffalo riders left the camp and saw the back of the Totonac formations. He waved out a signal, and half of his buffalo riders went to his right as John went left. The goal was to attack the corner of the formation like they did back at the river he left Walker at.

As John hit the corner of the leftmost formation, his buffalo trampled a man while John turned his spear slightly to the right, and the force of the buffalo pushed the spear through the man's cloth armor. John was a bit surprised when he felt a pop through the spear as the spear paused before pushing through the cloth armor into the man. But it was over in a moment, and he was past the corner of the leftmost formation.

John waved another hand at the buffalo riders following him. He was saying to continue encircling and trampling the Totonac. John had other things to do on this battlefield. As he separated from the buffalo riders, five followed John. They were his guards. And so John began riding to the priest's encampment of whatever army was fighting Totonac.

To John's relief, he saw several Totonac buffalo riders in the hottest part of the battle, around twenty, all grouped together and, in John’s eyes, getting in each other's way. Despite that, they were effectively slaughtering anyone who came close to them, but it wasn’t exactly a one-way battle. Unlike the buffalo back in Teotihuacan, these buffalo did not have cloth armor protecting them, so they had many arrows sticking out of them, and at least two had spears impaled in them them.

John watched as both wings of his buffalo riders rounded the corner of the Totonac army and began moving as one toward the Totonac buffalo riders from both sides. Up till this point, John’s buffalo riders had not used their bows since the arrows were not effective against cloth armor, but when they saw the unarmored buffalo, they pulled them out and rained arrows down on them. The Totonac riders paused in confusion as arrows came at them from behind them, but even if they reacted immediately, it wouldn’t have helped. Several of their buffalo fell over from the shock of hundreds of arrows hitting them in moments, and those that didn’t fall had nowhere to maneuver and so were quickly pierced by ten-foot-long buffalo rider spears.

Once the enemy buffalo and their riders were taken care of, John’s buffalo riders turned and began attacking the Totonac army, which had no idea what to do. Over twelve thousand men were before them, but twelve-to-one odds against buffalo riders were very bad odds for the Totonac.

John ignored that and continued on to the priest's encampment on the other side of the battlefield. He wanted to talk to the opponents of the Totonacs. Due to his understanding of how holy wars worked, he didn’t think they were really the enemy of the Totonac, just opponents, using men as pawns in a sick game.

As he reached the priest’s encampment, several priests stomped over, clearly very angry that John was there. The one with the most jewelry chastised John in Totonac, “WHY DID YOU COME HERE! YOU SHOULD BE ON THE BATTLEFIELD! Don’t think the Totonac can break the rules of war just because you have new weapons and beasts that fight with you.”

John frowned and said in Totonac, “I am not Totonac. If you head to the battlefield, you will find my buffalo riders killing every man in their army. I came here to ask who you are?”

The priest frowned, looked at the other priests in confusion, then looked back at John and asked, “If you’re not Totonac, then who are you?”

“I am John, the Chief of Texas. I am the leader of the Texas Rangers and the man who brought buffalo riders through Totonac. I am the man who has sacked Teotihuacan twice. I am the man who killed their men, their warriors, burned their food supply, homes, and their forest. I am John, the enemy of the Totonac. Who are you?”

“I am a priest of the Mixtec people.” He said in an almost confused voice. After pausing for a second, he asked, “Why would you dishonorably attack the Totonac army from behind?”

John frowned and said, “Because it's effective.”

“But that’s dishonorable. Why would you do that?”

John almost said that the sins of the Totonac are not anybody else's business, but instead, he decided to chastise this priest for the beliefs of Mesoamerica “Because they sacrifice people to ticks they believe are gods.”

And so, despite John being on a two thousand-pound animal and looking down at the priest, they begin discussing theology. John tried to shake the man's faith, and the priest became annoyed trying to correct John’s misunderstandings. In the weeks to come, when John retold the story, he would tell everyone he was impressed that the priests spoke to him without fear. Again, John never understood that in their society, where they were surrounded by death, priests were not killed by warriors in battle, and so the priest's experience had taught him he had no fear of death on the battlefield. It was inconceivable to the priest that warriors would attack him there.

John and the priests talked until the sun began setting. By then, the Totonac army had been thoroughly routed, and the Mixtec army had watched in amazement at what buffalo could do to armies. Comparing what the Totonac did with their buffalo in battle with what the Trade Alliance did was like comparing a five-year-old doing warrior training for the first time with a veteran warrior. This wasn’t far from the truth, especially since the Totonac buffalo riders were using jaguar warrior weapons unlike the Trade Alliance, which used weapons designed to be used on the backs of buffalo.

With night coming and their work done, John and the buffalo riders began making their way back to Texas because their crops were not going to plant themselves.


Chapter 4 April 95 AD Soto La Marina River- Walker’s Fortress
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Walker was in his home eating lunch when he heard a drum send a warning. He immediately went out, climbed a wooden tower, and looked off into the distance. When Walker saw the huge posse of buffalo, he smiled. His father had to be in this group, so he climbed back down, went into his home, and told his new wife, in her language, “Ixtli buffalo riders coming. Father should be with them.”

She said back in Trade Alliance, “Good!”

The couple had been trying to learn each other's language, so they talked to each other in the other's language as best as they could. Walker because he was trying to teach his wife’s people about Trade Alliance technology and fighting methods, and Ixtli because it was wise learning how to communicate with people who offered so much and did not hunt them like the evil men who wore jaguar pelts. Their marriage gave them more drive, but it was not the main reason for either one.

“Come with me, you ride with me, meet my dad.”

Ixtli smiled, took her husband's hand, and intertwined her fingers with his. They walked quickly to the barn holding Walker's buffalo. Several people groaned as they saw the big grins on the young couple’s faces. They did not care. As soon as they reached the barn, Walker began putting on the saddle. Ixtli couldn’t help her husband because it weighed a little more than eighty pounds. This was not a normal saddle; it was a battle saddle. It had places to put spears, quivers, and bags for miscellaneous items, making it a lot bigger and heavier. Once it was on the buffalo, Ixtli helped him fasten it and hook the bridle up. Once the buffalo was ready, Walker mounted it and helped Ixtli climb up. When she wrapped her arms around her big, strong husband, she thought it was very romantic.

They left the barn with big grins still on their faces and made their way to the gate of the fortress they now lived in. Once they made it to the gate, Walker told a couple of men, in his wife’s language, “Lower the drawbridge. I meet buffalo riders.”

One of the men smiled and said, “No problem.” He was very happy to have more buffalo riders at their outpost. 

The two men began turning a five-foot-long sideways wheel that had two five-foot-long arms sticking out of it, giving it a diameter of fifteen feet at the longest. Ropes went from the wheel to the fortress's drawbridge. The wheel had notches cut into the bottom with a lever designed to fit into the notches and keep the wheel from turning, which kept the drawbridge locked in whatever position they wanted. The lever was designed to slip into the notch if the drawbridge guards let the wheel spin wildly, as that would mean the drawbridge was falling and the wheel was spinning like a yoyo. This meant that the two men had to work together to keep the lever from getting back into the notch as they opened the bridge. That was fine, as they would rather have a gate that was slow to open than let it open at a bad time.

Once the drawbridge was down, Walker’s buffalo confidently crossed the moat, and Walker made his way to the posey of buffalo riders. Walker was not surprised to find his father leading them from the front, and he told his wife, “That’s my father.”

“The one with lighter skin than everyone else?”

“Yes.”

“Are you going to call out to him?”

“No. He’s getting older, and I want to see how long it takes for him to recognize me.”

“Why?”

“I want to see his face when he recognizes me.”

“That’s sweet.”

And so the couple rode toward John, and John didn’t recognize Walker until he was about fifteen feet away. As Walker closed in, he noticed that his father looked rather depressed, but when John recognized his son, it was almost as if his depression disappeared, and he smiled broadly and said, “Walker, good to see you.” Then he took a long look at Ixtli, “And who is this?”

Walker proudly said, “This is my wife, Ixtli. We married two weeks ago.”

John was a bit surprised, “You married just two weeks ago? I left you behind almost two months ago.”

“I could have married two days after you left, but I was not about to marry anyone before I could talk to them. Turns out there are several tribes roaming the area; they call themselves the people of the river. When they realized that we were enemies of the Totonac and we could kill them effortlessly, every man with an unmarried daughter offered her to me. Thing is, I am not stupid Trevor, or greedy Bobby. I made sure to take my time and pick the best one. Out of every tribe, Ixtli is the kindest, sweetest, and most beautiful girl. I thought she was beautiful when I met her, but the more I get to know her, the more beautiful she gets.”

Ixtli said, “Aw, thank you.”

John was surprised and said, “Ixtli, you already know our language?”

“Small amount. I learn your language. I teach Walker mine.”

“I see you have a very sweet and smart wife. I hope you are satisfied with her.”

Walker’s grin fell off his face, and he said, “Dad, after watching Trevor with his wives, I will never desire a second wife. I spent some time with Trevor and his wives last year, and they made him miserable, and he made them miserable. Do you know what he got out of it? He got to come to me and the other men and brag how he had a bunch of hot wives. He got to spend a few minutes bragging about how awesome his sex life was, then go back to his family where Trevor, his women, and children are miserable and always fighting. Trevor’s stupid. Quincy was the smart one. Every time Quincy hung out with Ajei, they had a good time. They were not even married, they never slept together, and Quincy’s relationship with Ajei was thousands of times better than Trevor’s relationships. If Quincy was still alive, he would be singing songs with Ajei every night. He would have a comfortable and peaceful home life. That’s what I want, and that’s what Ixtli gives me. Peace, kindness, beauty, cheerfulness. I have all the woman I will ever want.”

John glanced at Ixtli, and he had never seen a happier girl. Ever since he came to the first century, he had yet to find a tribe that practiced monogamy, and it was obvious that Ixtli was very happy to hear that she would have her man all to herself. That said, John wanted to know what Walker thought of his other brother. “Bobby only has one wife, last I heard.”

“Bobby’s wife is bossy. He married her because he thought she was a profitable investment. Don’t get me wrong Dad Bobby’s wife is attractive until she talks. A lot of the young women the chiefs threw at me were attractive until I could talk to them. Ixtli was beautiful when I first saw her, and unlike the other girls the chiefs were throwing at me, the more she talked, the more beautiful she became.”

John smiled and said, “I am glad you are happy.”

“Thanks, Dad. I hope that Ixtli and I will have as happy a marriage as you and Mom.”

John was struck speechless, and a big grin grew on his face. The father and son looked at each other for several seconds, and Walker noticed his father’s eyes tearing up in pride. Then John decided to move on from the moment, “I left you behind to build a fortress; why don’t you show me what you have built so far.”

“Sure, Dad. Follow me.”

And so Walker led his dad back to the fortress. It was built on the south side of the river at the edge of the sea. Walker said, “Dad, this is the first fortress. If the Totonac want to attack the Trade Alliance, they have to come by here. We built it next to the sea because if they try a siege or to pass us, we can send a longship up north and warn you. We have another fortress built west of here at the first ford in the river. We built a bridge on the ford, and it leads to the third fortress. If the Totonac wanted to cross the river, they’d have to take the fortress, swim, or travel further west to find another ford. Regardless, the Trade Alliance will get early warning of any incoming attack."

John was confused and asked, “Three fortresses? How did you find enough people for this?”

“That wasn’t a problem at all. The people that live along the river hate jaguar warriors with a great passion. After you left, they went to the drowned bodies and took off the jaguar pelts and tied them to poles and began giving them to all the men you left with me. Every one of my men ended up with two poles covered in jaguar pelts. We followed them up, down, and around the river, and when the various peoples around it saw those pelts on the poles, they came out and started asking our guides a lot of questions. Once they saw we were enemies with the jaguar warriors and stronger than the jaguar warriors, they immediately grabbed their families and started following us. So far, we have over five hundred men and their families in the three fortresses and two settlements on the north side of the river.”

“Three fortresses and two settlements?”

“Uh, yes. I had to send the entrepreneurs back for more tools, supplies, and bison. I hope you don’t mind.”

“I don’t mind. Take whatever you need. I am just surprised there are so many people willing to join you.”

“Once I was able to talk to them, I found out that as far back as they can remember, the jaguar warriors have hunted them. They absolutely hate the jaguar warriors with every fiber of their being. Every now and then, they were able to kill a jaguar warrior, but it's not easy since the jaguar warriors always hunt in groups. To add insult to injury, whenever the jaguar warriors come across their homes or supplies, they destroy them. After you left, and after the men stripped the pelts from the drowned jaguar warriors, they opened their mouths and stuffed poop in them, and urinated on the bodies. They used their flint knives to castrate the dead men, but we didn’t want the blood to run out, so we had the men use burning sticks to castrate them with fire. They greatly enjoyed that and thanked us for showing them how to demean the jaguar warriors in a better way. Dad, I can not express to you how much these people hate jaguar warriors.”

“There is an old saying. The enemy of my enemy is my friend.”

“Uh, Dad, you don’t understand. They have decided to follow you. I am just your proxy.”

John considered his son's words and asked, “Is it because I am the leader of the buffalo riders, and the buffalo riders easily wiped out an army of jaguar warriors?”

“Yes. Their lives revolved around hiding from the jaguar warriors, but we easily killed more jaguar warriors than they can count. Consider this, they told me they only manage to kill a jaguar warrior once or twice a generation, and yet the jaguar warriors hunt them like game. They are desperate to join us.”

John sighed and said, “I can’t blame them. Tell them that I can not stay here to lead them, but I will leave you here to help them strengthen and grow.”

“No need. They have been of tremendous help in setting everything up. Just look at the draw bridge, the moat, and the rock foundation the fortress has.”

As they approached, John nodded appreciatively at the structures his son pointed out and said, “Those are very nice.”

“When I told the people of the river to dig a moat, they did it without complaint. When the entrepreneurs brought tools, bison, and equipment, they desperately used them to make stone and concrete for the fort's foundation. We are a long way from having stone walls, but when I explained what I needed them to do to make stone and concrete and how to dig a foundation for the fort, they joyously built it. They worked tirelessly for weeks. They did all the work because I promised them that if they built this, they would be able to kill jaguar warriors by the dozens. The biggest problem I had was when I told them to fill the moat with several feet of silt, and that was only a problem because they thought they messed up. When I explained they hadn’t, it was just part of the process, they gladly put seven feet of silt in the fifteen-foot deep moat they dug. I have never seen people so quick to obey, or glad to work. Dad, they are so quick to obey me that it honestly scares me.”

John made a quick joke. “It didn’t bother you too much, you married Ixtli.”

“That’s different. Dad, it was obvious in the first week that every man with a daughter remotely of marriageable age wanted me to marry them so they would have authority. Ixtli’s dad is no different. Even though he is at least ten years older than me, he obeys me without question. All of them do. I want to do right by them.”

“So, what are your plans?”

“I plan on making locks and dams along the river and irrigating the land on the north side, but it's going to take at least another year before the forts are built up enough to begin working on the projects.”

“Are you planning on only irrigating fields on the north side?”

“Yes. I plan on building fortresses on the south side of the river and irrigating the north. The locks and dams will give us unlimited access to the rivers, and the higher water levels will make it hard for the Totonac to cross the rivers, so if they want to attack the Trade Alliance, they will have to go through our forts first, which should protect our people working there.”

“I think that’s a good plan. To help you out, I am going to arrange for stone blocks to be shipped here. Most of the villages we sold stone-cutting equipment and bison to could not afford them, so they are paying it off by sending me stone blocks. I am going to arrange it so all those stone blocks are shipped here instead.”

Walker's eyes went wide in surprise. “Oh, wow, Dad, Thanks! That will speed things up a lot.”

“I am also going to put a call out to young men who want training, adventure, and their own personal buffalo to come to Texas before I send them down here to help guard the border.”

Walker became a bit sheepish and said, “Dad, I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

It was John’s turn to be surprised, and so he asked, “Why?”

“Every man with a daughter is throwing their daughters at Trade Alliance members. You will see it when you go through the forts, but the People of the River grew up somewhat malnourished. With random raids by the Jaguar Warriors, it became impossible to store food for long periods of time, and although they had a lot of good years, everyone had bad years as children, and it shows. All their men are smaller and weaker than our men. In looks, they do not match up to Trade Alliance men, and in wealth, they are far behind.”

“Son, that isn’t a problem unless you make it one. Just give everyone their own fields, access to water from irrigation, and the seeds they need for their fields. It won't be long before they are as wealthy as anyone else in the Trade Alliance.”

“Dad, they have never farmed before. With the Jaguar Warriors coming to this river and hunting them a few times a year, they never had a chance to grow their own food.”

“Then teach them how to farm this year and give them fields next year. You can even have them work on fields this year and break those fields up and give them to the river people's men next year. When they see they get to keep the fruit of their hands, they will likely grow more food next year.”

Walker considered his dad's words before nodding and saying, “That could work. I think it will be uncomfortable for the young men when the unmarried girls of their tribes choose Trade Alliance men exclusively for the next couple of years, but once they have some wealth, I am sure things will change.”

“Glad you agree with me. Now, why don’t you show me the inside of your fortress.”

And so Walker began leading his father around his fortress. He showed his father how most of the stone went into the foundation, but the walls, towers, and gates were made of wood for now. John thought it was a wonderful start considering the manpower that Walker had and that in a few months, John would see to it that Walker had lots of help.

Afterward, John and Walker had a long conversation about the buffalo riders that came back before John. Most of them had castrated male slaves, but the shamans were extremely leery of the Totonac religion, so none of the men brought back slave wives. The river people didn’t care about the Totonac people as a whole because they had only interacted with jaguar warriors who wore jaguar pelts. They did not associate the new Totonac slaves with the jaguar warriors. All this was very mixed news to John.

What John took as good news was that every chief was very interested in the moat and drawbridge since it would have likely saved Kdegoi. Most of the chiefs took notes of the moats and drawbridges and forced their new slaves to help build them for a day or two, as the slaves first job when they reached their new homes would be to build them. The attack at Kdegoi was forcing every village to become more serious about safety.


Chapter 5 April 95 AD Paulsland-First Jury Trial

Alexander spent the last month overseeing elections of the judges for the villages along the Great Lake. At least for the villages that had met the requirements his father put in the constitution. In the next two years, every village along the Great Lake would meet the requirements, but starting in November, it would be someone else’s problem.

Now that they had judges, people with disputes were starting to ask for this new jury trial thing. Unfortunately, it took the local chiefs a while to organize the jury selection. It was made a bit more complex because jury selection was by household instead of individual, so every village had to figure out a way to distinguish households. They asked King Paul for advice, and he suggested an address system. So, every chief in the villages in the Great Lake province was scrambling to give every household an address so they could start organizing jury selection.

Alexander was currently in the first village to complete their jury selection and organize a trial. Most villages would take at least another month. Alexander was here because he had a duty to oversee the first few trials using the new jury system.

The first jury trial in the Great Lake Province was a divorce. Two eighteen-year-olds decided that after being married for four years and having two children together, they could not stand each other anymore, and they asked for a jury to oversee the divorce. Divorce was rare in Paulsland, not unheard of, just simply rare. As such, Alexander assumed this meant that the couple was calling a jury because they thought the jury would be fairer than the judge, chief, or principal.

The trial was taking place at the gates of the village, just as a matter of practicality. The gates had stairs and balconies, which allowed the couple and their witnesses to be easily seen and heard by all twelve jurors, the public, and the people keeping a record of the trial. The judge stood on the balcony next to the witnesses so everyone could clearly hear his instructions.

Alexander was keeping careful notes on this trial because Paulsland did not have many laws instructing the people how trials should be done. In fact, King Paul said that if someone wished to be a representative, they needed to attend the various trials in their villages because their first business would be hammering out laws governing how trials would be run. This bit of news made the jurors somewhat more serious because anything they did particularly well or particularly badly would end up becoming part of future laws.

That said, the notoriety of influencing future laws did not override practicality. Of the first twelve jurors in the first jury trial in the Great Lake Province, nine of them were women. Jury selection was by household. Any eligible member of a household could show up for jury duty, and many of the men could not leave their work to come to jury duty. The women couldn’t leave work either, so they brought it with them. Every woman brought their spinning wheels and spun thread when the trial started and continued doing so throughout the trial. Occasionally, the judge asked them questions to make sure they were paying attention, and since they were, he allowed it. If the women could meet their civic duty while making thread for their household, the judge was not going to stop it… he would leave that up to the representatives and King Paul.

Alexander’s province had the most immigrants out of all the provinces because the Great Lake Province was building canals and aqueducts, which meant most of the skilled labor Paulsland bought went to the province. Every immigrant that Alexander talked to commented on how young the judge and jurors were. King Paul limited judges, jurors, governors, and representatives to those who went through the Paulsland school and mandatory service. The judge and jurors overseeing this case were all between the ages of sixteen and twenty. The foreigners did not understand why they were there, but Alexander understood. They were there because Dad had trained them to think and act a certain way, so he trusted them more than any grey-haired man in the world.

The foreigners didn’t just comment on the youth of the judge and jury but also on the fact that most of the jurors were women and that they brought their infants and toddlers. At this point in time, practically every woman that qualified for jury duty was a mother with a small child with the exception of women who were barren or hadn’t married yet. The trial had to stop several times to allow the young mothers to take care of their children, and that was fine. Paul made it clear that each village should run their trials as they saw fit, and the representatives would come to the capital in December and sort it out.

The children were by no means the only distraction. The other distractions had to do with all the people coming through the gate where the trial was being held publicly. Particularly the noise their animals made. To a lesser degree, the droppings the animals left, the conversations people had as they came through the gates not expecting a trial, and the noise wagons made as they rolled through the gate.

The jurors and judge might have been irritated by this if it hadn’t been for the couple getting divorced. The jurors hated both of them. Not because they were getting divorced and not because they previously disliked them before the trial. No, they hated them because instead of coming to the trial with facts and figures and getting it over with, the couple argued endlessly. The only thing the couple agreed on was that they both wanted a divorce. They fought over every other little issue, and it was annoying.

Alexander asked around and found out that this couple had a well-known reputation for fighting and then kissing and making up. They would publicly yell, scream, and throw things at each other one day, only to be making out in public the next. They went from one extreme to the other practically every day, so nobody was surprised they were getting divorced, but they were surprised that no matter what this couple seemed to do, they made a nuisance out of themselves. The people in the community thought that having children would mellow the couple out, but it just gave them one more thing to fight over.

After listening to the couple argue and fight for two hours at the trial, it was obvious to Alexander and everyone else that the only reason why this couple asked for a jury trial was to air their grievances in front of the entire community. The judge kept telling them to get on point, and they kept ignoring the judge. They would not do this with any chief, or any principal, but the office of a pure judge was new, and the new constitution made it clear that a judge’s power was limited. That actually made Alexander, Dasheill, and Badru’s job harder because almost no one wanted to be a judge, so the three boys actually had to find people that they could bully into the position, which was no easy feat since only those who went to Paul’s schools met the requirement, and they needed to do it in every village. This meant that most of the judges could be pushed around, at least until they learned their position better and the representatives met and gave them clearer instructions on how to run their trials.

To Alexander, it was kind of fascinating. Usually, people went to trials because they were entertaining. However, the people in the community were well aware of this couple's disagreements since they were rather public. So when people came to watch and then realized it was just the same couple going over the same issue again, they quickly left. There was nothing new or interesting. As for everyone else who had to be here for the trial, they were getting more and more frustrated with the arguing couple who would not follow the rules or answer basic questions that the jury needed to hear to rule on this case, especially since the young judge was often ignored.

Eventually, one of the male jurors lost his patience, raised his hand, and said, “Judge, can I say something?”

The judge looked relieved and said, “Yes.”

“So far, this trial is stupid. These two come in here wanting a divorce. That’s fine; everyone in the village knows this couple's reputation, and in all honesty, half of us are relieved that you two are splitting up. But when the judge asks both of you simple questions, instead of answering them, you start talking bad about the person you are divorcing. Trust me, the judge, jury, and this entire province think the person you married is trash because we think both of you are trash. What we, the jury, need to know is whether you are still living together, which neither of you would answer; where you plan on living, which neither of you would answer; how you would take care of your children when you are divorced which neither of you would answer. In fact, those reasonable questions made both of you argue about inane stuff. The only question that did not lead to arguing was when the judge asked your wife if she may be pregnant and not far enough along to know. Both of you shut up when that question was asked, which seems to suggest that you two like each other enough to have had sex recently. So I have to ask, why are you two wasting our time? When someone commits a crime, the detectives come here and only present the evidence they find. They do not come here and tell us how bad the criminal is or whether they are a bad parent, a bad spouse, or a bad friend; they just present the evidence. Neither of you has presented any evidence, and instead, you are both arguing like misbehaving children. I, for one, am sick of it, and I feel you have wasted my time today. I propose that since these two want to act like children, they get treated like children, give them twenty lashes each, and then we can come back tomorrow and see if they behave themselves.”

One of the women said, “I second the motion.”

The Judge asked the rest of the jurors, “Do you agree?” There was hope in his voice.

The other ten jurors said one by one, “Yes.” Each one had frustration in their voice as they said it. Every juror was tired of the childishness shown by the divorcing couple, and they were young enough that they did not have any patience for it.

The couple's mouths dropped in surprise, and the woman said, “You can't do that?”

The judge said instantly, “Read the constitution. The juror absolutely has that right. It's far less clear if I have the right, but they definitely do. Now the only question is, are you two going to go to the whipping post freely, or do I have to call the guards?”

The woman showed her obstinance by yelling out, “YOU CAN’T DO THAT!”

The judge smiled, the first smile Alexander had seen on him all day, and told the woman, “Thank you.” Before yelling out, “GUARDS! TAKE THESE TWO TO THE WHIPPING POST.”

The young man instantly put his hands behind his head and went down to his knees. He was not about to fight men in armor with his bare hands. Nearly every young man learns that lesson the hard way in man camp.

The woman foolishly fought back. Alexander knew exactly what she was thinking. She was thinking about when she was eleven or twelve and able to use the martial arts taught to girls to fight boys. What she didn’t realize was that the fighting style taught to schoolboys was mild compared to what they were taught in man camp when they joined the military. Worse yet, it was clear that she did not know what she was getting into when she hit a guard in the armor and yelled out, “OWW!” before shaking her injured hand.

The guard immediately punched her in the face, then grabbed her hair and used her hair as a lever to yank her to the ground. Before this moment, she thought the little fights she had with her husband were serious. They were not; those fights were both of them blowing off steam, and she never realized how much her husband was holding back. Even in this, where the guard punched her and pulled her down by the hair, the guard held back because she was a woman. Once she was subdued, she relented and followed the guard, alongside her husband, to the guard post.

Once the couple was at the whipping post, the man's shirt was stripped off, and he got his twenty lashes. The woman was allowed her dignity, so she was whipped with her shirt still on. After the beating, the trial was dismissed for the day, and everyone was told to return the next day at ten, according to the town's mechanical clock, to restart the trial.

The next day, when they met at the gatehouse, the couple looked humbled. The Judge stood on the balcony at the gate and said, “I expect you two have learned your lesson and that you will answer the questions we ask of you.”

The couple looked at each other and then back at the judge before the man spoke, “Judge, we went home last night and decided we no longer want to divorce.”

The judge facepalmed, several of the jurors groaned, and two laughed out loud.

Once the moment passed, everyone turned to the judge, who considered the man's words. Then he turned to the woman and asked, “Is this true? Neither of you wants a divorce anymore?”

She spoke in a more humble tone than anyone had heard from her since childhood, “Yes, sir.”

“Well, why did you two waste our time? Never mind. I am going to turn this over to the jury and let them come to a decision on how this should proceed.”

One of the women on the jury asked, “What do you want us to do?”

“These two asked for a jury to oversee their divorce. Instead of answering questions, they got into several arguments and thus were disciplined. Now, they no longer want a divorce, which wasted everyone’s time. I need you, the jury, to get together and figure out what to do with them.”

The couple who was no longer divorcing looked horrified, and most of the women on the jury looked irritated, although it was obviously because they had to stop spinning their thread to have a discussion. The rest of the jurors looked glad that they got to make such an important decision.

One of the jurors asked, “Can we have a room to discuss this in private?”

“Yes, the gatehouse has several rooms no one is using right now.” The judge pointed to one of the village's guards and said, “Lead them to an empty room.”

And so a guard led them up to the stairs of the gate into one of the rooms used to store thousands of arrows. Once inside the room, the jury talked for four hours. In part because the discussion was constantly interrupted by the small children of the women in the group and in part because everyone knew their decision was going to be discussed before the King in a few months. It was worth noting that none of the women spun thread during this discussion. They did not find the ramblings of an unhappy couple important enough to have their undivided attention, but the discussion of what to do at this point needed their full attention.

When they came to a decision, they left the little room and asked the guard to find the judge so they could get this over with. The judge asked the jury to select someone to speak for them, for that person to get on the balcony of the gate, and give the jury’s judgment. Word spread quickly, so a crowd formed. In the middle of the crowd was the couple who looked scared that they might be getting another beating for wasting the jury’s time. The judge just looked relieved that it was nearly over.

The juror selected to speak got into the balcony, looked over the crowd, drew in a breath, and began speaking. “The jury has decided that this entire case was wrong. This couple came here intending to win a divorce, not get a divorce. It might sound the same, but it's not. When they came here, they were still living together, still sleeping together, still sharing a life, but it is well known that this couple does not get along and constantly fights. They clearly asked for a jury trial because both of them wanted to prove the other wrong; they wanted the jury to give them the win in their argument, and that was wrong. Neither one wanted to give up anything but instead wanted the courts to take everything from their partner and give it to them. It is wrong to use Paulsland courts for this.

“When I found out that I was going to be on the first jury, I looked up what other trials, those done before the chiefs and principles, were like. One of the things that surprised me was that when detectives, both the detective of guilt and the detective of innocence, testify, they only give evidence. They do not give their opinion. They are not allowed to twist evidence to increase the chances of their side winning. Justice does not care about who wins or loses; it only cares about the evidence. From the evidence given, judges and juries are to make the situation as right as possible, often meaning everyone loses. Once I realized this, I realized that being a judge or a jury is no fun. People are not having us assemble for happy things, and regardless of what decision we make, someone will be hurt. Worse yet, our decisions will often require all parties to be hurt in some way.”

“This couple came here expecting us, the jury, to hurt their partner while hoping they face no pain for themselves. That is anathema to the jury system and justice. It shows their immaturity and childishness. Yesterday, we had these two whipped, and once they felt pain for themselves, they decided they no longer liked the game they were playing and stopped. They were acting like two children, and just like a spanking will deliver wisdom to misbehaving children, the whipping post delivered it to these two. I do not think this couple needs another beating for wasting the jury's time, I think what we gave them yesterday fulfilled that plenty well.

“Instead, the jury has decided on another course of action. And this is also something we feel should go to the legislature so that a jury's time is not wasted.

“We propose that this couple can not ask for a divorce until they have been separated. By separated, I mean they have lived in different dwellings for nine months and have not slept together for at least nine months. Once that has happened, they may again seek a divorce, but not before then. We do not believe this is a difficult thing to ask this couple since land is free in Paulsland for anyone who has need of it, and we do not want her giving birth to this man's child after they are divorced. We also understand that it is very difficult for adults to live alone. It takes weeks to make clothes, months to grow food, and hours to prepare food every single day. It is worth noting that most single mothers in Paulsland live together in dwellings because one adult has significant trouble taking care of a family by themselves. If these two can not separate for nine months because it makes life too difficult, then chances are if they go through a divorce, it will not be for long because once things get hard, they will just come back together, which again will be wasting our time. So this is our judgment. No more stripes for their back, but they can not ask for another divorce until they have been separated in house and flesh for nine months.”

All around the gate, Paulsland men and women nodded in agreement, and the foreigners looked uncomfortable. Especially the ones from the Roman Empire. The couple that changed their mind on the divorce looked relieved. Those taking notes to make a public record of the event were scribbling down everything furiously in the Paulsland version of shorthand.

Similar situations were happening in the Tropical Forest province and the Coastal province. Judges, juries, and the population were starting to figure out how to conduct trials. Anyone interested in becoming a representative went to the trials, as the laws on how courts should be run would be the first topic of discussion when the representatives met in December.


Chapter 6 April 95 AD Mesoamerica-Future Plans
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On the Border of Totonac and Tarascan

The sun was going down, and armies on both sides of the battlefield were in their respective camps, getting ready for the night when the Totonac buffalo rider heard cries of grief from the Tarascan camp on the other side of the battlefield. Those yells told the buffalo rider that Zuma’s plan had come to fruition. Only time would tell if Zuma survived guiding the Trade Alliance’s buffalo riders to Tarascan’s capital.

The buffalo rider made his way to the back of the camp where the priests were, found the high priest for their war camp, and said, “I think Tarascan’s priest will want to talk to you.”

The priest nodded knowingly. He was aware of the plan to guide Trade Alliance buffalo riders to the enemy's capital; as such, he spent days considering the words he would share with the enemy priest. He would no doubt come to their camp asking why buffalo riders, something he had only seen Totonac had, were raging through their capital.

After a moment of consideration, he waved several priests over, not ignoring the buffalo rider; the priest was in a much higher position than him. Once the Totonac priest reached the high priest, he said, “It is time to share the bad news that the Trade Alliance has once again attacked our nation and fought without honor. Let the men know the news you have been hiding from them. That the Trade Alliance came through our capital, and many of our towns, and villages, and destroyed everything they saw.”

One by one, the priests said, “Yes.” Anyone who didn’t know the whole story would be confused as to how the priests could be so calm, but the Emperor had warned the priests to expect buffalo riders to rampage through their nation, so they arranged for their families to be spread out and away from the most obvious targets. It was the same for the nobles. Only those out of favor were not allowed to move themselves or their families to safety. The difference between the priest who had favor and those who did not came down to one thing. The priests who agreed with the emperor that walls should not be built exclusively around temples but around cities, towns, and villages were in favor. Those who disagreed with the Emperor got to stay in the cities, towns, and villages without walls, in obvious danger.

The priests went off to inform the common men of the Trade Alliance attack. As they left, the high priest looked back at the buffalo rider and said, “Wait here with me. Some low-level, newly made priest should be by within the hour to ask us to come talk to the Tarascan priests.”

And so the buffalo rider waited alongside the high priest for around an hour. During that hour, cries of fear, grief, and alarm came from their own camp. Both the priests and the buffalo rider could feel the shift in emotion in their camp. As tensions rose the hour began to feel like days, but eventually, the priest from the other camp came over.

The Tarascan priest was frantic as he arrived, “Our high priest demands to speak to you, as it appears the Totonac Empire broke every rule of war.”

The high priest looked down at the young priest, who didn’t look fifteen yet, and said, “Why is your high priest bothering me now? Look at our camp. We just received word that the Trade Alliance, a new nation to the north, attacked our capital with their buffalo riders. They did this two years ago, and now they are doing it again. Except, unlike us, they don’t have just twenty buffalo riders; they have thousands.”

The young priest looked confused and said, “But we thought you did it.”

“Did what?”

“We just received word that hundreds, maybe thousands of giant deer, like those some of your jaguar warriors ride, attacked our capital and wrecked it. We thought it was you, but if it wasn’t, then you need to go talk to our high priest. Our nobles want revenge on the Totonac Empire for breaking the rules of war, but if it's someone else, then we must quickly inform them.”

“Fine, take me to your high priests. I must let them know of the dangerous nation to the north that fights with no honor.”

And so the young Tarascan priest took the Totonac high priest to meet the Tarascan high priest and nobles. The buffalo rider came along, and the two Totonac men were able to explain the situation and tell of all the evils of the Trade Alliance, especially how they refused to fight with honor.

During this meeting, the two high priests agreed to end the holy war a few weeks early and return home… after Tarascan gave Totonac several towns as tributaries for doing so well in this holy war.

On the border of Totonac and Zapotec

The Emperor of the Totonac Empire had just finished negotiating with the Zapotec high priest. Fifteen Zapotec towns and villages, along with one city, would now be tributaries to the Totonac empire. The tribute would include the Zapotec nobles, jaguar warriors, and common warriors who lived in those places fighting for Totonac in the next holy war.

The Emperor was personally bringing back slaves, gold, jade, and many nobles for sacrifice. He had captured more nobles than anyone else in the history of the Totonac empire. His success was largely for two reasons. The Zapotec nobles constantly went after the Emperor because of his status, and the Emperor was riding a buffalo. The buffalo provided the Emperor more power and speed than anyone on the battlefield, that combined with spears with very narrow iron heads able to pierce cloth armor and the constant attack of nobles, who did not know how to deal with the buffalo, made the Emperor look like the greatest warrior that ever lived. It was a political win for him.

This political win could not come at a better time. He had gotten a message about the destruction caused by the Trade Alliance. It was a disaster. They had killed thousands of his artisans, hundreds of his priests, and nobles. Granted, the Emperor set things up so that most of the nobles and priests that opposed him died, so it was not a total loss. The biggest loss by far, and one the Emperor would struggle to deal with, was the loss of the army fighting the holy war against Mixtec. That was the costliest loss by far.

The reason why this loss was so costly was because in the four holy wars against the Maya, Zapotec, Mixtec, and Tarascan, the Emperor received reports that all of them had iron weapons, and just like Totonac, they claimed to have gotten the weapons from whatever earth gods’ blood they worship. The Emperor regretted being so public about where they were getting iron ore and how they processed it. The iron weapon advantage was gone. In a year, every noble would have iron weapons. In three, every jaguar warrior would. The Emperor wished he could call together the various priests of the Mesoamerican nations and limit iron weapons to nobility, but since he introduced buffalo to the battlefield, it was obvious that every nation would begin arming their common warriors with iron weapons. Fortunately, the Emperor of Totonac was ahead of the curve on changing weapon laws.

Currently, only nobles could use atlatls, but it was obvious the only weapon they currently had that were effective against buffalos were atlatls. The Totonac Emperor had already arranged for his nobles who opposed giving atlatls to common soldiers to face the buffalo riders, and most of them died. Before the next holy war season started, his common men would be trained in the noble’s weapon. They would not be allowed to use it in holy wars until the other nations came to an agreement on that, but that was fine as far as the Emperor was concerned. The longer commoners did not have access to atlatls in holy wars, the better it was for the Totonac empire, as they were the only Mesoamerican empire with buffalo riders at this point. That said, the Totonac empire absolutely needed their common warriors to have access to atlatls so they could fight the Trade Alliance buffalo riders. The Emperor hoped he was shrewd enough and that his enemies were dumb enough that he could play both sides against each other. Train his common warriors with atlatls for the Trade Alliance while denying them atlatls for the holy wars due to the rules of war, thus keeping his buffalo rider advantage. He doubted he would be allowed to keep that advantage for more than a year or two, but only time would tell.

Despite the losses, the Emperor thought he won more than he lost. Although he lost an army, artisans, and an uncountable amount of wooden buildings, he also arranged the loss of political opponents, so very soon he would be able to build a newer, better army, give longships to whomever he wished, and build walls around his capital and important settlements, with the new gates and their fascinating iron hinges. The Emperor was gambling that the sacrifice was worth it.

Capital of Mixtec

One of the high priests of the Mixtec people and one of the generals of the Mixtec army made their way into the palace of their Emperor. After seeing the power of the Trade Alliance, they were in a rush to inform their Emperor and his council. They had already sent several messengers ahead of them informing their Emperor of many of the details, but their nation needed to make decisions about this new dishonorable nation.

As soon as they walked into the throne room, the Mixtec Emperor said, “Approach my throne and council.” It was a tactful way of saying don’t waste time bowing and scraping. The two men quickly walked to the throne of their great Emperor, and around the man were several more high priests of the various gods and temples in Mixtec, nobles loyal to their emperor, generals that were too old to go to the battlefield, and others that had shown their wisdom over the years. All looked worried.

As they reached the Emperor, the Emperor turned to the high priest and asked, “The messenger said you met someone with great power that rode a giant deer. Was he a god?”

“No. I can say with certainty he is not a god. I spoke with him for several hours as his army wiped out the Totonac army. During that conversation, the man showed contempt for our gods, traditions, and beliefs. Although he did not attack us, it is only a matter of time. Worse, the man bragged about how his people fought without honor, so when we go to war with them, they will not limit themselves to our battlefields. The man, his name was John, bragged about how his people were destroying the Totonac’s ability to make war.”

The Emperor was confused and asked, “If he destroys their ability to make war, then where will this John acquire the warriors needed as sacrifices to the gods?”

The priest hesitated before saying, “They do not practice human sacrifice. They do not believe in our gods that fight against darkness, and he said they would actively fight against,” and the priest hesitated like a child repeating a curse word to an adult, “our tick gods.”

The other priests gasped, and one said, “Blasphemy.”

The high priest looked down in shame and said, “I apologize for repeating his blasphemous words, but he called our gods…” The priest whispered, “Ticks. There is no way we can cooperate with these blasphemers.”

The Emperor and his entire council nodded in agreement, then the Emperor turned to his general and said, “What is your opinion on the blasphemers? Could we beat them in a fight?”

Without hesitation, the general said, “No.”

Everyone went silent, and the Emperor considered his words for a moment, “What if we armed all our people with the new weapons designs that we stole from Totonac? The ones made from the earth god’s blood.”

“Great Emperor, our men are trained to wound our enemy so that we can bring them back as sacrifices. The Trade Alliance giant deer riders fight to kill. They did not take any prisoners; anyone they injured they came back around and strangled later. Our common soldiers are desperate to move up in rank and join the jaguar class, our jaguar warriors are desperate to join the nobles, and the only way they can do this is by capturing enemies. They are completely unprepared to fight the giant deer riders. When our warriors go off to fight in holy wars, they are going to fight with honor. It is, as the high priest said, the Trade Alliance revels in their dishonorable fighting methods. We are not spiritually ready to fight them.”

“What would it take to become spiritually ready to fight them?”

“Since they refuse to fight in holy wars, we should reward those who kill the giant deer, or their rider, with a rise in rank, even if they do not capture them. But training our men to fight the giant deer riders will demand that we train them to fight very differently than they currently do. For instance, before the Trade Alliance came around, twenty Totonac came into the battlefield riding the giant deer. The large formations we have traditionally used on the battlefield were utterly ineffective in fighting the Totonac giant deer riders. I think we need to switch to smaller formations that can be used to surround the giant deer riders, whether Totonac or otherwise.

“When the Trade Alliance giant deer riders attacked the Totonac, I noticed that they were careful to always keep their giant deer pointed straight at the Totonac warriors. If their giant deer exposed their side to the Totonac warriors, the rider maneuvered them to face the warrior or to turn and flee. I suspect that the giant deer have the same weakness as normal deer. If you can strike it with an arrow or spear in its chest behind its front leg, right above its knee, then a lung, or perhaps its heart, will be pierced, killing it in moments, or at least in less than a minute. If an arrow goes into its stomach, it will likely die in hours or days but still be able to rampage for the rest of the battle. Striking it anywhere will likely be useless though.”

And so the Emperor, his council, his priests, and his generals began discussing the changes that must be made because of the giant deer and this new blasphemous Trade Alliance.


Chapter 7 May 95 AD Rome-Conspiracy

Markus, despite being a senator for nearly two years, was still the newest senator in Rome. His status meant he was a very wealthy man by the standards of the million-plus people living in Rome alongside him. Although most people in the area had no idea Markus was a senator, his clothes and jewelry showed wealth, so he was given many dirty looks as he entered the brothel.

Brothels were for young and poor men, not a wealthy man with grey hair. The rich young men were upset with him because it meant they would have less choice as they entered, and the poor men were upset with him because a rich customer meant it would be more expensive to use the brothel. Both groups felt that such a rich man should buy slaves to fulfill his sexual desires instead of making their lives more difficult by using the brothels.

Markus ignored the dirty looks as he entered and told the attendant, “I am here to see Lucius.”

The attendant smiled and said, “Follow me.”

As Markus followed her, he noticed that she wasn’t showing much skin. The saying goes that the more a prostitute is covered up, the more flaws she has on her body. Chances were, when she was bought, she was flawless, but after a couple of years in the brothel, she had every STD known to the Romans, had pregnancies (whether ended in abortion or infanticide, there was no telling), and been randomly physically abused by her customers, pimps, and the other whores in the brothel. Considering how covered up the woman was, Markus could tell it would not be long before she was set free so the brothel would not have to feed, cloth, or house her anymore. She would likely starve once freed, but if she could not produce, she would be replaced.

The prostitute opened a door for Markus and said, with an amorous smile, “He is in the room waiting for you.”

Markus ignored her and walked in. Lucius looked angry and asked, “What took you so long?”

Markus had a tone of bitterness in his voice as he replied. “What took me so long? Don’t you know my ex-son-in-law is undermining my trade business? No matter what I sell, his people sell the same product for half the price I BOUGHT it for. How am I supposed to make a profit when they constantly sell far below a price I can buy? I even tried to get smart and buy their products from them, and they refused to sell to me or to anyone in my house. If this keeps up, my entire house will go bankrupt. Unlike you, I just became a senator, so I do not have dozens of estates growing food for the masses. With all your property, your wealth is secure.”

Lucius was a bit surprised and asked, “You haven’t heard?”

“Heard what?”

Lucius sighed as he began explaining, “My men sowed seed on every field I own, and nothing grows on the fields, not even the weeds. Worse, the vineyards my great grandfather’s great grandfather planted are all dead. I had my slaves taste the ground to see if it was salted, but it was not. Even then, salted ground produces more than what my ground does. My house depends on our fields for our wealth. We have other investments like this brothel, but it cannot sustain us. I have already made the decision to sell half of our slaves since, without crops, they are too expensive to take care of. It’s a disaster for my house, and Domitian is openly saying that the gods are punishing my house, and if the gods are displeased with my house, should it keep its senate seat? If things do not change, my days are numbered.”

Markus’s face went pale. If Lucius's house, house Stertinius, fell, then Markus’s house would surely fall with it. “What do you need me to do?” For better or worse, Markus’s house, house Rufus, fate was tied to house Stertinius. He would do anything to preserve his house’s senatorial status.

“Our houses need funds. The new province in West Africa that Domitian humbly named after his house, Flavian, is already bringing in as much gold as the quarterly tax of a province, and it has only been a province for two years. In another decade, it will bring in more gold than any province in the empire, especially with all the slaves being shipped to its virgin gold mines. We need to put members of our house in charge of some of those mines.”

“How? Emperor Domitian is openly hostile to the senate.”

Lucius looked around the empty room, then whispered, “We will have to kill Emperor Domitian first.”

Great fear fell on Markus. If Domitian even suspected they were plotting to kill him, he would have them executed and actively work toward destroying their houses. “Why would you tell me this here, in this public place? You could have brought me to your home for this discussion.”

“Because you need to meet the people who will make the assassination of Domitian possible.”

“Do you mean other senators?”

“No. Although it's true, several other senators will help fund this. So far, Domitian has executed twelve Senate Consuls, and everyone in the Senate is scared they will be next. They received word through the man we are meeting today that Domitian has noticed our financial issues and wants to see how the Senate and the people react if he removes my house and your house’s titles of nobility. He will claim the gods are punishing us, so he, as emperor, has the right to demote our houses. He will then claim the power to remove senatorial titles from any house he wishes.”

Fear left Markus and was replaced with anger and confusion. “HE CAN’T DO THAT! It is one thing to execute senators, but to remove the noble status of senator from their entire house is lunacy. The Senate will not stand for that.”

“Why do you think I called you here? Once the Senate heard what Domitian was planning, they decided to assassinate him before he had the chance. That said, since our houses are the first targets of Domitian, we will have to bear the risks of this conspiracy.”

“Who else is part of this conspiracy?”

“Several senators that will go unnamed at this time, and several men in the palace.”

“How do you know we can trust them?”

“You will see when we meet them.”

And so the two senators talked while they waited for their guests to arrive. The guests showed up nearly an hour later. Marcus instantly recognized one of them as Earinus Domitian’s eunuch, and the other was one of the Praetorian guards, still in his uniform. No wonder Lucius wanted them to meet in a brothel; a Praetorian guard visiting a brothel was expected, no one would pay attention to it.

Earinus was the first to speak, “Sorry for being late. Domitian wanted some alone time with me.”

Markus was surprised to see the eunuch and asked, “Why are you betraying Domitian? Why do you want him dead?”

Earinus frowned and said, “I asked Domitian to outlaw castration in the Roman Empire and he agreed. I was so happy when the law was passed, but then the years passed, and the way the law was set up and enforced made eunuchs, and thus castration, more attractive, not less. I feel betrayed. I do not want what happened to me happening to anyone else.”

“You have access to Domitian. Why don’t you kill him?”

“The Praetorian guard won't let me. They are well aware of my grudge with Domitian, but they will not allow me to poison the man, and there is no point in bringing a weapon to kill him because Domitian could easily overpower me.” Earinus was referring to the weakness suffered by all men made eunuchs before puberty. Since he never went through puberty, he never developed the strength most men had.

“If they won't let you kill Domitian, why don’t they report you to him?”

Earinus turned to the Praetorian and said, “Why don’t you explain that?”

The Praetorian rolled his eyes, “Who would be dumb enough to tell Domitian that his favorite eunuch, his lover for more than a decade, wants him dead? Anyone delivering that message would have a long, slow, and painful death. Furthermore, Earinus is the lover of the head of the Praetorian, several senators, and two generals.”

“Then why are you bringing us in on the conspiracy? You may not tell on Earinus, but I am sure Domitian would reward you for turning in two senators.”

“Reward us? Domitian has been ignoring us. For two years, Domitian has been getting gold from the new province, and instead of properly rewarding his Praetorian guard, he has been giving gold to every other legion, so we have decided it is not in our best financial interest to continue supporting Domitian.” What the Praetorian left out was that they were paid two and a half times what any other legion was paid, so even though they did not receive a bonus, they were still doing better than any other legion.

 “If the Praetorian are unhappy with Domitian, why don’t you get rid of him?”

“Didn’t you hear me? It's not in our best financial interest. Give us a big enough bribe, and the emperor dies. Until then, we will stand back and let the emperor continue killing senators. Lucky for us, he has decided to see if he has the clout to destroy houses instead of just individual senators. The worse he makes things for you guys, the higher our prices go.

Lucius spoke, “How much do you want?”

“One million aureus.”

Lucius paled at the number and said, “That is more than two hundred talents of gold.”

“Almost two hundred and fifty talents, but so what? Every month our kind emperor spends half a talent’s worth of gold to pay his eight thousand Praetorian guards. You are just giving us a little advance on our payment and helping the head of the guards to become a senator alongside the rest of you. Besides, we are Praetorian; you do not have to pay us in gold aureus; you can pay us in silver denarii, brass sestertius, or copper asses.”

The message was clear to the two senators. The leaders of the Praetorian guard were asking for a huge bribe that they would keep, but at least a year's wages were going to trickle down to each of the Praetorian guards that turned the other way when the emperor was killed.

Markus turned to Lucius and asked, “I can only pay a fraction of that. Can the other conspirators afford to pay this amount?”

Lucious considered it, did some math in his head, and finally said, “I think so.” Then Lucius turned to the guard and asked, “How long do we have to put together this bribe?”

“You have until November. In November, Trajan is going to lead Roman armies across the Rhine to conquer Germania.”

That was news to the two senators. Markus was the first to speak, “What? Why?”

“Because Domitian wants to take back the honor that was stolen by Arminius. Where Emperor Augustus failed, emperor Domitian will succeed. Once he has this victory, he will point out that only those who succeed should rule in Rome, and since your two houses are failing, you should lose your noble status. Granted, his plan is predicated on Trajan’s success and your continued failure.”

“But how can he afford this? And why does he think he will succeed where others have failed?”

“He has more money for the army, thanks to the gold coming from the new province, Flavian, and the new communications towers can send messages in hours that would take weeks on foot. Trajan has some new tactics he learned from some nation in Africa. They apparently wrote a codex and explained how they used their communications towers in war. I was there when he explained their method to Domitian. They used their towers to direct their army to outflank another army, so Trajan is going to use the towers built along the Rhine to direct his forces up and down the river. Once his legions cross the river in a dozen spots, they will use light cavalry to deliver messages back to the towers. It's not a perfect solution, but he thinks he will be able to send messages in a day that will take the Germania army weeks to send. If it's successful there, then Trajan will head to Parthian to use it against our ancient foe.”

Lucius began sweating nervously. If Domitian succeeded, then that was the beginning of the end of the senate and their houses. Worse, the Praetorian knew it, and so was asking for a ridiculous amount of money. They were asking for around two percent of what the emperor collected in taxes each year, and to protect their houses, the senators would give it to them.


Chapter 8 May 95 AD Indiana-Fire People
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Bobby was on a mission to find the ground coal his father told him about now that he had a source of iron and copper. His father told him the ground coal could be found on a river connected to the Great River via an eastern route. As Bobby made his way up the Great River, he spied many villages that were still planting their seed, and he imagined back at home, his wife was doing the same. One of the advantages of marrying into a matriarchal village was that the women did all the planting and harvesting, leaving Bobby more time to build massive wealth through trading.

When Bobby left the Great River for the Eastern River that fed into it, he recognized he was hoping to find a massive amount of the new mineral. As someone who wanted to make a living through trading, if the mineral was on the Eastern River, like his father said, it was in the perfect spot for him. He would be able to transport the ground coal from the Eastern River to the middle of the Great River and the metallic ores from the top of the Great River to the mid-section of the Great River, where he could burn the ground coal to melt the ore to make more metals. The distance between the two resources was a great boon to Bobby’s merchant ambitions. He just had to find the ground coal.

And so Bobby and his friends poled up the river day after day. Occasionally, they stopped by random villages and made small trades, but none of the villages had anything to trade except for pelts. Bobby wasn’t upset about it since he needed those pelts to make his wife happy, but he was looking for a more substantial trade than just pretty pelts. And so Bobby and his men continued poling north.

A couple of weeks in, and they saw smoke in the distance. As they drew closer, they realized it wasn’t a little bit of smoke from fire pits but massive plumes. Hetane asked, “Do you suppose the forest is burning down?”

Gad answered, “Maybe, but this isn’t like back home in the Trade Alliance, the trees are a lot bigger. If the forest is burning down, it is going to cause massive problems.”

Bobby pointed out, “If it’s a forest fire, and there are people nearby, they will head to the river. We might be able to trade them some of our things for much-needed information. If we are lucky, they have access to the ground coal. If we are supremely lucky they will also be desperate for food and other supplies after the fire destroyed everything.”

With the thought that their journey may be coming to an end, the three men began poling with more vigor. These three were by no means weak men, as poling up rivers was just a normal part of their lives at this point, and it had been years since they found it difficult. They poled with vigor for nearly an hour and a half until they came close to the fire, and what they saw shocked them. The forest fire was made by men with torches intentionally burning the forest floor. 

Bobby and his two friends were not the only ones shocked. When the men with torches saw the boat, they began yelling and pointing, and several came their way. Once one of them reached the river, he yelled out, “WHERE DID YOU FIND A TREE BIG ENOUGH TO MAKE THAT CANOE?!”

Bobby was surprised because the man spoke in the tongue of the Great Water’s Tribe, the tribe Hetane’s second wife was a part of. Between this tribe and the Great Water’s Tribe, there were over a thousand miles of river and at least hundreds of miles of land. There were also several tribes that spoke different kinds of languages. It took Bobby a second to get over his surprise before being delighted he could talk to these people who were doing such a curious thing.

Bobby yelled back, “IT’S NOT A CANOE! IT’S A LONGBOAT! AND WE CAN SHOW YOU HOW TO MAKE YOUR OWN! CAN WE LAND ON YOUR BEACH!?”

The man looked back at his people, and they nodded, then the man turned back to Bobby and yelled out, “YES!”

Bobby and his friends poled to the beach as more and more of the torchbearers came to the beach to look at the boat, and they all had the same question, “How did you build this?”

Bobby, being the salesman that he was, pulled out nails, an ax, and a saw and began explaining the use of each, then he said, “Let me show you how my ax works.” He pointed to a random tree and said, “I will cut down that tree.”

All the torchbearers looked shocked, and one said, “You can't cut these trees down.”

Bobby was confused and asked, “Why not?”

“All these trees are either pecan trees or maple sugar trees. The reason why we are burning the forest floor is because we are burning everything that isn’t pecan trees, maple sugar trees, or berry bushes. We use fire to tend to the forest, to help our forest sustain us. In fact, our tribe is known as the Nootau Tribe, because we use fire to shape and mold our land.”

Bobby considered the implications and said, “That’s very clever. Do you farm maize as well?”

“Of course, but man can not live on maize alone. Pecans last longer than maize, berries give us sweetness until fall, and the maple sugar trees give us sweetness all year long. Because of the bounty of our forest, we are never short on game. It is a good life.”

“Wait, you do not preserve your berries?”

“We dry them, but it's not the same.”

“You know I have some jars I can sell you that will preserve the sweetness of your berries for a long time in a process called canning. And I have some tools that will make farming your maize much easier. I can also sell you everything you need to make longboats just like mine.”

“That sounds interesting, but you will have to talk to the elders about that.”

“Then take me to them.”

The young man hesitated, looked fearful, but still considered it before agreeing, “Yeah, I think they will want to meet you.”

Bobby grabbed a couple of things and followed the youth back to his village, leaving Hetane and Gad behind with the longboat.

As they made their way through the forest, Bobby was impressed with their work. Everywhere they went, Bobby saw healthy pecan trees, maple trees, blackberry bushes, blueberry bushes, and cranberry bushes. To a certain extent, Bobby felt like he was stepping into a different world because it was obvious that the Nootau people did not plant any of the trees or bushes; they were too randomly distributed for that. What they were doing was burning any plant in the forest that they did not want and letting the plants they wanted to grow, grow wild. Bobby wondered if it took more or less effort to grow things that way. Either way, it was clear they were tending a garden, albeit a wild one, but tending it all the same.

Eventually, the young man led Bobby to the village, and like most villages, it was surrounded by maize. Since it was late spring, it was only shoots, so Bobby could see the village in the distance. The village was large enough that he could not count the number of buildings, but at a quick glance, Bobby could tell there were hundreds of women and children working in and around the village. Considering how much work these people were putting into the forest to make it produce a bountiful supply of food, Bobby was not surprised it was supporting so many people.

As they crossed the fields, Bobby couldn’t help but notice that the maize was not as healthy as it should be this time of year, but that was to be expected. They had nothing to rotate maize with. Considering Bobby outrightly wanted to supply hybrid maize and grains to every village on the river system, Bobby was content to let their maize crop die. In a few years the ground would not be able to sustain anymore maize, and the sooner the ground became worthless, the sooner he would profit.

As they neared the village, Bobby noticed all the houses were of the longhouse style. They were made out of thin trees, either cut down slowly with stone ax heads or with fire and tied together into two or three layers of walls, with roofs made from branches and covered in several layers of bark for roof tiles. There were holes in the roofs to act as chimneys. Bobby took note that these people were making wonderful use of the supplies of their surroundings, but Bobby and his growing merchant fleet could provide much better building materials. Just the introduction of iron-headed axes alone would transform how they built their homes, much less all the other materials Bobby could provide.

When Bobby reached the camp, he was brought to a group of elders. One of them had a bit of shock and anger in his voice as he said, “Why are you bringing this stranger to us?”

Bobby, noticing the hostility, kept his mouth shut and let the young man speak, “This man came with two friends on a giant canoe. It was the size of a small longhouse. He has such wealth that I thought it would be wise to bring him to you; perhaps he would be willing to trade.”

The elder dismissed his words and said, “Trade? There are only two tribes that have proven trustworthy enough to trade with us. Every other tribe has tried to wipe us out to take our forest from us. Everyone covets our wealth, but they are too impatient to guide the growth of the forest like us. Why do you think this youth is any different?”

“Because he has a giant canoe laden down with goods, and the first words out of his mouth were about trade. Maybe he is being deceitful, but he has things to offer that I have never seen.” Then the youth turned to Bobby and said, “Show the elder your ax that is better than stone.”

Bobby took out his iron-headed ax and said, “Kind elder, please take this as a gift.”

The elder took the ax and asked, “What is this?”

“It is a metal ax head. It is far better than the stone axes you use. I have many other things made from the same material as the head, and they will improve your lives.”

“You are only saying that because you want to see what we have before you attack us.”

Bobby frowned and said, “As a child, my father told me a story. He said that if I was in the woods and I found a berry bush, and I plucked the berries, then every year, I would be able to harvest berries, but if I uprooted the berry bush, then the bush would never again be able to provide its sweetness. My father took this principle and started trading with all the tribes surrounding us. He felt that if we traded our surplus for the surplus of other tribes, then all the tribes would be better off, and so every tribe my father traded with is now wealthy. It is my intention to trade with far more tribes than my father ever did and thus become much more wealthy than him, but trade only makes you wealthy if your trading partners become wealthy as well.”

Then Bobby took out a jar of blueberry jelly, cracked its seal, tasted it to show it was not poisonous, then handed it to the elder, “Taste that.”

The elder tasted it and couldn’t help but smile and ask, “Is that blueberry?”

“Yes. The blueberries were picked last year, but the jar allows it to last years. We trade with a particular village weeks away with material suitable for the see-through jars. We increase the sweetness of the blueberries by adding something called sugar that can only be found on an island months south of here. If you follow the river all the way to its end, you will come to a great,” Bobby paused as he found a close approximation for sea, “lake filled with water so salty it would kill you if you drank it. My father says that if you reach this salt lake and head east, the lake goes on for months before you find another land. On this great lake is an island where we get the sugar that makes the blueberries sweeter.”

The elder frowned and said, “Why are you telling me all this?”

“Because I want you to know I am not an idiot. I will not attack your village for your things. I will not uproot a bush that can produce fruit every year. You are more profitable to me as a trading partner than a victim.”

“What do you want? We have plenty of pecans, berries of all types, maple sugar, and maize.”

“Honestly, I would love to try maple sugar. I have never heard of that, and I want to know if it’s a new thing I can trade with other villages or a different word for something I already have. As for everything else, I have sources for them, although one more source wouldn’t be a bad thing. But there is one thing I need, and maybe you can help me out. My father tells me that there is a rock that is rare in the places I trade, but my father says it is more common in other places in the world. It is a black rock, and it can easily leave black marks when you rub it on something.”

“Black rock that leaves streaks? That sounds familiar.” The elder called out, “Child.” Several children looked over, the elder pointed to one and said, “Bring your black rock over here.”

The child obediently said, “Yes, Sir!” and then ran home to get it.

While they waited, the elder told a woman, “Bring me some maple sugar.”

The woman bowed and brought back a pot filled with brown maple syrup. As they waited for the child, Bobby tasted it and said, “This is my first time having this.”

“Not every tribe knows the secret to gathering maple syrup. It is one of the reasons why others attack us.”

Bobby smiled and said, “If you are worried about being attacked, I have some weapons that could help defend you.” Bobby was not about to talk fortifications; it wasn’t the right time for it yet.

“I would like to see what you have to offer.” And so they chatted over the syrup, and then a few minutes later, the child returned with a black rock and handed it to Bobby.

Bobby gave the child a jar of blackberry jelly and said, “I am trading this to you for this rock because I need to destroy it.”

The child asked about the jar of jelly, “What is this?”

Bobby sighed, opened the jar, and said, “Taste it.”

The boy dipped his finger in, took it out, and licked it. His eyes went wide, and said, “You can keep that rock. They are everywhere around our village.”

As the boy left with his new treasure, the Elder asked, “What do you mean you are going to destroy it?”

“My father said the black rock I am looking for produces tremendous heat when burned, so if you do not mind, I will put it in one of your fires to see what happens.” And so Bobby tossed the coal into one of the surrounding cookfires, and everyone watched with curiosity. Bobby left it in there for about half a minute before knocking it out with a branch and confirming that it still burned. Bobby carefully watched it burn and placed his hand above it. Bobby smiled as he noticed that it was clearly burning hotter than charcoal, which meant this was what he was looking for, and fortunately, the boy said that this village had lots of it.

Once his hope was confirmed, Bobby turned back to the elder and said, “This is exactly what we were looking for. I would love to trade for this rock.”

The elder was surprised. He didn’t realize the black rock that his children, grandchildren, and he himself played with as a child could burn. So he asked, “What are you going to use it for?”

“We are going to burn it.”

“Wouldn’t it be easier to just burn branches?”

Bobby honestly said, “To make glass and metal, we have to burn things at a far higher heat than branches can supply. This coal will make our job of making jars, axes, and other metallic objects far easier, and that’s why we want to trade with you. You have an abundance of a resource that no one we trade with has. The more of this coal we get, the more goods we can supply you.”

“So you're saying you need our black rock to make those things?”

“No. We have ways to make them without your black rock, but your black rock should make their production more convenient. In the same way, we don’t need your maple syrup, your berries, or your pecans, but we will trade for them as well because there is profit to be made for everyone involved.”

The elder considered Bobby’s words before saying, “I will agree to trade with you.”

And so Bobby managed to trade his goods, supplies, and weapons for a boat full of coal. It was only a two-week trip back to the area where he intended to build his steel mill, where the Great River met the East River.


Chapter 9 June 95 AD Capital of Paulsland-More Medical Advances

King Paul was sitting in his office going over notes, facts, and figures.

In just a few months, his three oldest boys would be moving north, and all three of them would need a tremendous amount of building material, especially Dashiel. He was going to the northmost province, and he would be responsible for building a fort in Sarapion able to blunt any attack from Aksum or another empire. Paul had to weigh their needs against the current needs of Paulsland.

As Paul looked at the output of the quarries, how many ships he had for transportation, and how many men he had to work, among other industrial realities, he really wished he had a calculator since he was going over all the figures by hand. It was something of an administrative nightmare. It wasn’t like the video games he played when he was a child. In those games, you tell all your units where to go, and you get a hundred percent of whatever they make. As a King of real-life humans, who have free choice, he had to offer compensation for the work done, and since he led a nation of free men, many people competed with King Paul for the resources he needed. In the short term, that was difficult, but in the long term, it meant that Paulsland had more resources as people generally invested in what gave them the most wealth.

In the midst of this, as Paul was trying to find a paper with a particular calculation, he heard a knock on his door, and he said, “Come in.”

One of his guards came in and said, “Your eleven-clock appointment is here.”

Paul was confused for a moment and asked, “Who is it?”

The guard smiled and said, “Rehema, she is here for your monthly update on medical research.”

Paul smiled. “Let her in.” This was genuinely one of the best parts of his job.

The guard waved in the young lady, and as she came in, Paul smiled and asked, “How have you been?”

“I have been well.”

“So, do you have a boyfriend yet?”

The young woman blushed and said, “No. Have you been talking to your wives?”

Paul slowly said, “No… They haven’t been trying to set you up with one of my sons, have they?”

Rehema gave her King a hard look as she asked, “You didn’t know?”

“I did not. I was thinking of setting you up with one of my Illuminati members. He is a real academic like you, so either you will get along great or hate each other, but all my wives are political animals. Since you discovered how to make penicillin, you have political clout among the women of Paulsland that is only exceeded by my wives, and well, your political clout comes from ability; theirs comes from me.”

Rehema paused for a minute, considered Paul’s offer, then said, “Let me think about it. I work with your wives several times a month, and I would be open to getting to know your researcher better if only to get your wives to stop throwing your sons at me.”

Paul winced. Except for Chazia, none of his wives had sons who were old enough to legally marry in Paulsland, so they were trying to set his sons up with a much older young lady, who would have to wait a couple of years for the marriage. This was why Paul hated royal politics. When his wives found someone of a wildly inappropriate age who had the ability to help out their child’s political future, they threw their child at them. Paul would have a talk with them about this, which probably meant they would just grow more sneaky.

After a long moment of feeling bad for the girl, Paul just said, “Let me know next month when you come back.”

“Will do.”

“So, how is the cowpox research going.”

Rehema smiled and said, “Fantastic! We tested cowpox on healthy and unhealthy Himyarite soldiers. None of the healthy POWs died, but about half of the unhealthy ones did. Both groups were exposed to sailors who had smallpox, and none caught the disease. We even took a drop of blood from the sailors with smallpox and gave it to the prisoners, and none of them caught smallpox, although they did catch other diseases the sailors had.”

Paul smiled. Smallpox had not affected the people of Paulsland to any real degree, as most of the people worked alongside cattle, and thus, most had gotten cowpox in their childhood. It didn’t hurt that Paul strongly encouraged his people to have oxen, as Paul felt that oxen were the first century's equivalent to a car or tractor. Every person can produce a lot more wealth with oxen than without, the same way someone with a car could do a lot more with a car than without one. When Paul’s soldiers finished their two years in the military, Paul made sure to give over sixty percent an ox, which was not exactly a burden, considering the nomads paid their taxes in cattle.

After a moment of consideration, Paul said, “Make printing plates of all your research and print off a few hundred books. I will send them to the leaders and academics of every nation we are in contact with.”

“That will take a few months.”

“That’s fine, although can you make some handwritten notes highlighting the most important parts? I want to send this to Washington. Although he has had cowpox before, my granddaughter, little Chazia, has not, and smallpox is relatively common in Rome.”

“Is it ethical to test this on a baby?”

“Washington is her parent. It will be his decision whether or not he gives his daughter cowpox. When you write your notes, make sure he understands the risks and how to minimize those risks.”

“Will you force our people to get cowpox?”

Paul sighed, “Probably to a certain extent. Since the soldiers by design move from one part of Paulsland to the next, I think it would be wise to give them cowpox after their man camp training, or perhaps before, but I want to sit down with the representatives next year and discuss how to ethically make our people sick. There is, without a doubt, a benefit to giving our people cowpox, but there are risks associated with it. The people's representatives will need to discuss how to weigh the risks and benefits. If they decide wrong, then it will allow people to show their displeasure by voting them out in the next election.”

Rehema considered her King’s words. “But if you made a law requiring it, everyone would follow your orders.”

“But there is more to consider than just what I want. For instance, we need to discuss when it's appropriate to risk cowpox with our children or if we should risk it at all? Should the government require parents to give cowpox to their children? If not, should the government ban it? These are complex questions that need to be discussed, not just between representatives but between the people and their representatives. If only because of the risk involved.”

Rehema was a bit disappointed because she completely trusted her King’s judgment and did not think he needed to seek others' advice on the matter. So Rehema decided to change the subject, “We have also gotten results back on reconstruction surgeries.”

“Reconstruction surgeries?”

“Yes. We broke the bones of the POWs, cut and tore muscles and ligaments, and then did our best to surgically fix what we broke. It took a while because we needed to hire jewelers who were able to make screws small enough to attach some of the bone fragments together.”

“Why couldn’t you use blacksmiths?”

“We did at first, but the screws were too big. When we asked the blacksmiths to make smaller screws, they said that they were not jewelers, so we specifically asked the Central Roman Trading Company to look for jewelers as they work with much smaller pieces. It turns out that their tools and techniques for shaping metals are different than blacksmiths. That said, the CRTC had issues finding jewelers, as those who shape and trade jewelry tend to be well off. In fact, the only ones they could find were apprentice and journeymen jewelers who were sold into slavery for various reasons. They have been a boon to the Surgeons College, and we have almost completely stopped using blacksmiths in our research.

“Anyway, back to my point. The jewelers were able to make screws of several different metal types, and we found that bronze screws were both strong enough to be useful and did not cause medical issues in any of our patients, unlike the iron screws.”

Paul smiled and said, “That’s wonderful. When will you start fixing up the soldiers wounded in our battle against the Himyarites?”

Rehema smiled and said, “We have already started. In fact, they are recovering well. I don’t just mean fixing crushed bone, either. We also fixed cut and torn muscles.” Rehema paused for a second to emphasize her next words. “Wounds like you received fifteen years ago from the traitor Elzo. In fact, we found men who have old wounds like you and repaired them. The leadership in the Surgeons College talked about it, and we kept our success in this matter away from you because we didn’t want to get your hopes up, but we have fixed cut muscle in ten men with wounds as nearly as old as yours.”

Paul was struck speechless. He considered it and asked, “How long will the surgery take?”

“Two or three hours. Healing will take months, though. None of the men we did surgery on are fully healed yet, but every one of them is better off than they were.”

“What are the risks?”

“Small.”

Paul could feel tears forming in his eyes, so he had to pause and compose himself. He saw the giddiness in Rehema’s face, but he had to dash it. “Rehema, thank you for this, and thank the leaders at the Surgeon's College for this, but even if the risk is small, I can not risk Paulsland yet. Perhaps next year, once the representatives are elected and find their place in leadership. Until then, any surgery is too risky.”

Rehama’s face went from expectation to disappointment. “I understand. We will do what it takes to make sure it's safer.”

Paul gave her a reassuring smile, “Do that, but until we have machines that can see inside the body before you cut into it, there will always be a risk of accidentally nicking an artery.”

Rehama was confused, “Machines that can see inside the body?”

“One of these days, we will bind lightning like our bridges bind rivers, and our farms bind the land. One of the uses for bound lightning to see inside a body without cutting it open. My people had two different machines capable of doing this, but both required bound lightning. Unfortunately, to get bound lightning, you need to make fire do the work of oxen and to do that, you need better methods of making iron. We are a long way from that, but the Illuminati have a plan for getting there.”

“Binding lightning, making fire do the work of oxen? King Paul, that sounds like magic to me.”

Paul shook his head, “In my land, it was not magic; it was normal. You know, the funny thing is my land figured out how to make fire do the work of oxen before they figured out how to repair shattered bones and torn ligaments. What you are doing in surgery, with cowpox, with medicine is just as magical as binding lightning or making fire do the work of oxen. The trick is to spread the knowledge so far and wide that people see it as normal instead of as magic.”


Chapter 10 June 95 AD Texas-Ajei

Onawa woke up before the sun came up. She heard the quiet snoring of her husband next to her and smiled. She was glad he was able to rest. He had been frantic ever since he returned from the insane tribes to the south. The first night John came home, he cried and told her all the things he had done.

John disliked fighting and hated killing men. It grieved him to ride his buffalo hundreds of miles to kill men, burn homes, and destroy crops. In other wars and other battles, John had been able to overcome this grief by helping the community he fought to recover, or when there was no community to recover, he started the Village of Refuge. He may have been forced to kill men, but he could help their women and children recover. He did not have that ability with the Totonac people. He wasn’t strong enough to force them to agree to his demands without killing people by the tens of thousands.

What really broke John’s heart was how killing men did not seem to bother Walker at all. John explained it wasn’t Walker killing in the heat of battle that was the issue; it was when they drowned the Totonac warriors. John was very surprised to see Walker dispassionately, coldly, holding a man's head underwater until he was dead. John fully understood the rush of battle taking away any moral compunctions of killing people. In fact, the rush of battle often makes killing someone an emotional high for warriors. But coldly killing someone like one of Ajei’s ducks is a different matter.

Onawa listened to her husband and comforted him for days after his return. She honestly did not understand his perspective and was glad her son drowned the Totonac warriors. As far as she was concerned, if every Totonac warrior, priest, mother, and child died it would not equal the price of the murder of Quincy. But she kept this opinion to herself. John had a different view of the world than most men. Most men with the power of John would have forced the surrounding tribes to pay tribute; John forced them to stop fighting and trade with each other. John’s compassion, compassion he could only show because he was so strong, brought great wealth to John and everyone who came into contact with him. The lack of compassion John showed the Totonac was only due to John not being strong enough to force them to stop their bad behavior like so many others. So, although she disagreed with him in this case, she kept that to herself and hoped that her husband was right once again. 

And so, Onawa got out of bed, careful not to wake up her husband. She quietly left the house and made her way to the old wooden house where they raised their four boys. She knocked on the door, and a minute later, Ajei opened it and said, “I’m ready.”

“I shouldn’t have had to knock. You know we have to have food ready for John’s trainees when they wake up for the day.”

“I was up until they went to bed.”

Onawa sighed and asked, “Playing Quincy’s guitar and singing songs of loss.”

Ajei had to hold back a sob as she said, “Yes, like every night.”

“You know the young men have been asking John to make you stop playing. They say it's hard enough training to be the Texas Rangers Walker needs right now, without you singing depressing songs with depressing music.”

Ajei was not surprised by the statement as she had gotten many complaints from the young men who wanted happier music. She didn’t care; she was still grieving. Instead, she chose to defend herself, “Wakan likes it.”

“Wakan?”

“One of the survivors from Kdegoi village. He says it helps him grieve for the two wives and seven children that he lost. Ever since Chief John returned, he has sat by me while I played every night, and we have wept together every night. He talks to me about his wives and children, and I talk to him about Quincy. He told me he is a little jealous of me because I have so much to remember Quincy by, but since the Totonacs burned down Kdegoi village, he has no tokens to remember his family by.”

“We have work to do; tell me all about it as we get breakfast ready for the men.”

And so the two women began the hard work needed to prepare breakfast. First, they went to the root cellar, where they left their bread to rise overnight. Then they moved the fifty pounds of yeast bread to the large Texas Rangers kitchen. Once there, they took coals from the fire under the slow cooking pot and used them to light a fire under the oven. While it began getting hot, they kneaded the dough.

As they kneaded, the wives of the new Texas Ranger recruits began showing up and helping. John was offering buffalo to any man who would help Walker for two years, so many married men came. All in all, they had seventeen married men and sixty-one unmarried ones. The wives of these men naturally felt it was their duty to feed their men, so every morning, they came to the Texas Ranger kitchen and prepared food. Considering they had more than eighty men to feed so far, Onawa and Ajei were happy for the help.

As they prepared breakfast, the sun came up, and the men came out for their prebreakfast work, which was firing bows while they rode their buffalo at full gallop. Once they couldn’t pull the string back on their bow anymore, they took out their spears and hit targets that swung on ropes.

While the men were at their early morning combat practice, breakfast finished, and the women ate. Once they were done, they began the long process of preparing food for the next day. They did not wait for the men; they would get to breakfast once John said they were done with their practice. The women could not wait for their men because they had an incredibly busy day ahead of them if they were going to have food ready for the men the next day.

They had to get grain out of the silo, mill it, and sift it. Just getting the flour ready for the next day's bread was a good hour’s worth of work, but they did not have a good way to store flour as John had not been able to figure out something called white flour yet.

Once the flour was ready, the ladies all agreed to make Texas-style bread. That was a bread that was made with milk and eggs. Milk and eggs made Ajei the most popular woman in the village, as raising egg-laying ducks and milk bison were her two projects. She started them with Quincy, but after he died, she became obsessed with them. She spent a lot of time with John figuring out how to intentionally breed the ducks so they became better egg layers and the bison so they produced more milk. Thanks to her work, they were beginning the long process of developing a milk bison, which gave them a third version of domesticated bison. The milk bison would be put alongside the buffalo and the plow bison. In fact, there was no need to call a bison a plow bison until Ajei started developing milk bison.

A good portion of Ajei’s day was spent teaching the other women how to take care of the ducks and bison, and the logic behind the breeding program. Taking care of the animals included separating the male ducks that came from bad egg layers from the rest of the flock and making sure they were well-fed until they were needed for a meal. It also included milking the bison and using as much milk as possible in the day’s cooking. The milk that soured from the previous day's cooking was churned into butter. John had them experimenting with cheeses, and the experiments have been pleasant. They mostly took the excess soured milk, boiled it with vinegar, and scraped the curds off the top. Making cheese was actually easier than butter, for the women, since John’s Texas Rangers had to chop the firewood for their cooking, but it did not last as long as butter, so they only made it when they had excess butter.

Half the day was spent cooking, and the other half was spent making cloth armor. The women who had husbands who already had cloth armor began making some for their husband's buffalo. Buffalo could be wounded and killed, and since the Texas Rangers were expecting to be greatly outnumbered by the Totonac, they intended to do their best to make sure their husband’s buffalo survived because their lives would be bound together in battle.

While the women worked on cooking and sewing, the men were far from idle.

John put the men through combat training three times a day, at sunup, noon, and sundown. Between those times, the men had to work the fields with the newest techniques and equipment John and his entrepreneurs came up with, if only because they would need to grow their own food in Walker’s fortress. John was surprised by the holes in his men's knowledge. Although John had been giving away information for free ever since he met the tribes, and he had even published several comics on how to do things correctly, not a single man had complete knowledge and understanding of farming, in fact John was frustrated by their ignorance of things like plowing with bison. John had no choice but to teach them everything from scratch, and that started after breakfast in the morning.

After breakfast, all the men got blacksmith training, John’s way. John’s method of blacksmith training was using water wheeled powered everything. The water wheel powered his hammers, the fan that pushed fresh air to his fire, drills, saws, and a press, among other tools. To meet the demand of all the new recruits needing to learn blacksmithing, blacksmith training included building new waterwheel-powered blacksmith shops.

The reason why he couldn’t just make one new water wheel blacksmith shop was because men were trickling in as the weeks passed. He wanted every man to have experience building the water wheel black smithies, acceptable combat skills on a buffalo (as most of these men already knew how to fight off one), how to build with stone, how to dig canals, moats, and how to make their own armor. In fact, they could not leave for Walker's fort until they had armor for themselves and their buffalo. This meant that John had a rotating curriculum so that if anyone missed an earlier part of the course, they would need to stay until he got back to it. This was necessary so that he could send men to help Walker as soon as possible.

John was fairly satisfied in all this, but he was well aware that the Totonac and the other human sacrifice empires to their south greatly outnumbered his people, so he had his entrepreneurs working on a catapult. If he knew how to make gunpowder, he would be making cannons. Since he did not know how to make it, he was working on building catapults, but it was more complicated than he thought. There was more to it than a heavy object being thrown by another heavy object at the other end of a lever, at least if you were going to use it as a weapon of war.

After a long day of training, John just wanted to go back, eat some supper, and spend a few hours around the campfire talking with his entrepreneurs about new catapult designs. That’s when Wakan came to him and said, “John, can I talk with you?”

John paused. He didn’t want to talk with any of his trainees, but Wakan was a serious trainee and was only here because he had nowhere else to go because the Totonac destroyed his village. “Sure, but make it quick.”

Wakan hesitated, then he gathered himself and asked, “Can I marry Ajei?”

John stopped in utter surprise and asked, “Where did this come from?”

“I have been getting to know Ajei almost every night I have been here. Her songs have drawn me to her, as they have helped me grieve. We have spent the last few weeks grieving together every night.”

John was surprised. Ever since he returned, he has spent every evening with his entrepreneurs or his wife, so he has not paid any attention to Ajei. He has had several young men ask John to tell her to stop playing her sad songs, but John refused. So, this has come as something of a surprise to John. After gathering his thoughts, John said, “It is her decision who she marries. If you ask her and she agrees to it, I will throw you two a large wedding, but if she does not, I will not allow you to insist.”

Wakan was confused and said, “I heard that you stopped her from marrying another man after your son died.”

“Yes, because she didn’t want to marry the other man, and her father was going to force her to marry him because of his financial gain. She was engaged to my son, and had been in a relationship with him for years before they were engaged. She is a daughter to me. If she doesn’t want to marry a man, I will not force her, but if she wants to marry a man, I will rejoice with her.”

“I am surprised you are so casual about it.”

John could sense the confusion in the man and said, “Ajei is still grieving. If you can pull her out of her grief, I will be grateful. That said, I have a very tender heart for you if you marry her, it will not be an easy thing. She has wept for my son like she is his widow, but she is still a virgin. If you marry her, she will always love my son more than you and probably always feel guilty that you will know her in a way my son never did.”

Wakan nodded and said, “I will never stop loving the two wives that the Totonac killed and will always compare her to them. If she is willing to bear that burden, then I am willing to bear the burden of her loving Quincy more than me.”

“Then go ask her.”

“Are you sure? This is not how most villages do things.”

“Most villages do not provide sanctuary for women who leave their husbands either.”

Wakan nodded in understanding and began to walk toward where he heard sad music playing. As he walked, he considered all the things he had shared with Ajei and all the things she had shared with him. The fact was that he opened up far more with her than he had his previous two wives, but he understood that a part of that was simply because he had a great amount of grief and anger to share because of the murder of his wives, sons, and daughters. It was easy to open up with her because the source of her grief and anger was the same source as his. The Totonac people.

This situation left him somewhat scared. He wanted to continue his relationship with this girl who helped him through his grief, and if she turned down his proposal, it would hurt. The problem was that when he married his first two wives, it was simple: he went to their fathers and offered payment for them. Once the payment was made, he took possession of his new wives. If their father turned him down, then he could raise his offer. If they asked too much, then he would find another father to buy a daughter from. His previous wives had no choice in the matter.

This situation with Ajei was different and scary because, well, Wakan had feelings for a woman who was not his. He was taught not to develop feelings for a woman until after he married her. He was supposed to buy a girl's hand in marriage because he found her attractive, then work out all the feelings and emotional stuff later. He had developed feelings for Ajei first, which left him vulnerable, and he didn’t like it.

And so, as the sun was setting, Wakan made his way to the sorrowful music, and as he reached Ajei, he sat next to her, waiting for her to finish her song. She continued playing completely engrossed in her music, ignoring him as was her way. He sat down and listened; his heartbeat quickened, not matching the music at all. He didn’t know what to do in this situation except wait for this young woman to finish playing her sorrowful music.

Ajei continued playing until the sunset, moving from one toon to the next, occasionally singing of her lost love, but after a time, she finished and asked Wakan, “How are you doing today?”

He said, “I don’t know yet.”

“What do you mean you don’t know?”

“I asked John if I could marry you, and he said I needed to ask you. Do you want to marry me?”

`Wakan’s heart fell as Ajei’s face showed shock. She was so stunned she remained quiet for a long moment, then said, “I don’t know. I need to talk to John and Onawa. I thought that after Quincy died, my world was over. I never thought I would have feelings for anyone, but you are so easy to talk to. I don’t know what to do.”

And so Wakan watched as the woman he shared his grief with hurried away. Now his heart matched the tone of her sorrowful music. He wished she stayed to play, to give sound to what he was feeling.

Minutes later, Ajei was at John’s stone house and banging on the door frantically. When Onawa opened the door, she took a look at Ajei’s face and asked, “What's wrong?”

“Wakan asked me to marry him, and John said it was my decision.”

Onawa smiled and said, “That’s wonderful.”

“No, it's not.”

“What? Why? You were just telling me how great he was this morning.”

“But he was great because he gave a listening ear, not great because I was romantically interested in him.”

Onawa popped Ajei on the forehead and said, “What is wrong with you, girl?”

Ajei was stunned, and just spoke without thinking. “What is wrong with me? I was engaged to your son, and now that he is dead, you are trying to get me married off to someone else.”

Onawaa sighed and asked, “Do you ever want to be married? Do you ever want to have children?”

Ajei paused, then said, “Well yeah, I would like a family of my own.”

“I am going to be very honest with you. Not many men will accept you because of your devotion to Quincy. Men want to be adored by their wives, not have their wives adoring a dead man. Wakan seems to be pulled to you because of mutual loss, so unless there is something very wrong with him, you should accept his proposal. So is there something wrong with Wakan?”

“No. He is a good man.”

“Is there a better man that you are interested in?”

“Quincy.”

“Quincy is dead. Quincy was my son, and it pains me to say that. Quincy would not want to see how brokenhearted you are. My son loved to play the guitar and listen to you sing songs of joy. It would have broken Quincy to hear you sing all these songs of grief. Quincy accepted you for your joy, but that is not who you are anymore. Wakan is accepting you for your grief. If you ever want to get married, if you ever want to have a family, if you ever want romance, you need to go and accept Wakan’s offer. He is the man who is accepting who you are now; accept who he is.”

“I thought you would be on my side.”

“Oh, Ajei, I am on your side. I heard what you have said about Wakan, how you can be yourself with him, how he can be himself with you. I don’t want you to lose that, and you are about to lose it. It will not be long before Waken heads to Walker's fortress, and once he’s gone, he has no reason to return, especially since you have not accepted his proposal. I don’t think you will ever get a better offer. Go find him and accept his proposal.” Ajei stood there thinking and considering, but Onawa did not want her adopted daughter to talk herself out of this, so she said, “Go!”

And so Ajei returned to where she left Wakan, who was still sitting where she had left him. When she got there, she said, “I talked with Onawa, and she said I should accept your proposal.”

Wakan’s face lit up in joy, and he hugged her and said, “Thank you. I had developed feelings for you and was struggling with feelings of loss when you did not accept my proposal.”

Ajei was nervous and asked, “What do we do now?”

“I honestly don’t know. The last two times I married I had the permission of my wives' fathers, so let's find John.”

The young couple walked around hand in hand until they found John, who asked them to put off their marriage for a few days, and he would throw a feast for them. After the feast, Wakan could consummate the marriage with his new bride. Everyone thought it was peculiar, but they accepted, and a week later, John and Onawa threw a feast, and the young couple were married. As had become tradition in the Trade Alliance, they spent their wedding night in the bathhouse.


Chapter 11 July 95 AD Aksum-Intelligence

[image: A map of the continent  Description automatically generated]As Bui landed on Aksum’s shores, he noticed several soldiers waiting on him. He smiled as he left the Central Roman Trading Company’s ship. It was one of the big ones that was built after the Paul’s Victory’s blueprint.

As soon as his feet touched the dock, he asked the soldiers, “I assume you are my escorts to the capital?”

One of the soldiers, the one Bui now assumed was in charge, said, “If you are Bui, then yes.”

“Wonderful! Lead the way.”

The guard sighed, in a clear display of his lack of discipline as far as Bui was concerned, as he began leading Bui off the docks. Bui was on a mission, so he began to talk, “This is the first time in a long time that I have been to Aksum… well, if you don’t include Muza. Over the last year, I have mostly been working in Himyarite, and let me tell you, their cities are filled with gold coins. Between your Aksum’s invasion of Muza, the repeated destruction of their harbors by Paulsland, and their civil war, you would think they would run out of gold, but in every trade I made with them, they insisted on using gold coins. I guess it’s easier for them to carry gold instead of silver or copper since many of their richest cities are dozens or hundreds of miles from the coast, but man, it's going to be hard to get used to trading in copper, brass, or even silver coins after doing so much trading in Aksum.”

One of the soldiers grew curious and asked, “Where did they get the gold coins?”

“Their vaults. Where else? They have been trading frankincense and myrrh for hundreds of years, so they have been saving gold for hundreds of years. They have more gold than they could spend in lifetimes. They have been saving gold so long that one of their poorer nobles paid me in gold Babylonian coins. He apologized for not having any gold coins from any of the current empires.”

Every soldier turned their head to look at Bui in surprise. Babylon had fallen around seven hundred years earlier, and Bui was casually telling them that Himyarite was so rich they still had gold coins from centuries ago. That was just the start of Bui’s discussion on how rich the Himyarites were. He knew everything he was saying would reach the ears of their king, and some of his stories would even be accurate. All men were greedy, and few were as greedy as kings, but King Zoskales of the Aksum was greedier than most. Albeit King Zoskale's greed was of the miser variety, which made Bui's mission slightly harder. Paul wanted Himyarite destroyed, and since Paulsland did not have the manpower to destroy it, Bui's job was to entice King Zoskales to do the job for them. He would lie, cheat, steal, and give his own life to complete this mission.

And so, on their journey to Aksum’s capital, Bui told wild stories of the Himyarite’s stored wealth. How they had treasure cities in their desert filled with gold coins from long-dead empires. That the only purpose of their port cities was to trade with the rest of the world, but their real wealth was safely away from the eyes of the rest of the world until, of course, their civil war forced them to bring merchants to their treasure cities.

Although Bui's job was to entice Aksum, he still found the journey an interesting one, as he had never really been through mountain country. Aksum was a nation of mountains and valleys, and the architecture reflected it. Many of their grandest buildings were cut directly out of the rock of their mountains. Aksum was blessed with very defensible terrain, and they gladly built fortresses at key points. If Bui looked into their history, he suspected he would find civil wars where one side built those fortresses and defeated the other side that failed to.

Two weeks later, when they finally reached the capital, Bui was not surprised to see a city that was protected by the terrain with fortifications at key points. That said, he had to smile when he saw what was obviously the king's palace. It was nice and elegant compared to other Aksum buildings, but compared to Egyptian or Himyarite architecture, it was lacking.

When they reached the King’s palace, Bui asked his guards, “Is this Udo’s home?”

The soldiers were surprised, and one said, “No, this is King Zoskale's palace. Who is Udo?”

“Udo is the ruler of Muza, a new noble of Aksum.”

“Why would a new noble have a home as nice as the King’s palace?”

“Nice? You must not have been to Muza yet. His home there is much nicer than this palace.” Bui was being unfair and knew it. There was no way a capital that was away from the coast and in the mountains would have the splendor of a city that had access to goods and building supplies from around the world thanks to its ports. But that was the point.

Then Bui twisted the dagger. “I just assumed a mansion as large but unimpressive as this would be the home of a new noble who has not had the time or wealth to make a home with a dozen types of granite or lined the walls with ivory.” The palace was cut directly out of the mountain, so, of course, it was only built with one building material. It was well-made and well-thought-out architecture, but Bui wanted to make it seem poor. His words succeeded as he saw the soldiers grow uncomfortable with his words.

Bui continued to compare the wealth of their nation to the Himyarites until they reached the palace's gates. Once there Bui's guards handed him off to the palace guards, who knew exactly who Udo was. 
They led him to a small room with Udo, who frowned and said, “Your visit is costing me a lot of time, and worse, costing King Zoskales time. It better be worth it, or it will suffer.” Udo’s words were meant for the soldiers, guards, servants, and every other person that was sent to spy on the two men. Udo and Bui had planned this meeting more than a year and a half ago, right after Bui had made his first trade deal with the Himyarite nobles.

Bui acted like the spineless merchant he was playing, “It is worth it, I promise. I have lots of information on Himyarite. Good up-to-date information. I know how many soldiers, how much food, and how many arrows and swords the nobles have. I know how many rocks their trebuchets throw at their King’s cities, how many rocks their King is throwing at their cities, where their King’s armies are, where the noble’s armies are, and what both sides are leaving undefended. I know everything, and most of all, I know both sides are growing weary. It won't be too long before they make up, and once that happens, their gold vaults will close. I don’t want that to happen, so I am here to sell you every bit of information I have so those vaults stay open as I sell them weapons.”

Udo laughed and said, “You are bold, sir. You come here planning on selling us the information needed to capture Himyarite cities while also telling me you will sell them more weapons.”

“Why not? I am a merchant. I am making more gold than I can spend because of their little civil war. If the civil war ends, then for me to continue making money, I need to encourage a new war. I am not the only merchant selling information about the Himyarites, but I can only be in one place at a time. I know of at least two merchants traveling to Parthian to sell their knowledge and one heading to the Bedouins to the east of Judea. We don’t care who takes their cities, only that they keep buying our weapons, and we are sure that once someone sees all the gold they have stored away in their interior cities, they will buy weapons from us to take them.”

And so the two men began a long conversation about how rich the Himyarites were. Granted, they were exaggerating, but when you were trying to get a miser to spend money, it was the only way.

Despite their fantastical stories, stories that the Central Roman Trading Company had been spreading for over a year, it still took the miser King of Aksum a month to open up his schedule to speak to Bui and Udo. This was clearly a flex to show his power. He was showing Bui that he was not important enough to change his schedule, and he was showing Udo that Muza could be run without him; why else would he keep the city's governor away for more than a month?

The day finally came when the two men were brought before King Zoskales. They were brought into the throne room, and although there were dozens of people in the throne room, everyone except the cupbearer and the king’s personal guard was at least twenty feet from the king. Even though they were brought to the King’s throne room King Zoskales ignored them. To both Bui and Udo, this was annoying since they knew the man’s nature. He was an unrepentant miser, a cheapskate. He was trying to get Bui’s information cheaper by making them wait.

After conversing with half a dozen other people, including government officials, family members, merchants, and even a widow, King Zoskales finally acknowledged Udo, “Noble Udo, you petitioned me to allow this man to present information about the Himyarites. What will you do if this man wasted my time?”

“Go back to Muza. I imagine a month of my time waiting for this meeting is equal to a few minutes of yours.”

King Zoskales laughed and said, “I am glad to see you understand. I do want to make it clear, though, if this man wastes my time, the next time you seek an audience with me, the wait will be much longer.”

“Understood.”

King Zoskales smiled at Udo, then turned to Bui, frowned, and asked, “Why are you here? It better be good.”

“I have all the information on the Himyarite noble military… well, it’s a couple of months out of date now, but I can get information that is only a couple of weeks out of date once I talk to my contacts in the Central Roman Trading Company.”

“So?”

“King Zoskales, I know how many soldiers the Himyarite nobles have, how many are healthy, how many are wounded, how bad their morale is, how many arrows, swords, and trebuchets they have, and I know where all of them are stationed and where all their stockpiles are, including stockpiles that are not properly defended. Because of my knowledge of the noble armies, I also have most of the knowledge of the Himyarite King’s army.”

“And what good does that do me?”

“Both armies are spent. Sure, the Himyarites have lots of gold, frankincense, and myrrh, but food, arrow, and ballista stockpiles are dwindling. Most of their city walls have large breaches in them. Sickness ravages the noble armies. If someone is going to take advantage of the Himyarite civil war, they will need to do so soon, or there will be no advantage to get.”

King Zoskales picked up on Bui’s oddly specific choice of phrase and asked, “Sickness ravages the noble armies, but what about King Zamir’s armies?”

Bui looked down and admitted, “King Zamir has access to several Paulsland women who have instructed him on our medicine. Sickness is not a problem in his army, so although his army is still smaller than the nobles, it will not remain that way for much longer. It is likely that if no one acts immediately, just by having the medical knowledge of Paulsland women, he will be able to outlast the usurpers. Once the noble houses of Himyarite begin making peace with their king, then the war will be over, and they will be able to rebuild their armies.”

 “Wait, so you're telling me that King Zamir has found a way to stop sickness from spreading throughout his army?”

“No, I am telling you, King Paul has found a way to stop sickness from spreading throughout his army, but the Himyarites were able to capture Paulsland women and learn King Paul’s method. If you are interested, I can arrange for Paulsland women to become doctors in your army or, if you prefer, to instruct your officers and doctors.”

“I heard rumors about this, but… are you serious that the noble army is sick and the king's army is not?”

Bui was surprised and said, “Yes. Why would I lie about that? It’s the main reason the war looks to be ending soon.” In fact, that reality was quickly making the civil war imbalanced, forcing Bui to move sooner than he liked.

King Zoskales tapped his finger on the throne and thought quietly. All the while, the other members of the court began growing silent as they saw the King was seriously considering something. Finally, after a long consideration that took minutes, Zoskales turned to an advisor and said, “Send envoys to both sides of the war. I want to know if what Bui said is true.”

The advisor said, “At once, your majesty.”

Then the King turned back to Bui and asked, “Let's say I send my armies to fight the Himyarites; what do I get out of it?”

“Look what you already got from taking Muza. You will be strengthening the fleet that makes the merchants pay tolls to use the Red Sea. You will also get gold from Himyarite vaults and the secrets behind frankincense and myrrh.”

King Zoskales decided to be contrary. “Frankincense and myrrh are not as valuable as they once were, thanks to your nation's new perfumes.”

“Not as valuable, and not valuable are two very different things. While it's true the market for perfumes crashed for a little while, people are finding out that the perfume made from whale vomit does not last as long as frankincense and myrrh, so their value is starting to rise again. It will never be as valuable as it once was, but if you claimed their cities, you would have a monopoly on the goods, and fortunately for you, the low price means they are not as willing to burn the gardens that grow the plants that those perfumes come from. If your armies attacked Himyarite, you would get an immediate return on your investment from their gold vaults and a long-term return with their secrets on making perfume.”

“And what would it cost me?”

“I would like one talent of gold and the exclusive right to sell Himyarite perfume.”

“So not only are you selling information that should go to your king, you are leaving his service.”

“I am a good and faithful servant. I have sent copies of all the notes I am offering you to him, it is my reasonable service as a servant, after all, but King Paul does not offer a bonus for me doing my job. So, to seek out a bonus, I must take this information elsewhere. I am not the only one. I know of men taking information to Rome, Parthian, Satavahana, and other places. I am just glad I reached you first.”

“And where are these notes?”

“In my stateroom among my things.”

“If they are in your stateroom, why don’t I just take them from you?”

“It is written in Paulsland, and the notes cover around three thousand pages. Even if you get Udo here to read it for you, he will not know how it is indexed. For instance, I know which nobles are struggling financially, which ones have lost the most soldiers, and which ones are holding a grudge and waiting to backstab each other. It's actually one of the reasons why the civil war will come to an end soon; the nest of vipers known as Himyarite nobles are about to turn on each other. When that happens, they will take their armies and rejoin their king because they have no other choice. But if a new king, say you, showed up and picked a fight with the nobles and their king, many would feel compelled to join you. Some because of the financial benefits it brings, others because they are enemies of the other nobles and their own king. I know which ones have everything to gain by joining you, assuming your armies are marching through their lands.

“But the reality is that once the civil war is over, they will have no choice but to take Muza. If that happens, your tolls on the Red Sea will come to an end." Bui chose his words carefully. "If you do not want to lose Muza, you must take more Himyarite cities before the civil war is over." Bui knew the old miser hated losing money, property, and anything that he considered his more than anything and was motivated by not losing things more than he was motivated by gaining things.

"My intelligence will guarantee you keep Muza, which will allow you to continue collecting tolls, it will put vaults of gold in your coffers and give you secrets your people have wanted for centuries. All for the low price of a talent of gold and the right to distribute your future perfume. You have everything to gain. The only way you lose is if you do nothing and allow the Himyarites to take your city and your profits away from you.”

Everyone in the room grew silent as they watched King Zoskales struggle with his decision. The man hated spending coins, but if the information Bui offered proved correct, he would lose a city and the coins that came with it if he did not attack. At the end of the day, the threat of the Himyarites retaking Muza was too great, so King Zoskales said, “I will buy your information for your price, but you will stay near my generals until the war is over.”

Bui feigned shock. “But I am a merchant. I need to sell goods.”

“You are a servant of the Central Roman Trading Company, not a merchant. Yes, I know your pay is tied to what you sell. The more you sell, the more you make. Despite that, you are a servant of Paulsland no more. If your information is accurate and we win this war, you will be a much richer man. If your information is not accurate, you will suffer.”

And so troops and supplies began their long trek to Muza to claim more territory and gold for Aksum.              


Chapter 12 July 95 AD Egypt-Cowpox

Washington was riding a carriage to the docks in Mios Hormos because he wanted to get away from Alexandria. Thanks to the communications tower the governor of Egypt built at the orders of Emperor Domitian, he heard the news that a large Paulsland ship would be docking, and he used that as an excuse to get away from his most annoying responsibility, the idiot Greeks.

Once Emperor Domitian saw how useful gasification and cooling towers were, he tasked Washington with building them in Alexandria. The main purpose of it was to make coal oil, both for light and as a weapon, but Domitian was very aware that there were uses for some of the leftover’s thanks to Washington. Domitian, hating to waste any advantage, put Washington in charge of leading the research into what to do with the leftovers. Washington's father was very happy about this since it meant more people were trying to unlock the secrets of coal, and learning about chemistry. Paul greatly hoped they took their experience from coal and applied it to minerals not found in Paulsland.

One of Washington's first acts was to hire a bunch of Greek philosophers who had the reputation of being wise men. Unfortunately their way of doing things was abstract. They believed that once you do an experiment mentally, there was no reason to do it in real life since the mental experiment logically proved the process. This meant they were too lazy to do practical experiments, what his dad called the scientific method, which meant Washington was always arguing with them, and because the Greek philosophers were seen as the wise men of Rome, it was very difficult to get Washington's other researchers to do things differently than the Greeks.

Washington was so frustrated with the situation he looked for an excuse to get away from the wise idiots, and, well, the incoming ship was as good as any. He was of course taking his little girl, who was two now, little Chazia, in the carriage with him. She sang songs the entire way and often told her daddy how much she loved him. As she sang, she would often walk about in the carriage, playing with her toys. It was safe for her to walk around and play in the carriage because the roads were now smooth with asphalt, and the carriage had rubber tires. Solid ones, not the ones filled with air that his father was trying to invent. The asphalt was one of the extra uses for coal oil they found, and it made trade much easier. In fact, the current Governor of Egypt was somewhat beholden to Washington because of Washington's "discoveries.” Egypt's purpose ever since it became a Roman province was providing grain for Rome. The asphalt capping roads helped with that endeavor, but so did the fertilizer that came from coal. Both discoveries helped the governor stay in power, as he would only be governor as long as the grain flowed to Rome.

Perhaps the governor would foolishly consider fighting Washington if it was not for one more reality. Paulsland produced the only effective insecticide in the world. If the current Egyptian governor was harsh to Washington and they had a locust problem, then his governorship was over. The governor of Egypt was directly responsible to the Emperor of Rome and only kept his job as long as the Emperor desired it. This meant the governor needed Washington more than Washington needed the governor, and so they had a very productive relationship. Especially since Washington never exploited the governor. In fact, Washington went out of his way to befriend him and get to know his contacts.

Although Washington was in Egypt, he still planned on destroying his ex-father-in-law's house alongside the Stertinius house. Emperor Domitian gave him property in Egypt and the responsibility of nobility that went with it. That meant that Washington was out of the two senatorial house's hair for now, but that was fine with Washington. Destroying two senatorial houses would take time, and he already took the first few steps necessary for their destruction. Right now, as far away as he was from power, Washington was sending gifts to all who were in power in the hopes that one day they would help him destroy two senatorial houses or, if nothing else, look the other way as it fell.

When his carriage reached the docks of Mios Hormos, he told little Chazia, "Stay in here. I will be back in a minute."

"Aww. I want to go outside and PLAY!"

"When we get home, I will let you play outside until dark. You will have to be patient, though."

"I don’t like patience."

"Whether you like it or not, patience will be forced on you many times throughout your life."

"But I don’t like it."

Washington kissed his daughter and said, "I will be back in a couple of minutes." Then Washington told the driver, "Make sure she stays inside."

And with that, Washington went to the dock and watched as a Paul's Victory class ship began docking procedures. It's not that Washington was interested in watching the sailors expertly shift between sails, oars, and finally ropes to pull their ship into docks; it was because Washington wanted to get any letters or news from home, then return to his Red Sea Mansion and play with his daughter.

It took nearly fifteen minutes for the ship to properly dock, but as soon as it landed, the sailors let down a gangplank and let Washington aboard. Washington was sure that they wanted to hurry up and finish their job, but he was the head of the Central Roman Trading Company in Egypt, so they had to defer to him, and since Washington himself was in a hurry, he quickly made his way up the gangplank.

The captain of the ship called out, "I have a letter for you from your dad."

Washington couldn’t help but notice he was holding up a hand-written journal instead of a printed book. He asked, "What's this?"

"I am honestly not sure what to call it. The ladies back in Paulsland have found a way to deal with smallpox, but it's not a cure. The journal says that if you get sick with cowpox, once you recover, you will not get smallpox. Perhaps we should call it a prevention? But I don’t think that’s right either since you are still getting sick."

Washington was confused and asked, "That's good to know, but why does the journal say urgent on it?"

"Because King Paul is watching out for his granddaughter, little Chazia. There are lots of notes in the journal on the subject. The notes make it clear that they do not know if it's wise to give a two-year-old cowpox, but it should be okay to give all the adults on your estate cowpox."

"Why did you read the journal if it was meant for me?"

"Why do you think? Your father, my King, told me to read it. He said that this journal would be printed off and given to every village and town in Paulsland in preparation for the Representatives. When they meet in December, they will discuss whether it will become Paulsland law to require people to intentionally get cowpox and how old they will be when they get it. He also specifically wanted me to give you a basic rundown of what is in the journal so you could make the best decision for little Chazia if you needed to do so quickly."

Washington felt the weight of indecision fall on him. "I was not expecting such heavy news when I came here today. The good news is that there is no outbreak of smallpox in Egypt right now, but Egypt connects Rome to the Erythraean Sea, so when an outbreak happens, it will come here first. It always does." Washington paused before looking back at the man. "I am sorry, if you have no other messages or news for me, I have things to consider and an acquaintance to call on."

"No, that was the only urgent news. Everything else is normal mundane stuff, although I expect that to change in December when the new Representatives start passing laws."

"Good, that will give me plenty of time to consider and apply what is written in this journal. Thank you for the news. I need to get going."

"Of course."

With that, Washington left the docks and sent a message for the physician Paulus to meet him at his Red Sea home immediately, as Paulsland medicine was about to change the world.

As he got into the carriage, little Chazia was singing, but when she saw her father, she stopped and asked, "Daddy, are you alright?"

He smiled at her and said, "Yes. I have just gotten news that will require me to make difficult decisions. Nothing bad, just hard."

Chazia smiled and said, "Oh, okay. As long as it’s not bad. Can we sing?"

"Of course, little one." And so the two sang as they made their way to Washington’s Red Sea Villa. Once they reached it, Washington spent a few minutes sending messages back to Alexandria saying that business would keep him there for some time, then he spent the rest of the day outside playing with his daughter. As the sun went down, he put her to bed, found a quiet room, took out a lantern, and began reading the journal his father had sent him.

The journal was written in at least three different hand-writings, although all were clearly female, which was what he expected from a medical journal. There were not many men in the medical industry in Paulsland, and most of those were surgeons, as men could cut better than women. They were particularly better at cutting through bone. There were almost no men at all in the other medical fields. One of the first notes in the journal was that a complete printed book would be sent his way with all the notes they took from their experiments on the Himyarite prisoners. Washington was happy to have this handwritten journal instead of the printed version, as the Romans did not like human medical experimentation. As much as they liked torturing prisoners to death, they were extremely superstitious about the healing arts. The Christians would have their own issues with doing experiments on human subjects, but that was only because they believed all humans are made in the image of their God. Either way, this journal was better, and Washington wrote a note asking his father to print off a version without all the gory details of vivisections.

Washington spent three days reading the journal before Paulus came. Paulus was an important figure in the Christian community. His father was Loukas, who was the personal physician of Paulus the apostle, whom Paulus the physician was named after. Loukas was also the historian who wrote the gospel of Loukas, and the acts of the apostles. After Paulus was executed in Rome, Loukas stayed in the city, got married, and Paulus was his firstborn son. Paulus continued in his father's steps, becoming a physician, and Washington met him in the Roman city. When Washington was sent back to Egypt, Paulus came with him, if only to avoid being enslaved and sent to Flavian Provence in West Africa. Because of who Paulus's father was, Paulus had a lot of influence in the Christian community.

When Paulus arrived at Washington’s villa, servants brought him to Washington, and as soon as the physician saw Washington, he asked, "What do you need? Your servants said it was urgent."

Washington hesitated before reluctantly saying, "My father sent me a letter saying the physicians in Paulsland have found a way to keep people from catching smallpox."

Paulus was confused and said, "That’s wonderful; why don’t you seem happy about it?"

"Because the way to keep people from catching smallpox is by giving them cowpox instead."

Paulus winced and said, "Oh. That is a problem. Not many people will line up to become intentionally sick."

"I know. The thing is that the notes say as long as someone is healthy, when given the cowpox, the Paulsland physicians had no deaths, but they only tested it on full-grown men. They do not know how effective it is on women and children, and we both know children who have died of cowpox. Furthermore, they tested it both ways. Prisoners who received cowpox and fully recovered did not get smallpox even when they were exposed to it for weeks, and prisoners who survived smallpox and fully recovered did not get cowpox after weeks of exposure. It seems that you can only get cowpox or smallpox but not both."

Paulus's forehead furrowed as he considered Washington's words, then asked, "Perhaps cowpox is the female version of smallpox. Once people have had the female version, they cannot get the male version?"

"I don’t know. My father sent me a journal, a handwritten codex, with several physicians' notes. I would like you to read it. The physician left a note in there saying they will send a printed codex with more information in a couple of months. When it comes, I want you to be here to study it."

"Thank you. Is that the only reason why you sent for me?"

"No. You are the best Roman Physician I know, and you have tremendous influence in the Christian community. The notes are very clear, healthy men who get cowpox do not die. I intend to give every man who works for me cowpox. If they refuse, then they will be let go."

"What? Why?"

"I have two homes. Both are at port cities. You know as well as I do that a case of smallpox shows up in both ports every few weeks. Yes it’s rare for a full blown outbreak to happen, but I do not want to risk it. I do not want any of my men bringing it home and infecting little Chazia. I would give her the cowpox if I knew it was safe for her, but I don’t know that. But if I can safely give cowpox to my men so they can’t bring smallpox to little Chazia, then I will. I have already bought several cows with cowpox and am intentionally giving it to other cows. That said, I need a respected Roman physician to see over these men as they get the cowpox."

"Washington, that is a problem. If I do this, there will be claims that I am practicing magic."

"And if it works, how many lives will it save?"

"Many, but intentionally making people sick will be a hard sell."

"That isn’t a problem. If they work for me, I will give them a bonus for allowing you to infect them with cowpox. The money doesn’t matter as long as my daughter is safe."

"Will you infect them all at once?"

"No. I think ten at a time will work, and we will need to quarantine them until they are better. The journal says that once infected, they are contagious until better."

Paulus considered Washington's plans for a long time, then said, "If it's only ten at a time, I can help you, but only if you do not threaten men's livelihoods before showing that the cowpox infection won't kill them."

"I can agree to that."

And with that, they began planning out how to vaccinate Washington's men with cowpox. Plans for vaccinating women and children would be made only once all the men were safely vaccinated. This was new ground for them, and both men fully understood how it would ruin their reputations and the reputations of the organizations they represented if things turned out badly. That said, Washington was well aware that if things turned out well, it would give him another bargaining chip in the political games played in Rome.


Chapter 13 September 95 AD Himyarite-The Problem with War
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After hearing the messenger's report, King Zamir was furious. He was so angry he did something no ruler should do. He stomped over to the bowing messenger and began beating him. His personal guards came with him, and when the messenger tried to escape, they held the messenger down and allowed King Zamir to take out all his fury on the defenseless man. King Zamir was so angry he did not feel it when the bones in his hands broke from punching the messenger in the head, nor did he feel it when the bones in his feet broke while he was kicking the messenger in the ribs. He was so angry he lost his mind and could feel nothing but anger.

Adrenalin is a rush, but it’s a short-lived one. It wasn’t long before the King was spent, and he began to feel the pain in his hands and feet. He was huffing and puffing as he said, “Bring me Pauni and drag this messenger to the dungeon. Let him die there.”

Without a word, his guards obeyed while the King limped back to his throne. Minutes after the dying messenger was dragged out Pauni, showed up escorted by two whores, what she called handmaidens, and two of her guards.

King Zamir said, “Come to me, I have injuries.”

Pauni’s face fell as she rushed over. She asked, “What happened? Did you fall? Are you okay?”

Zamir sighed. Unlike her mother, Pauni was innocent and naive. Although Zamir hated her mother, Chuki, and feared her for turning the whores of Himyarite into a powerful political faction, he couldn’t help but like and trust this girl. She was very sweet, she was very dutiful to his son, her husband, not in the way of other women who were doing what was best for their father's house, but she genuinely tried to do what was best for Tharin. She had gladly given birth to a son for Therin, and although she didn’t show it yet, she was pregnant with a second child. Despite and maybe because of her sweetness, she seemed to stumble into advantageous political situations. Pauni was a very good doctor, despite her young age, and she used her knowledge to grow in political power, by all accounts growing in political power obliviously, by teaching the king’s faction of noble wives and daughters how to medically take care of their men. It was ironic that her mother grabbed power by teaching these lessons to the lowest in society, but Pauni was growing her power by teaching the same lessons to the highest women in society. To a real degree, Chuki made this new knowledge mandatory by pointing out that any medicine in wrong doses is poisonous, so the wives and daughters of the nobles in the King's faction had taken to learning medicine making from Pauni to protect their men, and so practically everyone in the King’s faction owed her several favors.

Seeing the genuine concern on the girl's face, Zamir said, “A messenger brought bad news, so I beat him.”

She sighed and said, “Show me your injuries.”

Zamir lifted up his hands, and the girl carefully took one of them and ran her fingers along the bones, as Zamir said, “I injured my feet as well.”

There was a bit of a condescending tone as she asked, “You kicked and punched him?”

“Yes.”

Pauni whispered, “Father.” King Zamir winced. Pauni was the only daughter-in-law he had who was allowed to call him that, and only because he trusted her as one of his personal doctors, “I don’t mean to criticize, but if you are going to be punching and kicking people, you need to learn how to do so without injury. I am not saying you punched or kicked that man incorrectly; perhaps you were punching and kicking for the most power, which will expose hands and feet to injury, but there are ways to punch and kick that do not leave injuries, albeit less powerful ways to punch and kick.”

King Zamir was annoyed, and he would execute most people for chastising him, but Pauni carefully whispered her complaint to him, and well, she was his doctor. Doctors have to be able to criticize you. It's part of their job. Generally, kings and nobles who do not allow their doctor to criticize them end up dead from something preventable soon after.

As Pauni examined him, she asked, “What did the messenger say that made you so mad?”

King Zamir’s lips tightened. “Aksum is not content with Muza and decided to take more of our cities with the help of some of the traitorous nobles. I am furious because I thought the civil war would be over in months, but now it looks like we will be fighting Aksum for a few years. We were almost done with this stupid war with the nobles. There were many nobles who were ready to switch sides and join me against Yuhahmid, especially since my soldiers have stayed so healthy thanks to your mother, while theirs die like flies. Once the nobles started rejoining me, the war would be over in months. I was so mad when the messenger reported that thanks to the nobles switching sides, Aksum had no issue conquering the city of Aden. And that other cities are struggling.”

Pauni was well aware of Aden and most of the cities involved in the fighting. She was in the Himyarite noble social circles, and what else were the women going to talk about but what their husbands, fathers, brothers, and sons were facing on the various battlefields? Out of concern for the relatives of her friends, she asked, “But, what about your soldiers that were laying siege to Aden?”

“They were caught between the walls of Aden and a fresh Aksum army. Those who surrendered were being sold as slaves on Aden’s docks, including the nobles of my faction. The traitorous nobles who conspired with Aksum are now in charge of the city alongside Aksum nobility. The only good news is that Yuhahmid’s nobles, who did not conspire with Aksum, have their heads on pikes on the city walls. The problem is that I only know all this because a merchant, not the military, informed me. This information is very old, and I have to make decisions on old information. I will be recalling all my sieging forces to my loyal cities and reassessing how to fight the nobles and Aksum. Unfortunately, this means the Aksum army is about to reap all the benefits from the sieges we have been conducting for the last year.”

“This is a disaster!”

“This is war. But to add insult to injury, a month ago, Aksum sent a diplomat to ask about the health of our soldiers. They heard rumors that our soldiers were not dying from disease. I gladly had the diplomat escorted to our front lines to show that our army is not suffering from disease. I did this to show the changes your mother made by training the whores. Before they acted as medics we lost more men to common camp sicknesses than battle. I thought it would be a deterrent to Aksum attacking our nation if they saw that in a long, drawn-out conflict, we would win because while their men died from disease, our men would still be healthy and ready to fight. Now it looks like that was just a ruse to learn our positions.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Fight.”

“But what about your injuries?”

“I have no choice but to fight.”

Pauni hesitated, then said, “I need an artificer to make some things to stabilize your bones. Once they are set you will have trouble walking or holding weapons.”

“I am the King. This war will take years. By the time my forces are moved, and I have information to act, I will be healed. Right now, Aksum has strong, fresh soldiers, but in a few months, twenty percent of their army will be dying from dysentery or another camp disease. We just have to wait for their morale to fall. Until then, we have to keep Yuhahmid’s nobles between us and them. Hopefully, Yuhahmid will see sense and return to my fold, and together, we will be able to repel Aksum.”


Chapter 14 November 95 AD Germania-A New Kind of War
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Trajan was nervous as he stood at the peak of the communications tower that was in the middle of a line of communications towers along the Rhine. Zenodotus had brought back the concept of using towers to send messages quickly over long distances five years ago. After some experimentation, the concept was found to be practical, and emperor Domitian, Trajan, and several Roman generals saw the military application of it immediately, so emperor Domitian spared no expense on their quick construction across the Empire. The first area they focused on was the Rhine. Domitian wanted to wipe away the stain left by Arminius when he betrayed Rome half a century earlier.

Although Trajan was nervous, his nerves did not come from fear of battle, far from it. His nerves came because he was not fighting with his men. Up until this point, he had won battle after battle, always fighting alongside his men. As a legionnaire and general, if he died in battle, his house would have something to be proud of, but the communications towers opened up a new way to fight. It allowed Trajan to organize and direct a dozen legions over thousands of square miles, but if things went badly, he would not die with his men, and he would have to stand before the emperor and senate for his failures. Trajan had already decided he would fall on his sword if they lost this war with Germania.

His heart raced on the first day of the invasion as he received reports of how each legion was faring as they crossed the Rhine in six different places. Each legion had orders to seek out settlements and destroy their food stores. Trajan expected that the Germanians would be able to form a massive army in a few months, but until then, his men were to destroy food sources. He was sure that there would also be a lot of raping and looting happening while the granaries burned, but he did not care about that in the least.

The operation to move the legions across the Rhine in six different spots started first thing in the morning, and so Trajan was on top of the tower an hour before the sun came up, and all day long, he received message after message as each legion relayed information back to him telling him how they faired. They told him every time a thousand men crossed the river, every time an accident happened and they lost men and supplies, they told him of every slowdown. It was nerve-wracking because Trajan was responsible for moving seventy thousand men in six different areas. Although no one expected the Germanians to attack while they crossed the river and set up camp, if they did, it would be a disaster, and Trajan would have to give an account for it.

Trajan was comforted as he received word when the various legions began building their castras. Since the legions were using boats to cross the Rhine, it took longer than normal for each to build their castras. Normally, they could do it in just three hours, but due to some mistakes in logistics, it took one legion fifteen hours to build their castra, and Trajan stayed up nearly until midnight, refusing to rest until he received word that the castra was built.

When Trajan saw the blinking lights in the distance that told him the final castra was finished, he went to bed, content knowing that Germania had not repelled nor tried to repel his forces.

The next day, Trajan woke up sometime after the sun rose, and the first message that was waiting for him was from emperor Domitian. It simply said, “Congratulations.” That message was frustrating to Trajan. It was a reminder that the communications towers allowed Rome to interfere with his campaign. Trajan was trying a new type of warfare, using fast communications to guide legions around Germania. When Germania finally cobbled together an army, he should be able to quickly command legions hundreds of miles away to flank them. If a Germanian army was too much for his forces, he could order retreats and feints. That said, using the communications towers in that way was being tested by him. If this failed, then within a day, the emperor and the senate could demand his head. He was okay with risking his head over his decisions, but risking his head over bad decisions made by the emperor or senate was another matter entirely. Because it was obvious the emperor or the senate could interfere in his campaign at an inopportune time, Trajan had made sure to staff each communications tower with men completely loyal to him and his house. Every message that came from the emperor or the senate went to him before he relayed it to anyone else.

As to why Trajan would take this risk with this new type of warfare, particularly when the emperor and senate could interfere, it was simple. Trajan wanted to be the next emperor. Trajan had won many battles at this point, but he had not brought in new territory yet. If he took Germania, the Roman people would see him as the new Julius Caesar. Domitian did not have an heir, and Trajan had made sure to put people around Domitian that, created discord between Domitian and any apparent heir. For instance, Trajan’s people spread terrible rumors about Domitian’s cousin Flavios Clemens, and when Domitian wanted to exile his cousin to the new province in west Africa “Flavian” it was Trajan’s people that convinced Domitian to execute the man instead. Domitian had continually given his legions more and more power, and with this campaign in Germania, Trajan had control of forty legions. Trajan had also been consul twice. As long as Domitian died without an heir and Trajan succeeded in this campaign, he would have all the clout and power needed to become the next Emperor of Rome.

And so the day after the campaign began, Trajan patiently waited for messages from the twenty-four legions in the six different places in Germania. It was not a bad wait. When Arminius betrayed Rome half a century earlier, he used his Germanian warriors to ambush the Roman legions while they were spread out on a long Germanian trail. That would not happen again. The Roman legions were under orders to make wide trails through Germania’s thick forest. Each legion of five thousand men would cut fifty-foot-wide paths through their forest so the Roman legions could march in formation. The Germanic tribes would find it much harder to ambush a Roman legion marching in formation. If Germanian warriors wanted to attack the legions while they cut through their forest, that was fine as far as Trajan was concerned. He had an extra sixteen legions held back, waiting for Germania to commit their forces to one or more of the legions he sent forth. 

Each day the legions were expected to cut twenty miles of trail through the Germanian forest before building a castra to rest at night. While they were doing this, light calvary and lightly armored troops would act as scouts. Every time the legion cut a mile into the forest, a light cavalry scout would return to the communications tower and report it. Every time they spotted enemies, the light calvary would report it. Every time they burned a village, the light cavalry would report it.

In the meantime, two legions were waiting at each of the six crossing points, and two legions were waiting alongside Trajan. Whether Germania split their forces and attacked the six groups of legions or brought them together to attack one, Trajan did not care. He was ready.

And so Trajan waited on message after message. On the first day, messages came quickly, as light cavalry only had a few miles to ride before they reached sight of the communications towers. Then a week passed, and over the week, the legions made short work of any villages and warriors they found. Trajan was glad the soldiers showed restraint and just destroyed food stores. As the refugees made their way to other Germanian villages, towns, and cities, they would create problems as they consumed the food stores of the places they sought refuge in.

And so, day after day, his legions went deeper and deeper into Germania’s territory. Day after day, the emperor and the senate asked for reports, and both gave their thoughts to Trajan. Trajan was a bit surprised by the attention the senate was giving him, especially since the legions were loyal to the emperor, but he had a campaign to dwell on.

Within three weeks, the twenty-four legions found six different heavily fortified towns or cities and began the sieging process. In each place, three legions stayed at the siege while one went out and began destroying the food stores of every surrounding village and town that was not fortified. They were trying to make a food crisis for the winter. They were trying to force Germania to muster up an army, but it would take time. All the while Trajan had fourteen legions ready to assist whichever group was attacked first.

As Trajan’s legions began their sieges, he ordered the remaining legions to build six bridges at the six crossing points, and supply convoys began boldly crossing Germanian territory like it was Rome’s. Trajan was trying to force Germania to attack before they were ready, before they mustered all their forces because with the communications towers, he would be able to react far more quickly than any legion in history. And so he waited for Germania to become impatient and move too soon.

But while Trajan waited for Germania to gather their forces, the senate sent messages to Trajan daily asking for updates because they were waiting for the day when Trajan would be forced to focus on Germania instead of Rome.


Chapter 15 November 95 AD Missouri-Empowering Slaves
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Bobby had terrible intentions as he waited for Samoset to arrive in the village for trade. Bobby was there to set terrible events in motion so he could profit from the fallout on every side. But he had to wait for Samoset to show up.

As Bobby waited, along with a fleet of ships, supposedly their only purpose was to pick up the grain grown by Samoset’s slaves, he once again went out of his way to treat the enslaved villagers with respect and dignity. Every merchant with him did the same. The enslaved villagers were so defeated and downcast by the Wi that they were almost desperate for the kindness Bobby had shown ever since he met them. Bobby intentionally showed this kindness so they would trust him for the plan he was about to implement.

And so, as usual, Bobby had to wait days for Samoset to arrive. If Bobby had any doubt about his plan, the waste of time Samoset forced upon him every time Bobby wanted to trade with the man would have taken them away. Time was wealth, and Samoset gladly wasted both.

When Samoset finally arrived riding on the back of his buffalo, Bobby gave the man the biggest smile he could. A false merchant smile, but a smile nonetheless. Before Samoset could speak or even bring his buffalo to a halt, Bobby said, “I have wonderful news! I found a source of iron ore, and I can supply more fast-fire bows!”

Samoset clearly brightened as he heard the news but was also a little confused. “I am glad to hear that you can supply more, but I thought you said once you found a source of iron, you would be able to supply all my men with fast-fire bows.”

That had been the carrot Bobby had been dangling in front of Samoset ever since he met the man. The problem was that it was obvious that as soon as Samoset had what he wanted, he would kill Bobby. The man was a raider and murderer at heart.

Bobby winced, hesitated, and put on a very calculated show, “Well, I assumed that when I found a source of iron, they would sell me all the iron ore I needed. I was wrong. Since iron is so valuable, they are charging me ridiculous amounts of wealth for it and limiting the amount of iron they are trading to only about ten pounds a year. At this rate, it will take five or six years to get enough iron for your men’s fast-fire bows.”

Samoset frowned deeply, “That is unacceptable.”

“What can I do? If they do not trade with me, I have no way to get enough iron for your bows.”

“If they will not trade with you, then I will attack them. I will enslave them like I have enslaved these farmers, then you will have more than enough iron to make all the fast-fire bows that I need.”

“That’s a brilliant solution!” Bobby said it like Samoset would ever have done anything differently.

“Just tell me where these men are!”

“Cross the great river and follow it north. They have built walls of wood around their villages.”

Samoset’s forehead wrinkled. “Walls of wood like the Trade Alliance had?”

Bobby nodded, “Yes. Both the Trade Alliance and these people have access to iron, which is necessary to make walls of wood. I suspect every tribe that has access to iron will make walls of wood around their villages. But they do not have access to buffalo or fast-fire bows, unlike yourself.”

“It sounds like it will be harder to enslave those people than these weak farmers.”

Bobby decided to stroke the man’s ego. “You are an amazing warrior! You and your buffalo riders are the premier power of the land! It’s true the wooden walls will require you to bring most of your men, and because they have villages filled with iron, jewelry, beautiful women, and pelts, you will want to bring all of your men if only so you have enough men to bring back all the spoil. The thing is, I have been to those villages, and if your men capture the ones to the north, you will have more wealth than you ever dreamed!”

As soon as those words were said, Bobby watched as Samoset’s demeanor changed as he imagined his future wealth. In all honesty, it's why Bobby kept his words vague. Let Samoset imagine his version of great wealth.

Samoset was silent as he considered what to do, then after a minute, he turned to one of his buffalo riders and said, “Send a message to all the buffalo riders of the Wi. Tell all of them to meet at the northeastmost village on the Great River. All the men need to bring their camping equipment because from there, we will ride north and capture the iron villages. Once we capture them, Bobby will make sure every one of my men have fast-fire bows.”

When Samoset said everyone would get a fast-fire bow, the messenger’s eyes went wide, and he yelled out, “YES, SIR!” before turning his buffalo and galloping away.

Over the next few minutes, Bobby practically gave away the new fast-fire bows because Samoset promised cheap iron in the future. Bobby didn’t mind. It was just the cost of doing business. The cost of getting rid of this thorn in his side.

Samoset did not stay around long after they made their deal. Bobby, in contrast, dragged his feet staying as long as possible, while his merchants, with their apparently empty boats, began making their way across the Wi territory to the villages with the grain Samoset happily traded for Bobby’s trinkets.

Over the next week, while Bobby slowly loaded his ship with the slave’s grain, he watched as Wi buffalo riders passed through. The buffalo riders passed through in groups of no less than three. The largest group contained thirty men, albeit that particular group was made up of about twenty fourteen-year-olds.

Once a day had passed with no buffalo riders making their way through the slave village, Bobby asked to speak to the chiefs and elders of the village. They had some apprehension as Bobby met with them, but they were far more open with Bobby than with any of the Wi. It was a sign of the trust Bobby had built with them.

Bobby was the first to speak. “Since the Wi enslaved you, has there ever been a time when the Wi have shown up to your village angry about something that happened somewhere else?”

Several of the elders flinched, and one said, “Yes.”

“What happened?”

“Bad things, each time.”

“What is the worst thing that happened?”

The elders hesitated to speak. The chief looked at them, and saw they did not want to say, so he spoke, “The worst time was when one of the buffalo riders lost a brother. He came here, and the first man he saw, he beat up. He had five other buffalo riders with him, so we couldn’t do anything. After he was done beating the man, he stripped him naked, tied a rope to the man's scrotum, and then to his saddle. Then he dragged the man through the village. The other buffalo riders forced us to watch. After he was done dragging the man through the village, we could all see that his organs had been pulled out where his manhood once was. The buffalo rider who lost his brother got off his buffalo and began to curse the dying man while the other buffalo riders laughed and joked. They didn’t even let us bury the man once he died. Instead, they dragged him to the river and tossed him in.”

“So one of your people died because one buffalo rider was in a bad mood?”

“Yes. And that wasn’t the first time, just the worst time.”

“Samoset and his buffalo riders just left to head north to fight a group of people known as the Great Waters Tribe. I have been working with that tribe for around a year, preparing them to fight Samoset and his buffalo riders, so the Wi are about to lose a lot of men. How do you think they will react when they don’t just lose one or two brothers but half of their men?”

Surprise, shock, and fear crossed each man's face, and one elder began crying, “They are going to kill us all.”

Another said, “Our people are already dead.”

Bobby planned on smiling when he gave this news, but they were so distraught he said in a calm voice, with a neutral expression, “What if I gave you weapons? What if I gave all your men compound fast-fire bows.”

That calmed the elders down. The chief said, “That helps, but they still have buffalo, and we don’t.”

“You live near the river which has thousands upon thousands of trees along its banks. I will gladly give each of your men axes to cut those trees down and build fortifications around your village. You saw how Samoset acted when I mentioned the Great Water Tribe has fortifications. They put a hard stop to his buffalo riders. I am sure he will try to get through those fortifications in the north, but he will fail. If you build fortifications here, when he comes back, he will be in trouble.”

“Why would you do this for us?”

Bobby scoffed, “Why do you think? Samoset will kill me and my men as soon as he has what he wants. Furthermore, I am a merchant. What good does it do me to trade with Samoset for your goods when he has no qualms with killing you? If you die, he has nothing to trade, and he will just kill me and take my goods. The reality is that I want your tribe to be rich and wealthy, as that gives me more things to trade with other tribes. Samoset produces nothing but death. The sooner Samoset and his Wi are killed off, the better.”

The chief looked at the elders, and they looked back at the chief, and one elder said, “We have no choice.”

The chief looked back at Bobby and said, “We accept your offer, but what can one tribe do against all the buffalo riders of the Wi?”

“One tribe? You are just the tribe I am interacting with. My merchants are giving the same offer to every village under the thumb of the Wi. The Wi had to give us their locations to trade their grains for our goods after all. I do not know how long it will take for Samoset to bring his riders up north, nor do I know how long he will waste fighting the Great Waters Tribe, nor do I know how long it will take him to get back, so I need you to build your fortifications as quickly as possible.”

“Of course.”

“To add a carrot to the stick, as soon as you are done building the fortifications to my satisfaction, I will give you the location of one of the Wi encampments.”

“Wi encampment?”

“It turns out the Wi buffalo riders have a habit of collecting every pretty girl they can find and putting them in different camps because the Wi enjoy having nighttime companions as they travel from one place to the other. I know the location of dozens of the camps because when they trade for stuff, they like us to deliver it to their camps. I notice you do not have a lot of young women for your men to marry, thanks to the Wi bringing them to those camps. Once you finish building your fortifications, I will give you the location of the nearest one so that you have the women necessary to help your tribe grow.”

“Why?”

“I want the Wi wiped out. That won't happen if they can just go to their camps and recover after getting defeated by the Great Water’s Tribe and all the slave tribes we are rescuing. Their homes, their camps, must be destroyed. Honestly, I do not care if you take their women and children as your own or kill all of them. The camps need to go, or the Wi will always be a thorn in your side. But you must build fortifications first.”

The chief and elders considered Bobby’s words for seconds before the chief said, “I think this is our only opportunity to save ourselves from the Wi. Time is of the essence. Do we take Bobby’s deal?”

“Yes.” The elders spoke as one.

And so the slave tribe began preparing for war against their masters, and Bobby considered the entire thing to simply be the cost of doing business. That said, Bobby was only taking a calculated risk. Once the men were finished building the fortification, he would head south and allow the slaves to fight their masters. Hopefully, the slaves would win. No need to risk his life more than necessary.


Chapter 16 November 95 AD Cuba-Escalation
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It was the beginning of the season of war, and Balam had the honor of leading a thousand warriors to the cursed sea peoples’ home. Balam was a Mayan noble before he reluctantly submitted to the Totonac Emperor’s rule for the longboats he was now sailing to the island the cursed sea people came from. All of his sons were forced to marry the daughters of Totonac nobles, and their sons would become the next heirs to any property Balam’s sons inherited. Any of Balam’s grandsons who were born from women other than Totonac women were not allowed to be heirs, and so they were either sacrificed or demoted from a noble to a Jaguar Warrior.

Despite the cost, it was worth it. The previous year, Zuma was able to strike a mighty blow against the sea people, but despite that, they continued attacking. Balam’s goal was simple. He would fight and kill as many sea people as possible until they were either destroyed or agreed to fight honorably like the other Mesoamerican nations. Balam and all the Mayans and Totonacs were tired of the sea people’s raids.

As the ships sailed east, they carefully stayed in sight of one another until they finally saw the island in the distance. To their surprise, spotting the island was easy as the sea people had built a tall wooden tower with a fire burning brightly on the top. It slightly unnerved Balam since Zuma had said nothing about the tower. Despite that, the fleet sailed directly toward it.

As they approached, someone in the tower waved something in front of the fire. They continued this for a couple of minutes, then stopped. Balam realized the man must have been sending a signal, but when they did not respond, the man climbed down the tower, got on a giant deer, a buffalo, and fled. Nearly half an hour later Balam’s fleet landed, and when they saw that there was nothing of interest at the tower, they got back into their boats and began sailing east along the shore, ignoring the now empty tower. Unlike most armies of the day, Balam had been taught to fight honorably, so they did not destroy the tower as they left. Due to the rules of war of their people, and gods, total warfare was an alien concept to them.

In just a few hours, they found a town on the coast with a harbor and docks. There were no boats in the harbor, so it was clear that this town had already received word that they were coming. Balam took advantage of the empty docks and landed his boat on it, but he had far too many longships to dock all of them on the harbor, so many of them had to land on the beach.

Once ashore, the warriors gathered together in units and made their way to the town. Balam was not surprised that the town had a stone wall around it, as Zuma had explained that issue to him already. Balam was surprised by the deep ditch around the town, and the fact that somehow the gate into the town was on the other side of the moat.

Balam, with his forces acting as arrow fodder, walked around the town four times before acknowledging that his plan to have his jaguar warriors rush the gate and use their axes to break through it was no longer feasible. Part of the issue was the ten-foot deep, twenty-foot wide ditch between his warriors and the village. The other part of the problem was all the sea people that kept firing arrows at them. Enough arrows were flying at his soldiers that their cloth armor was not effective at stopping wounds or death. Cloth armor just didn’t cover every inch of skin on a warrior's body.

Balam was a bit lost and decided the best thing to do was to order one of the units to cross the ditch closest to the gate and see if they could somehow tear it down. The only problem was that he had to send Jaguar Warriors across instead of common warriors because common warriors did not carry axes. Axes were only reserved for Jaguar Warriors and nobles.

And so he watched as fifty jaguar warriors made their way into the deep ditch, and he was expecting them to climb up on the other side, but before all fifty of the jaguar warriors made it into the ditch, the last five turned around and ran back to him. All the while, the archers in the town rained arrows down at the men running. It was disconcerting because they were not shooting at the fifty jaguar warriors in the moat. He was so focused on the cowardly warriors running back that he did not notice the town's defenders throwing rocks into the ditch.

As the cowardly warriors ran to him, he watched as three of them were wounded by arrows, and as the arrows hit them in their exposed arms or legs, they fell, only to be pelted by more arrows until they were either dead or so covered in arrows they could not stand because of the weight. Two made it back to him, and even then, they looked like porcupines.

Balam was furious and yelled! “WHY DID YOU RUN FROM BATTLE!?”

One of the men said, “The Jaguar Warriors in front of us tried to cross the moat, but they only sank into the ground. The warriors that came behind them tried to stand on their heads and shoulders to cross, but that only pushed their heads into the ground. If we want to cross, we have to do something different.”

Balam was confused and said, “I need to see what's going on.” He turned to young nobles he was using as messengers and said, “Bring the archers forward. They will march with me to the ditch, firing at the defenders. I need to look down and see what happened with our warriors.”

They sprinted to bring the orders to the archers, and a few minutes later, two units of archers arrived. With Balam at the center of their formation, they marched forward, firing arrows at any defender that stuck their head over the wall. Neither side was particularly effective against the other, but that wasn’t the point. The archers gave Balam breathing room to reach the ditch, and once he looked down in it and saw the jaguar warriors stuck in the mud, his heart fell. None of the warriors even made it ten feet across the ditch, and worse, the moat was close enough to the walls that the jaguar warriors were killed by rocks thrown by the defenders instead of arrows. To make matters worse, even if the jaguar warriors made it to the other side, they would not have an easy time climbing out of the ditch, and even if they somehow managed, there was no footing for them to begin the work of cutting into the gate. Balam was in a very alien situation.

Balam ordered the archers to escort him back to the main force, and as they moved away from the gate, they continued their work of firing on any defenders they saw. Once they returned to the main force, Balam ordered his forces to set up camp and for the commanders of each unit to have a meeting with him. The force was pretty small, so it only ended up being twenty-five commanders. Most of them were commanders of fifty men, and the rest were the commanders of commanders.

Balam was the first to speak, “All of you saw the ditch going around the town. What most of you did not see was the bottom of the ditch was filled with soft dirt that sucks down men. When I went up there, I saw dozens of jaguar warriors that could not make it halfway to the other side. Even when they used each other as stepping stones, they simply pushed the other men’s heads under the muck. Once they were stuck, the town's defenders were able to throw rocks down and bash their brains in. After seeing that, I have one question. How are the people in that town able to cross the ditch? I know where the gate is. It’s the wooden part of the wall. Zuma told me about it. But how in the world are those people able to cross the ditch to get to the gate?”

One of the younger commanders said, “They must have a bridge.”

Balam was exasperated and asked, “Where is it? We saw no bridge when we came here.”

“Maybe it’s a rope bridge. We all saw the tower with the fire at the top. There was a man manning the tower. He signaled us, and when we didn’t signal back, he got on his giant deer and left. He must have had a good enough head start for them to remove the post connecting the rope bridge to the town.”

Balam’s mouth dropped open. That explanation fit his worldview. “So if they need a rope bridge to cross, and the rope bridge was removed, how do we get across?”

“We will have to build our own rope bridge.”

Balam considered it, then asked, “Let's say we built the rope bridge. How would we get it across the ditch? We already lost forty-five warriors, and we only started out with a thousand. Losing two or three hundred just crossing that span is not sustainable.”

The lowest commander of the group, the one who used to be a commoner before earning much merit in battle, said, “We should gather logs from the surrounding jungle and toss them in until they stop sinking. It will allow our men to cross with firm footing, and it will be far faster than trying to build a rope bridge.”

Balam smiled and said, “Brilliant idea. We will let the men sleep tonight, and first thing in the morning, they will gather logs and toss them into the ditch.”


Chapter 17 November 95 AD Cuba-Trevor’s Anger

Trevor was imagining all the horrible things he would do to any of the invaders who had the misfortune to be captured alive. A day ago, he received word that a large force was coming to attack them. The large force was in dozens of longboats, and it appeared many of the men in them were wearing jaguar pelts.

It wasn’t a lot to go on, but Trevor was glad to get that much. Until last year when his dad suggested lighthouses, no one but Landowners were allowed to have buffalo. Too much of a chance of a revolt. The problem was that after the Totonac had attacked them the previous year, they needed to reorganize their defenses, and one of the new defenses was an early warning system. John suggested that Trevor build tall towers with lights on top as navigational aids and lookout points. They put one at the edge of each village and town on the coast, but they also put them at the places that their longboats saw first when they returned from the mainland. The problem was the lookout points were only good if the lookouts could warn the villages before invaders could reach them, so the Landowners agreed to one lookout who was allowed to have a buffalo. The Landowners still greatly outnumbered the lookouts, but it was a worry nonetheless. With the Landowners intentionally limiting the number of lookouts, it meant that the lookout could only tell them when an attack was incoming, so Trevor did not have much information to go on.

Once Trevor got the news at his home on the Village on the Hill, it took no time to round up the Landowners to fight off these invaders. Most of the people who lived at the Village on the Hill were Landowners who had buffalo. They were either originally part of his wife's tribe when he married her or one of the many young men who came to Cuba seeking a better life away from the Trade Alliance. Trevor did not trust most of the people he ruled, but every man who was a part of the Village on the Hill understood that the rest of the island was against them, so they had to stand together to keep control. It's why it was the only place on the island with three hundred buffalo riders. If the other villages and towns revolted, they would be able to instantly deal with the problem. Although with the Totonac, or perhaps another Mesoamerican nation invading, it would be a political win. It would show how powerful Trevor and his Landowners were and how much the dirty, ignorant, lazy peasants needed them.

As Trevor and his Landowners rode out to deal with the invasion, he sent two of the youngest buffalo riders to two of the Sea Warden’s bases to move them to action. The invaders came by sea, and Trever fully expected them to flee when his riders came, so Trevor needed his Sea Wardens to sail out and stop any of the rats who managed to escape his Landowners.

As Trevor and his buffalo riders headed west, they had a big problem. They did not actually know where the invaders went. The Landowners were not about to let more people than necessary own buffalo, so they did not have the buffalo riders necessary to keep tabs on any invader that came to the island. The problem would be solved in a few years when the Landowner’s children were old enough to act as scouts, but until then, peasant uprisings were a much bigger danger than an invasion.

And so Trevor and his force headed west, stopping at every village along the coast, looking for the invaders. Each village kept their people close as the lookout had warned them of the invasion fleet on the way to the Village on the Hill. Despite the threat of invasion, there was a lot of work to be done, so the people stayed close so they could be productive while they waited for an invasion that might never come. The lighthouse at the edge of the village would give them an early warning if an enemy was coming, giving them plenty of time to return to the village.

Trevor passed through seven villages before finally coming across the besieged village. When Trevor showed up, he did not know what to expect, but he certainly did not expect to see the invaders scattered about the fields of the village, from the moat of the village to the surrounding jungle, carrying stuff and throwing it into the moat. As far as the buffalo rider in Trevor was concerned, this was the best outcome possible.

Trevor pulled his spear out of the sheath on his saddle and yelled out, “CHARGE CHARGE!”

Trevor’s Landowners were not a sophisticated force. They were little more than a posse, so they did not have instruments to send instructions across the battlefield. Instead, the Landowners who heard Trevor’s orders, copied Trevor and yelled out, “CHARGE CHARGE!” as they pulled their spears out of their saddle sheaths. As Landowners heard the orders, they shouted the orders for the rest to hear. And so, in less than a minute, every Landowner heard the order, shouted it for the rest to hear, pulled out their spears, and charged.

In contrast, the Totonac force was far more sophisticated, and as they saw the buffalo riders come out of the woods and begin spearing and trampling their people, they had no choice but to sound the retreat. Perhaps they would have made a different choice if their forces were together in a formation, but with them spread out, it was obvious this would be a slaughter, not a battle. Their forces were trained since childhood to immediately, without hesitation, follow any order, and so when the retreat was sounded, they immediately dropped whatever they were carrying and ran to their longboats.

And so the battle became a race to the longboats. Trevor exited the Cuban jungle a mile and a half away from the village. Everything between where Trevor exited the jungle and the village walls was fields, whereas the village walls were only about a quarter of a mile from the docks and shore. This was a race that many of the Totonac were going to win, but Trevor was going to do his best to make sure as many Totonacs as possible lost this deadly race.

The village was built on a piece of terrain that was a rather gentle slope going from the jungle to the sea, so Trevor had a good view of the Totonac’s that were making it back to their longboats and setting sail as he rode down the Totonac warriors, and either speared them or trampled them. Trevor did not count how many men he killed as he rode hard for the shore, as his attention was focused on all the rats getting away. Every time he saw a warrior reach a longboat, he cursed, and every time he saw one of the longboats raise sail and move out of reach, his fury grew. He did not like anyone taking what was his.

That said, the Totonac leadership had a different point of view. They saw giant deer racing out of the forest in a herd so large they could not count the number, only for the herd to break apart and run down every warrior in reach. As the warriors that were close to the longboats filled their ships, they left, glad to escape worthless deaths.

Within five minutes, every Totonac warrior was either sailing away or dead.

When Trevor saw the battle was over, he looked around and took a look at the village. The village in Trevor’s mind was not just the houses inside the wall, but it included everything that was carved out of the jungle. This was the fields, barns, docks, lighthouses, aqueducts, waterwheels, houses, and more. The walled-off portion of the village was just the portion that was fortified from invasion. As Trevor looked around, he was surprised to see that the Totonac had not vandalized the portions of the village they could reach, although he knew from experience that if they found anyone they would be killed. He found the unwillingness to cause vandalism to be an odd contrast to their willingness to murder others.

With the battle over, he told one of the Landowners, “Climb the lighthouse, and when the Sea Wardens sail by, send them a signal telling them to go after the Totonac. I do not want any of them reaching their shores, and they should try to capture some of them.”

The Landowner looked confused for a moment, “But the Totonac have a head start.”

Trevor laughed and said, “You need to get out and sail more. The Totonac copied our design of boat and sail, but their tacting skills are poor. The Sea Wardens should be able to catch up to them, but only if they know which direction they head in.”

The Landowner nodded and said, “Yes, sir.” And left to follow orders.

As the man left, Trevor headed to the village gate. Once he reached it, the village began lowering their drawbridge. As it lowered, Trevor looked down into the moat which was littered with logs, rocks, and bodies. The half of the moat that was closest to the village had a lot of rocks, clearly thrown from the village walls in defense of the village, and the other half was filled with logs and branches, clearly from the Totonacs trying to make a bridge to cross. Mixed in between were Totonac bodies, men who were trying to see if the bridge could hold their weight on the silt. Trevor was just happy that, once again, his father had been proven right.

As soon as the drawbridge fully lowered, Trevor’s buffalo made its way across the bridge to a waiting crowd of villagers who looked relieved and delighted to see had. Months ago, they had a very different look when the Landowners forced the villagers to dig the moats.

Trevor spoke to the crowd, “Because you followed my orders, you were safe from the wicked Totonac cowards, and as promised, when I heard of your plight, I gathered the Landowners and came straight here. Maybe you doubted it before today, but know this, you can trust the Landowners. We want what is best for you.”

Trevor could see the mixed emotions of the people in the crowd. Many of them were still resentful of being forced to join his nation, but he had just given them something else to consider. With his short speech out of the way, Trevor looked around and found the Landowner in charge of the village and said, “Take me to your house.”

The man nodded and began leading Trevor to his house. The people gladly made room for Trevor’s buffalo.

Once they were inside and away from listening ears, Trevor asked, “How did the moat and drawbridge work?”

“Brilliantly. Much better than I expected. Much better than the people expected. When the Totonac landed, they had more warriors than we had people in the village. I thought they would be able to easily overwhelm us, but once they reached the moat, they were totally lost, especially with the drawbridge up. They circled the entire village several times, trying to figure out what to do. I hoped they would move on, but they were too stubborn. They tried to have men cross the moat, but the silt made it hard for them to cross, especially since we threw rocks and fired arrows as they tried to figure out how to deal with it. This morning, they tried throwing things into the moat to make it possible to cross, and they were slowly succeeding, but you arrived before they could. They never had a chance to test our gate or wall. If they want to invade a village with a moat and drawbridge, they are going to have to bring a lot more warriors and have a better plan.”

“That’s why I am sending the Sea Wardens after them. The Totonic or someone else will come again, and I want them unprepared for the moats and drawbridge.” And so Trevor and the Landowner of the village spent the next two days going over what worked, what they could do better, and overseeing the clean up after the battle. The most difficult part was removing all the waste the Totonac threw into the moat, and since the moat was filled with silt, it was no easy task.

After two days, the Sea Wardens returned. Yaholo’s longboat was the first to land at the dock. Trevor had received word from the lookout in the lighthouse, and so he was waiting. Trevor was impatient, so as Yaholo’s boat landed, Trevor called out from the dock, “How did it go?”

Yaholo had a huge grin on his face and began talking as his sailors secured the longboat to the dock. “It went really well. Although these guys are better warriors than our men, they are lousy sailors. Despite their head start, we easily caught up to them. We had some problems boarding their ships as, like I said, they are better warriors than our men, and I think we lost a Sea Warden for every one of their warriors that we killed or captured, but we badly outnumbered them, and they struggled to fight on the sea, unlike our men. It doesn’t do much good to be a superior fighter at sea when random waves make you lose your footing.”

“Did you capture anyone?”

“Yes, a few dozen. Although many of their warriors fought hard and killed some of our men, they had a handful of warriors who were too sick from the waves to put up any fight at all. But those men are not the real prize. I caught the commander of their forces. He alone killed fifteen of my men, but since I promised Landowner positions to everyone on the longboat that captured him, he was taken alive with only a dozen or so broken bones.” Trevor did not mind this. They needed more Landowners as they were struggling without enough administrators.

Yaholo turned back to the ship and said, “Bring up their leader.” Yaholo’s Sea Wardens laughed cruelly as they lifted a broken man up and put him on the docks in front of Trevor. Trevor looked at the men carrying the man and noticed they were wearing jewelry, Mayan woven clothing, and feathers that they likely did not have before. Clearly, they stripped the leader of his fine things.

Trevor, noticing the Mayan clothing stolen by the sailors, spoke to the man in Mayan that he learned from his slave wives, “Are you the leader of this group?”

The man gave Trevor a hateful stare, “Yes.”

“I notice my men are wearing Mayan clothing. I was expecting Totonac.”

“Because of your constant attacks on our coast, we had no choice but to join the Totonacs, if only to get longships so we could attack you.”

“You know I can not let this stand.”

The man laughed, “Is your pitiful little force going to attack Totonac? Most of our towns have more warriors than you have people, much less our cities.”

“If you have so many people, why were my men able to overwhelm you with numbers?”

“We just didn’t have enough longships. In a year or two, we will build enough to overwhelm your island with numbers.”

That statement took all the mirth out of Trevor. His smile disappeared, and his face grew hard. As Yaholo and the sailors saw Trevor’s demeanor change, their smiles disappeared.

Trevor considered the man's words for a while before saying, “It’s true your people outnumber us, and if you could bring your people here today, you would overwhelm us, but you cannot do that today. Here’s the thing, my slave wives have told me how your culture works. I know your men go to war this time of year, every single year, so I am going to gather my men and go to your cities, and we are going to take your wives and your daughters while your men are away at war. Once we have your wives and daughters, they will give birth to our sons. It may take a few years, but if we take enough of your women, we will be the ones to outnumber your people.”

The man smiled and said, “Try it.”

Trevor turned to the sailors and said, “Drag him to the village and peel his skin off.”

As they went to obey his orders, Yaholo asked, “Is it wise to bring more of their women to this island?”

“What other choice do we have? They already outnumber us. The more women we take from them, the fewer people they can produce, and the more we can. Furthermore, I fear revolt as we keep forcing more and more villages on this island to join us. If the men have five or six wives and twenty or thirty children, they will be so overwhelmed they will never be able to form a revolt. They will be too focused on their families. The way I see it, my plan takes away the Totonac and the peasant's ability to attack us. I am calling for all available men to attack the Totonac and Mayans again and telling them they are only allowed to return once they have at least one woman.”


Chapter 18 November 95 AD Himyarite-Peace Conference with the Rebels
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King Zamir was surrounded by camel-mounted royal guards as he made his way to the neutral meeting point in the desert. He was very unhappy he had to make peace with Yuhahmid, but it was either make peace with the traitor or lose half of his kingdom to Aksum. Fortunately, Yuhahmid was not a stupid man. He was not going to risk losing everything by continuing his rebellion during a full Aksum invasion. King Zamir was not a stupid man either. Although he wished he could execute the traitor, Aksum’s invasion made it impossible. All of Zamir’s advisors commented on the irony that Yuhahmid started his rebellion thanks to an Aksum invasion and was now ending it because of a greater Aksum invasion.

Zamir smiled when he saw Yuhahmid’s banners in the distance. Yuhahmid had already set up camp because of his numerous defeats. He was eager to join with his king to claw back some of his territory. 
Aksum did not have a difficult time taking Yuhahmid’s cities because Zamir’s forces had spent months sieging them, and because the royal forces followed Chuki’s advice and sent deadly plagues into the cities, making them rather soft for the fresh Aksum forces. Now that Zamir was forced to forgive and ally himself with the rebels once again, Chuki was riding with them, alongside several of her whores, to treat any lingering diseases Yuhahmid’s forces still had.

King Zamir’s force boldly headed toward Yuhahmid’s camp. Both sides could do the math. Neither side had enough soldiers to fight off Aksum alone. With a common threat, there was almost no chance of betrayal from either side.

As the King, his royal guard, several of his nobles, and their guards made their way through the camp, Yuhahmid’s forces did not bat an eyelash. Perhaps this would be disconcerting to a child who still believed in good guys and bad guys, but the camps were filled with men who understood the political realities of life. They rebelled because their noble, Yuhahmid, told them to. It was no longer in Yuhahmid’s best interest to rebel, far from it; now Yuhahmid needed to side with his king to fight Aksum, so now they were allies. Yuhahmid’s force didn’t even have hard feelings as King Zamir made his way through their camp. Why hold on to old grudges when you needed old enemies to be allies? King Zamir’s forces felt the same as they made their way through the camp. These men were not children. They let old grudges die so they could deal with new enemies.

Zamir was relieved his journey was over when he finally saw Yuhahmid standing outside in the hot desert sun. Standing next to Yuhahmid were a couple of nobles that Zamir recognized. It was clear they were only there to speak for the nobles who were fighting Aksum forces and thus could not attend. Zamir and his Royal guards had their camels kneel, and then, as a group, they met Yuhahmid and his nobles. Following closely behind King Zamir were a few of his nobles and Chuki.

As King Zamir made his way to Yuhahmid, he limped. Several months ago, he injured himself when he heard the news of Aksum’s invasion and beat the messenger to death. He broke several small bones in his hands and feet and was still struggling with a limp, but it was slowly getting better.

Eight of King Zamir’s royal guards formed a ring around him as he walked toward Yuhahmid and his allied nobles. When the King was just a few feet away from him, he asked, “Do you surrender? Are you done with this foolish war?”

Yuhahmid frowned and said, “I do. I see now that I was foolish to rebel due to the change in the value of our perfumes. I and all the nobles still allied with me submit to your authority to defend from our real enemy, Aksum, and take our territory back from them and to punish the nobles that have betrayed us to them.”

“I accept your surrender, and as a sign of my mercy, I will allow you and all the nobles to divide the property of the nobles that betrayed Himyarite and joined Aksum.” Zamir knew that the nobles on his side would not be thrilled about that decision, but if Yuhahmid’s nobles were going to join this fight, they had to have some sort of reward, or they might as well join Aksum.

“Thank you for your kindness.”

“Now that we have that unpleasantness out of the way, I need to know, how much of your territory was taken by Aksum?”

Yuhahmid’s lips tightened. It was clear that he was not happy about this conversation, “Everything on the coast of the Red Sea was taken. They also managed to capture two of our cities in the interior. That said, their forces are spread out. It appears that they were trying to capture as much territory as they could as quickly as possible since they sent several seiging forces to two dozen of my cities. If my forces join yours, we should be able to take out all the Aksum armies currently involved in sieges.”

King Zamir nodded and said, “That sounds acceptable. I will lead our forces against Aksum with you by my side.”

“If you lead, then I will follow.”

Everyone in the meeting accepted this as a fair deal. The best part was that neither side could assassinate the other because it would give the impression that a purge was about to take place. The biggest problem that could happen would be if either King Zamir or Yuhahmid died of natural causes. Nobody would believe it, and half the army would desert at the first opportunity to get away from what looked like quiet executions.

King Zamir turned and said, “Chuki, come forward.” A woman Yuhahmid did not recognize came forward. King Zamir explained, “This is Chuki. She was made the wife of General Bayin during his invasion of Paulsland. She is also the mother of his heir and the grandmother of my son's heir.”

Yuhahmid’s face showed clear surprise, but he stayed silent as King Zamir continued, “She was educated in the medical arts in Paulsland, and she helped Bayin during his failed invasion of Paulsland and my forces when you were foolishly trying to take over the kingdom. She is so knowledgeable and important I put her in charge of all medical issues for my forces, and as we combine our forces, she will continue being in charge of the health of our soldiers.”

When it was clear that King Zamir was done speaking, Yuhahmid turned to the woman and asked, “Why should I listen to you?”

Chuki gave the noble a haughty look and said, “Because I managed to kill more of your soldiers than King Zamir’s soldiers.”

Yuhahmid frowned and asked, “What do you mean you killed more of my soldiers than King Zamir’s forces? I did not see you on the battlefield.”

“Didn’t you notice that your men were constantly suffering from sickness? How you had far more sick men than you have ever had on any campaign?”

Yuhahmid hesitated, “Yes.”

“I instructed King Zamir’s forces how to fight in a way that made your forces sick while keeping King Zamir’s army healthy. Now that we are allies, I will share that knowledge.”

“No need. We had Paulsland merchants point out how sick our forces were, and they sold us medicine that fixed our men right up.”

It was Chuki’s turn to be confused. “What do you mean they sold you medicine?” Then Chuki turned and looked around the camp and said, “Even though you just set up this camp, it is filthy, and if you do not want your men getting sick, there is much you need to change.”

“What are you talking about? Why would we make changes when Paulsland medicine fixes everything.”

Chuki did not like the sound of that, and she grew very suspicious. “Show me this medicine.”

Yuhahmid was confused by Chuki’s concern, but he did what she asked. He turned to a servant and said, “Bring the Paulsland medicine.” While they waited, Chuki went into great detail about the changes she would be making to Yuhahmid’s military camps. The only good news in the entire discussion would be that her prostitutes would be in charge of keeping everything clean. Besides that, it was all bad news as far as Yuhahmid was concerned. He would have some discipline issues when whores told his men to keep their camps clean, but Yuhahmid would cross that bridge when he came to it.

A few minutes later, a servant returned with the medicine and handed it to Chuki. She went through several bottles, then stopped when she got to the pain medicine and asked, “Who have you given this to?”

Yahamid looked at the bottle and then said, “Oh, that? The Paulsland merchants gave us a bottle of that for free every time they sold us medicine. They said that in order to make the other medicines work, our soldiers needed to take them. It appeared to work really well since all our men felt better within minutes of taking it. It also makes our men fight better. They fight without fear.”

“The medicine they are giving you for free is known as concentrated opium. It is such a good pain killer that a surgeon is able to cut a man open without him feeling it. It is also far more addictive than wine. Most of the soldiers you gave it to will want and demand more. Worse, unless your men needed surgery or amputation, they did not need to take concentrated opium. The only reason why those Paulsland merchants gave it to you was to make your men dependent on them.”

“So what if it's like wine? Most of my best soldiers are hopeless drunkards.”

“Where can you get wine?”

“Everywhere.” Yuhahmid laughed as he said this since it was obvious.

“Where can you get the concentrated opium?”

Yuhahmid’s mouth dropped as he realized the implication, “Just Paulsland.”

“I know how to make concentrated opium, but I do not have the poppy seeds needed for it. Pray that the concentrated opium is not cut off from us. I am sure you have seen what happens to a drunkard who goes a few weeks without wine. That is nothing compared to what happens to men who get cut off from concentrated opium.”

Yuhahmid’s heart fell in fear. “I need to see what happens when a man is cut off from concentrated opium.” Yuhahmid turned to one of his guards and said, “Find an unruly soldier who has been taking concentrated opium. I need to see what happens when we cut him off.”

Without hesitation, the guard left to follow Yuhahmid’s order. In the coming days, as they watched a soldier go through withdrawals, the nobles grew grateful for Chuki as she had just warned them of a problem Paulsland had put in their military. Despite that, they did not know what to do as one in five of Yuhahmid’s soldiers was already addicted to the drug, alongside half the nobles, including Yuhahmid. For the moment, they decided to continue trading with Paulsland until the war with Aksum was over, as they could not afford to go through withdrawals while they were fighting off an invasion.

Chuki warned King Zamir not to take the concentrated opium, but his hands and feet hurt, so he began taking the drug. He was now a hundred percent dependent on Paulsland for the drug. Albeit he had to get it through the rebels since Paulsland still refused to trade with him.


Chapter 19 December 95 AD Paulsland Capital-Hall of Representatives

Paul was in his office writing down notes as he waited for the clock to strike twelve. At that time, he would head to the Hall of Representatives and meet with them during their first day of work.

The previous month, during the planting festival, every village that met the requirements for a representative voted for one, which meant there were five hundred and sixty-three representatives of the people. Nearly every village in the Forest, Coastal, and Great Lakes provinces qualified to send a representative. If the villages in the savannah provinces, the three provinces taken from the Himyarites, and the new Madagascar province qualified to send a representative from each of their villages, it would add around another two hundred and thirty representatives.

These men represented around three hundred thousand people, and the villages without representatives represented around a hundred and forty thousand people. Currently, the average family in Paulsland had six children, and that number was growing at an astounding rate. Nineteen in twenty children born in Paulsland make it to their seventh birthday. If this continued, then in another twenty or thirty years, Paulsland will have the population to fight toe to toe with any other nation on earth… assuming they do not copy Paulsland’s baby boom.

As Paul waited, he heard an expected knock, and Paul said, “Come in.” Three young men were let in by Paul’s guards. These three men were still in their early twenties. They were the Representatives of their provinces. Unlike the Representatives of the People, they were chosen by a majority vote of the chiefs of their provinces. 

One of the men said, “Thank you for inviting us here today.”

“Don’t thank me yet. There are just three of you compared to the almost six hundred People's Representatives. I am pretty sure you three will be ignored until the People’s Representatives figure out that for their laws to pass, two out of three of you have to vote for it. Once that happens, you will become very popular.”

“I think we can handle it. Why did you want us to come here today?”

“There are just three of you, and I wanted to introduce you to the People’s Representatives and remind them that if they want to pass a law, they have to get two out of three of you to agree with them.”

“Do you think it will be difficult?”

“For most things, no, but for the budget, yes. One of the jobs of your two halls, the People’s Hall, and the Provinces Hall, is to determine how much money will remain in the villages to be spent by the chiefs and how much will be brought to the capital to be spent from here. Remember, households can only be taxed ten percent, and that tax is collected by the villages before being sent to the capital. The two halls will determine how much of the tax is left in the villages and how much is sent to the capital. The People’s Representatives will naturally want to bring as much tax money to the capital for them to distribute as possible because the more the people perceive them as giving the people goods and services, the more likely they will win reelection. You three, on the other hand, represent the chiefs, who will want to keep as much tax money in their village as possible. The two halls will naturally be adversaries when it comes to the budget, which will force both halls to look at the budget closely and figure things out.”

The surprised look on the Province Representatives' faces showed they had never thought about it. Paul said, “Don’t worry. We have a few things to deal with before your two halls start figuring out the budget. In fact, we do not need a budget until July. I think it will take that long for both halls to go through our records and hammer some things out. That said, I wanted you to be aware and prepared for the budget battles ahead of time.”

“Why?”

“Because we have almost four hundred thousand people that depend on the budget we set, and well, you guys are standing between the capital and the chiefs. You have the most delicate situation. You have to explain your decision to the People’s Representatives and the chiefs that elected you before convincing both sides to compromise. You three will work harder on the budget than anyone else… at least until there are more Province Representatives.” Paul left out the fact that since the entire government was working with a ten percent tax and no more, no one could cheat and raise funding another way. He was also leaving out the fact that whatever the budget left behind to the chiefs, the chiefs then had to work with their province governor to figure out how much went to the province and how much stayed with the villages. Paul was intentionally making a nation with a strong central government, and a strong local government but a weak provincial government.

“That’s a lot of responsibility put on us. Why did you set things up this way?”

Before Paul could speak, one of the guards knocked on the door and said, “Sir, it is twelve o’clock.”

Paul told the guard, “Thank you.” Before turning back to his three guests and saying, “Come with me, and I will explain things on the way.” The men gladly followed Paul as he led them to the Hall of Representatives in the western portion of the city. It was built on the north bank of the Zambezi River. As they walked, Paul told them of the United States government, what he thought worked, what he thought didn’t. Then he explained that he had to affix those ideas into a monarchy because the people of Paulsland wanted a singular ruler they could look up to or cast blame on if things failed. The three men were very surprised that King Paul did not like the idea of a monarchy but accepted it as the best alternative only because he was King. Despite that, being King had cost him a lot. Before King Paul could explain how he never wanted a second wife, how he never wanted to lead children to their deaths, how he did not like to take gambles with thousands of lives on the line, how he felt that his children lived in a gilded cage, they reached the People’s Hall.

The People’s Hall was a stone building with a thirty thousand square footprint. It was a very simple building. In fact, the reason why Paul called it a hall was because it was one room with a ceiling held up by stone arches. Paul expected there to be thousands, perhaps over ten thousand representatives in time, so five hundred thousand square feet was set aside for a future hall. For the time being, that area was made into herb gardens and dirt walkways. The Provinces Hall was under construction directly across the river from it. Paul did not like the idea of the two halls being too friendly or too separated.

That said, Paul had no idea how many men would end up representing the provinces over the next decade. It was utterly dependent on how many provinces formed, as a province could be formed at any time by twenty connected villages that qualified to have a representative. To Paul’s knowledge, every village qualified to form a new province was content with their province at the moment. The maximum number of Provence Representatives they could have with their current number of villages was thirty-nine for the first election, and after six years and two more elections, it could end up as high as one hundred and seventeen, but that was an unlikely extremely high number. It would require the maximum number of provinces allowed in Paulsland. Although that was just the number technically allowed right now, Paulsland was steadily growing, so who knew how high the number would go?

As always, Paul’s guards went ahead of him and into the building first. Which meant the People’s Representatives were ready when their King entered. When they saw their King, the People’s Representatives started cheering. This irritated Paul greatly. The purpose of the representatives was to get work done, but it looked like he would have to hold their hands. Paul was not exactly surprised at this. Their role in Paul’s government was little different from a congressman’s role in the U.S., at least how Paul envisioned how Congress was supposed to work, but to get the job, most of the representatives had to run on being the best advisor to the King instead of being the best representative of the people in the village. Paul could not wait for these men to start fighting with the Representatives of the Provinces so they would forget about kissing his butt. Paul needed administrators, not sycophants.

Paul headed to the middle of the crowd, and the representatives gladly parted to let him through. The building and job were so new that they had not decided if the representatives would stand or sit yet, so right now, all of them stood to do their job; as such, as Paul walked toward the center, the representatives gladly stepped aside to let their King through, clapping, smiling, and yelling cheers of encouragement with a heavy helping of whoops. It honestly reminded Paul of North Korea, where the party’s congress, or whatever they called their legislative body, was afraid to be the first one to stop cheering, except his people were legitimately enthused with their beloved King.

When Paul reached the center, the three Province Representatives in tow, he raised his hand, and after a little while, things quieted down, and any representative that could not see due to a pillar moved to better see and hear their beloved King. “Thank you for coming today. Thank you for representing your villages. Although this is the first meeting of the Hall of Representatives, there is not a lot of fanfare. The people are not outside the Hall waiting to cheer as you come by, and that’s fine. You are here today to work. Despite that, all of you have my admiration. Thank you for coming.

“Now, I would like to get down to business. By July, I need the two halls, the People’s Hall, and the Provinces Hall, to work together and hammer out a budget, but since that will take another seven months, there is no need to hurry. Currently, Paulsland has nearly eight hundred villages, but we need the representatives to work out how to define a village so that in the future, as new villages are created or one village is split into two or more villages, they will receive their proper representation, but that conversation will again take months. Our brilliant medical doctors have discovered that anyone who contracts cowpox will not get smallpox. This body must look at all the data, talk to the surgeons who did the study, bring in the POWs who were experimented on, and make a decision on whether we will require the people of Paulsland to intentionally contract cowpox or not and at what age we will require it or allow it, but again that conversation will take months. The most pressing issue, and the one I would love to hear your thoughts on today, is how can we make our judicial system better? Nearly a year ago, the Constitution created the judge and jury system, but the rules that govern the system are rather sparse; are there any improvements that we can make to the system?”

Almost instantly, dozens of hands went up. Paul smiled; these young men, these leaders, were still just schoolboys at heart doing what they were taught to do in class. Months ago, Paul let them know that the judicial system would be the first subject that the representatives would deal with, and it appeared these men had done their homework as any good schoolboy would.

As Paul was deciding which hand he would choose, he took a closer look at these young men. Paul’s Constitution limited who could be a representative to those who went to a Paulsland school as a child. The oldest school was started just twenty-two years ago, and the oldest child in the first class all those years ago was just eleven years old. He is thirty-three years old now. That thirty-three-year-old man was not in the hall today. As Paul looked across the hall, he couldn’t help but recognize that there were very few men in their late twenties in the hall. Most were in their early twenties, and a handful were in their late teens. Due to the circumstances of Paulsland, these young men were all husbands and fathers. If Paul had to guess, ninety percent of them brought their wives and children to the capital, and if they were an average Paulsland man, they had six children waiting for them at home. Standing before Paul was a bunch of men that, yes, wanted to please their King but also wanted a better future for their children.

After considering what kind of future these men would create, Paul picked a young man who looked like he had a good set of lungs. The young man smiled, clearly thrilled to be the first representative in Paulsland’s history to be picked by the King, and after a moment's hesitation, he said, “Judges need more authority in their court. I think it is wise that if a judge misbehaves in front of a jury, the jury can hold him accountable, but this has led to judges being far too permissive of bad behaviors in their courtroom.”

Paul smiled. He agreed with the young man's assessment, and so he said, “I agree.” The young man gleamed with pride. “So what is the solution?”

The young man’s eyes went wide. “Um, I don’t know.”

Paul sighed and said, “Pointing out problems is easy. Most people are right when they point out a problem. What is far harder and far rarer is finding a solution to problems. I have over five hundred of you here. Most of you told your village to vote for you so you could advise me. Well, here I am, advise me. We have a problem with judges not getting the respect they deserve and judges permitting bad behavior in their courts. What is a solution?”

One brave soul pushed through the crowd of representatives and said, “I have an idea that should work.”

Paul couldn’t help but chuckle. Paul was still a teacher at heart, and this was the kid in class begging to answer the question instead of blurting out the answer. Paul smiled as he said, “Sorry, I am not laughing at you, just the situation. Please tell me your idea.”

“When judges see bad behavior in court, they should ask the jury to decide right there if the misbehaving individual should be flogged.”

Paul’s eyebrow furled, and he said, “Explain.”

“One of the first trials I saw was a divorce. The couple ignored all the questions the judge asked and fought like two little children. Eventually, one of the jurors stood up and asked if the couple could be flogged for acting like misbehaving children. The rest of the jury agreed, and once they got their spanking, they forgot all about their divorce. I think we should give judges the right to flog misbehaving people in the court, or if it’s a jury trial, the judge should ask the jury if the misbehaving individual needs an attitude adjustment.”

As the man talked, the other representatives smiled and nodded in agreement. Paul said, “Write out the law, and if over sixty percent or three hundred and thirty-eight of your fellow representatives agree, then it will go to the Hall of the Province Representatives, and if they agree, then I will sign it.” That’s when Paul winced. He just gave his support to the law by saying he would sign it if it passed, so it was no surprise when it passed unanimously. That’s when Paul had to spend the rest of the week working with them to find a practical way to count so many votes and to make sure the votes were public for all time.

In the coming weeks, Paul figured out some of the problems with having so many young men in charge of writing laws. They were impatient and made many decisions too swiftly. Another one was that they were far too quick to be offended and fight. Despite that, Paul still considered these young men, who went through his school's indoctrination program, to be the best political figures in the world.


Chapter 20 December 95 AD Rome-Imperial Crown

Titus Petronius Secundus, the prefect in charge of the praetorian guard, was patiently waiting for news of Trajan’s war with Germania.  Everything was ready for the assassination of Domitian except for one thing. They needed to wait for Trajan to commit to the battle with Germania.

Trajan currently controlled forty legions; twenty-four were devastating Germania on six different battlefields, and fourteen were held in reserve for when Germania managed to muster an army. The only reason why Trajan was given so many legions was because the communications towers created significant stability within the empire. Before the communication tower network was built, legions had to be scattered everywhere to quickly deal with any rebellion, but thanks to the communication tower network, Rome knew within a day if there was trouble in any part of the empire that had towers. This allowed Rome to significantly reduce the number of legions maintaining the peace in the empire, allowing Trajan more than enough legions to start his campaign in Germania.

The problem with assassinating the emperor was that once Domitian died, Trajan had fourteen legions on hand to make himself emperor. If he had to invade Rome to become emperor, he had the legions to push his claim. Titus needed Trajan to be tied up for a few months to make that inadvisable.

This is what made political assassinations so complicated. You couldn’t just kill the man. You had to set up things so the right person was in position to take power. Who that right person was is the question. Currently, the senate was paying Titus the most to kill the emperor. They spent months out of the public eye debating who the next emperor should be, never coming to a definitive answer, but with the opportunity to kill the man who had killed so many senators and the man threatening to destroy their houses, they had to come to a decision so they chose Nerva. The irony was that Nerva was practically the only man in the palace that didn’t want Domitian dead. In backroom deals, the senate chose Nerva because he was old. It would give the senate time to figure out who should replace Nerva once he died.

One of the things that made this assassination so complicated was that Domitian did not have an obvious heir. Domitian’s only son died at the age of three, and Domitian’s closest relative, a cousin, was executed by Domitian under the urging of Trajan. It was obvious that Trajan was aiming for the imperial sword and crown. The senate was often at odds with the Roman military, so they did not want Trajan to become emperor. In fact, the senate, in a way to expedite the timing of the assassination, convinced Domitian’s wife, Longina, that her life was in danger, which brought her into this plot as well.

As far as Titus knew, nobody wanted Longina to die except for Earinus the eunuch. Nerva was ambivalent as to whether she lived or died. The senate and Trajan did not want Domitian to remarry because if he did so, he would only remarry to have an heir and that would complicate their schemes.

The senate had another to fear Domitian remarrying. Domitian would not be interested in some fifteen-year-old virgin; instead, he would take a senator's wife who had proved that she could bear children. Domitian already did that once when his father was emperor. Its how Domatian married Longina. No senator wanted to suffer the shame of another man taking his wife. No, Longina was very safe and would be protected; she just didn’t know it.

Titus had to wonder if Domitian knew how hated he was. The Pratorean hated him because he was shipping in more gold from the Flavian province in West Africa, but they did not see a pay increase, unlike the legions. The senate hated him because he kept executing them and taking away their power. The eunuchs he slept with hated him for taking away their manhood. His wife feared him because she could not give him an heir and believed her days were numbered. His generals envied him because he was the emperor, and they wanted his position. The servants of the palace hated and greatly feared him because Domitian kept executing them. Most recently, he executed his chamberlain, Parthenius. It was a risk to allow the unhinged emperor to continue living, but they had to wait to kill the emperor until Trajan was occupied.

And so Titus moved his office near the communications tower and greedily read every report. Meanwhile, Domitian continued putting more pressure on the senate and executed a few more servants, while Earinus stirred up discontent with everyone in the palace.

Then on the first day of December, Titus received the news he was looking for. An army of sixty thousand Germania warriors met one of the six forces Trajan sent into Germania, finally forcing Trajan to move, and proving the worth of the communications towers. Trajan had sent out six different forces of four legions (twenty thousand men each) into Germania. Each force was bogged down at a walled town or city, but that was just a pretense to draw an army of Germania forces, to give the impression that a large enough Germania force could take out each force one by one while their walled-off settlements held them off throughout the winter, but that was the trap. The force of twenty thousand men that was attacked by the sixty thousand strong Germania force immediately began retreating, but thanks to light calvary acting as messengers between the six forces and the communications towers, it only took days for the other five forces to find out that an army was attacking one of them.

Once they heard the news, they loaded their catapults with clay jars filled with coal oil. Rome had a long history of launching flaming pots of olive oil at enemies. They learned the tactic when they first fought enemies that used war elephants, and over time, they used it where appropriate. Olive oil does not burn hot enough to burn wood, but coal oil was another matter entirely, and so with Germania’s main force occupied with one of the six forces, the other five forces immediately began launching burning pots of coal oil at the wooden fortifications of the Germanian settlements. Those who survived and were not too badly burned would be sold as slaves to pay for this war.

Domitian was the only man in his palace that was concerned with the burning of Germania fortifications. It meant that his campaign was going well. Everyone else in the palace was interested in Trajan's campaign. With the exception of Domitian, everyone in the palace felt relief when Trajan took his fourteen reserve legions and went to meet the sixty thousand Germania warriors, but it was not time for the assassination yet. Days passed as Trajan’s seventy thousand legionnaires moved to meet up with the twenty thousand that were retreating from Germania’s army. Then word reached Titus, “Trajan is leading the battle against Germania.”

Titus turned to one of his Praetorian guards, “Let Epaphroditos know that Domitian has come to a decision. He is to be executed for allowing Emperor Nero to kill himself, but the Praetorian feel this is unfair and so will turn a blind eye when he sneaks a dagger with him to appeal his decision to Domitian. Also, remind Epaphroditos that Domitian does not ever grant an appeal.”
The Praetorian smiled as he went to deliver the devastating news. Most of the Praetorians knew about the plot and knew they would get a bonus as soon as the emperor was dead, assuming of course he died at the right time, by the right hands. The Praetorian remembered well what happened the last two times they openly killed an emperor. Nobody wanted another purge. As the Praetorian left to find Epaphroditos, Titus made his exit. He wanted to be as far away from this assassination as possible.

The Praetorian guard tasked with delivering the message to the assassin spent the next few minutes walking to where he knew Epaphroditos was. During that walk, he had to get the smile off his face and replace it with a stern look. It was hard because he was about to have enough gold coins to spend an entire month in the brothel. Despite the bonus he was about to get, he managed to put a stern look on his face as he met Epaphroditos.

As he came into Epaphroditos’s office, he noticed parchment neatly placed around the office and several ink wells and pins. Epaphroditos had been a secretary since before Nero was emperor and knew many secrets. That did not make him unique in the slightest. What did make him unique was that somehow he had earned Domitian’s ire and knew it. He was by no means the only servant in the palace to do so, but he was the most convenient for the Praetorian's purpose. This assassination attempt was by no means dependent on Epaphroditos; a week earlier or later, and they may have chosen a different servant, slave, or secretary. They had to be flexible because this assassination was dependent on when Trajan fought Germania’s army.

Epaphroditos looked at the Praetorian with a bit of fear and asked, “What do you need?”

“I hate to tell you, but Domitian has decided that you are to be boiled alive.”

Epaphroditos teared up and said, “What? No, no, no. I faithfully served him. I faithfully served every emperor.”

“Domitian is growing more and more concerned about assassination attempts, and since you were there when Nero killed himself, he thinks you may have helped, and so he wants you gone.” The Praetorian knew he was lying. Domitian had not made up his mind on the subject yet.

“So that’s it. I am going to die after serving the empire for decades? I am an old man, but you are still young. How long until the emperor decides to kill you out of fear? How many senators, soldiers, servants, slaves, and family members does that man have to kill before you fight back?”

“There is truth to your words, and you are fortunate enough to be a Roman citizen, so you can appeal your execution directly to the Emperor, but you know how Domitian feels about appeals.”

Epaphroditos frowned and said, “Instead of boiling me alive, he would crucify me.”

“If you are going to die anyway, why don’t you take out the Emperor? The Praetorian would even protect your house when you are gone. Even give your family gold.”

“What? Why would you do that?”

“Because Emperor Domitian is killing senators, servants, soldiers, slaves, and anyone else he can get his hands on. Yes, Emperor Domitian has been good for the empire as a whole, but for individuals in the palace, he has all too often been a death sentence. I am okay with fewer monuments being built if it means that I do not get executed because of who I was around a decade ago.”

“Do you promise to protect my house?”

“Of course.” And he meant it. Epaphroditos’s house would owe the Praetorian for generations for their protection. “Here is what you are going to do. We are going to wrap your left arm in bandages, but what we will really be doing is using the bandages to tie a dagger to your arm and hide it. I will bring you to Domitian, and when you go to him to plead your case, pull your dagger out and stab him. Once he is stabbed, I will stab you. The thing is, the Praetorians will tell the world that Domitian wrestled the dagger from you and stabbed you after you stabbed him. If that happens for real, I will have to stab Domitian with my sword. We don’t want that, but if we have to do things that way, then we will. Either way, Domitian’s body will be cremated tonight, so there will be no question. Are you ready?”

Epaphroditos nodded and said, “Yes. This is for my house.”

And so the praetorian led Epaphroditos through Domitian's palace to the Emperor, who had honestly not made up his mind about Epaphroditos yet. And so Domitian was a bit surprised when the Praetorian walked in and said, “Dominus et deus Dominica Epaphroditos wishes to appeal to you on the matter of Emperor Nero committing suicide near him.”

Emperor Domitian did not notice as the contubernium, the eight Praetorian assigned to protect him, subtly stepped back. They had been told that when a Praetorian said dominus et deus Dominica, lord and god Dominica, that the assassination was happening then.

Domitian was irritated and asked, “Appeal? What appeal?”

Epaphroditos misinterpreted Domitian’s irritation with condemnation, so he walked to Domitian and definitely said, “I swear I had nothing to do with the death of Nero.”

Domitian should have noticed something was up when none of the Praetorians attempted to stop Epaphroditos from approaching the emperor. Instead, he remembered why he was irritated with the man and said, “You were there. If Nero really committed suicide, then you should have stopped him, but if he did not, then you must have murdered him.” If he wasn’t going to have Epaphroditos executed before, he was now, if only to crush the defiant man.

Epaphroditos was ready. He reached for the dagger barely hidden in bandages on his left arm and shouted, “I DID NOT KILL NERO, BUT I WILL KILL YOU!”

As he pulled out his dagger, Domitian panicked, but he learned to fight from his father and brother, so he stepped up and grabbed Epaphroditos’s arm and yelled out, “Praetorian, protect your Emperor?”

The Praetorian and the emperor’s personal contubernium rushed forward, pulled out their swords, and began stabbing the emperor and Epaphroditos. The servants in the room were shocked and too stunned to move. As the secretary and emperor fell dead to the floor, the Praetorian turned and rushed the servants who witnessed the murder. In seconds, there were twenty-three corpses.

One of the Praetorians asked, “Whose idea was it to make Epaphroditos the assassin?”

Another Praetorian said, “We do not need to know that. All we need to know is Epaphroditos threat. He yelled it loud enough. Epaphroditos killed Nero, and Epaphroditos formed a small rebellion among the servants to kill Domitian. There were sixteen praetorians in here, but only nine lived through the assassination attempt, and we all suffered wounds.”

“Who are the other seven?”

“There are over eight thousand Praetorians, someone must have died recently, and if not, we will find a couple of corpses to parade around the city for dying with honor next to their Emperor. Now go let Longina know her husband died. We need to cremate him immediately to cover the fact that we killed the emperor.”

And so the nine Praetorians, the one who brought Epaphroditos, and the eight that were supposed to guard the emperor, got to work quickly. One spread a purple cloth over the emperor, others went to inform the rest of the praetorian guard what the official story was, and another went to Longina. Before the official story could spread, citizens, servants, and slaves began spreading stories because many heard Epaphroditos scream that he was going to kill Domitian. Although the story got out ahead of them, it was a blessing to everyone in the conspiracy. It made their job of spreading the new truth that Nero had not committed suicide but that Epaphroditos had killed him easy. That while Domitian was looking into it, Epaphroditos got scared and attempted a coup with the servants and slaves. That Epaphroditos had feigned an injury for weeks just to hide a weapon to close in and kill the Emperor while the other servants, slaves, and secretaries gave their lives to keep the brave Praetorian from protecting their wonderful emperor. That brave and bold Emperor Domitian managed to pull the dagger out of his heart and slay the man who murdered him in cold blood.

That evening, Longina presided over her husband's cremation and mixed his ashes with his niece’s, brother’s, and father's ashes. The next day, the senate elected Nerva to be the new Emperor and began political maneuvering to figure out who would be emperor when he finally died of old age.

Four days later in the midst of battle, Trajan received word that Domitian had died by assassination, and he was furious. His fury grew when he found out how quickly they set up a new Emperor, but he could only vent his fury on the Germanian army.


Chapter 21 December 95 AD Missouri-Reaping What You Sow
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Samoset wept as he led his survivors back from the north. He’d lost half of his men. Two of the men he lost were his sons. He also lost a brother and a grandson. Every man lost was family in some way. Cousins, inlaws, friends. He lost three hundred and seventy-six men.

When Samoset met Bobby next, he would slowly kill him. The entire raid was a setup. The people he raided all had fast-fire bows and were clearly expecting him and his men. They had walls; they didn’t have regular gates, but double gates and towers to give their men protection while they shot arrows at his men. These people even had spears with iron heads. Buffalo had thick enough hide that arrows rarely caused them permanent damage, but the iron-headed spears devastated any buffalo that came near the walled villages. Over the course of the battle, Samoset began to feel like a wolf attacking a porcupine, and eventually, after their losses were too great, they had to retreat. They would not get the source of iron.

On their way north, they had raided several of the villages they passed by. They took their stored maize, took any trinkets they liked, and raped the women. Samoset led a Wi force of almost seven hundred buffalo riders; what could a lone village do against that? But Samoset’s goal was the villages surrounded by log walls, the source of iron, so they could not stay and properly subdue the various villages they passed by. They only had time to humble them on their trip north. They planned on returning after they captured the source of iron and completely subduing and integrating the various villages into their fiefdom, but on their trip back south, they discovered all the villages they raided as they headed north had moved, and with their losses, they did not have time to search for them. It meant that as they traveled south, they did not have warm beds to sleep in, women to warm their beds, or warm food to eat. It was a miserable existence as they traveled south, especially since many of their men were injured, but home was a few weeks away.

And so the buffalo raiders made their way home. Although it was a slight mistake to call it home. The buffalo riders made their home across the great plains, and they made a habit of terrorizing and getting tribute from the various villages that were on the great plains. In order to facilitate their power, the Wi lived in several dozen villages. Each village had a wife for each of the buffalo riders, so no matter where a buffalo rider went in the course of collecting tribute or hunting for fun, they were never far from a village where a wife could cook for them and comfort them in the night. Even the youngest buffalo raiders, the fourteen-year-olds, had wives. When they were finally accepted as men the older buffalo riders made a point to take them through the slave villages and help them pick a wife, one for each of the Wi villages. It was how they came of age. Let them get a few dozen women over a few weeks, including other men’s wives. It made the youths feel powerful when they took a man's wife, and he couldn’t do anything about it. These youths were expecting these stolen women to comfort them when they got back.

Despite their grief from losing brothers, uncles, sons, nephews, fathers, and cousins just a few weeks earlier, their pace quickened, and their mood began to rise as they recognized the territory near one of their villages. The men looked forward to seeing their women and small children. After so much death, it would be good to see new life. The women who lost their husbands would be given to new men who would be responsible for her children, but Samoset would settle those matters in the days to come.

As they drew closer, they noticed something odd. There was no smoke from campfires. Even in the summer, there would be smoke coming up from cooking fires, but during the winter, there should be fires in every teepee, the smoke escaping from the hole in the center. When Samoset noticed this problem, he signaled for his surviving buffalo raiders to begin trotting. After half an hour of that, and still no smoke, he signaled for them to gallop.

Panic grew when they reached the spot where they should see teepees in the distance but saw nothing. Everyman knew something was up and so urged their tiring buffalo to gallop harder. As they reached their little village, the men began to scream and cry. Scattered all over were the small, frozen bodies of their boys. The youngest was just an infant, the oldest was thirteen. Many were left naked on the ground, their furs stripped from them by whoever murdered them.

Every man forgot everything as they desperately went from body to body looking for their children, and as they found them, they cried out in pain and grief. These were not good men nor kind men, but they loved their sons. It was a fluke that every man that survived had a son in this village.

It took two days for them to process what was going on. They loved their sons. Their sons were future warriors of the Wi people. The more sons they had, the more villages they could enslave and the more tribute they could get. The death of their sons was traumatic on every level because they considered their sons the future of their people, and so not only did they lose the love and affection of their sons, they lost the future that could have been. Over these two days, men moved bodies, often having to chip them away from the ground they were frozen to.

They were so dazed they struggled to recognize that only a handful of women were killed. The women who died were not that important, just random slave wives. Each one killed with the son they tried to protect.

After two days of living in a daze, the men began to wake up, and the first went to Samoset, who looked like he was about to die in grief, and asked, “How did this happen?”

“I don’t know.”

“We have to find out.”

Samoset was still in a daze from his grief. He’d had many wives in this village, like every other village, and he discovered that thirteen of his sons were dead and gone. He knew all their names. He was teaching all of them to hunt, and the dreams and goals he had for his boys were shattered and gone, but he was still the leader.

After a long moment to compose himself, he said, “How can we find out what happened?”

“There are slave villages near here. Perhaps what befell our families befell them.”

Samoset began to weep as he said, “Then let's bury our sons, and then go see if the slave villages still stand.”

They spent five days digging ditches into the frozen sod and burying their sons. Men were so broken over their sons’ deaths that they took off their jewelry and furs and put them on their boys before they began carefully placing the sod onto their bodies. The shovels they used only had a tiny bit of iron at the very front edge of the blade. It had little more iron than what would be found on an arrow. Despite that, it made their job of cutting through the sod much easier. Some tribes burned the bodies of their dead; others buried them as deep as they could in the ground. The Wi were a tribe of the great plains that often did not have access to enough wood to burn a body, so they regularly buried their dead under the sod. It was simply practical for their place in the world.

When the men were finished with the burial of their sons and slave wives, they left to begin looking for the cause of this disaster. They swore that when they found it, they would visit the worst torture they could imagine on the perpetrators and their families. As they left, they were too grieved to notice that their supplies were beginning to run low and that they buried many of their furs and weapons with their sons out of grief.

And so they headed to the nearest slave village, expecting it to be in the same shape as their own village or untouched, but when they saw the log walls around the village, every man instantly grew furious. It was clear their slaves had rebelled, and thus it was obvious who killed their sons, and so they rode forward, and rode forward hard, only for the slave village to sound out a warning drum and for the villagers to begin lining up on their log walls and towers. Each man had fast-fire bows, unlike the Wi, who had few of them. Fast-fire bows were obvious from a distance since they had a magazine that made it look something like a crossbow, albeit they had to pull back the string on the bow to fire an arrow from its magazine.

The Wi warriors did not care, in their hurt and grief, and so they charged the village. The villagers were by no means excellent warriors, but they had excellent weapons, so as the buffalo raiders charged forward, the ex-slaves began to fire. It showed how out of practice they were when their arrows fell far short of the buffalo raiders at first, but it was not long until they were in range, and it was a race between filling the buffalo raiders with arrows and the buffalo raiders reaching and breaching their walls.

As the galloping buffalo raiders reached the range of the defenders, arrows began pelting the mass. None fell from the first volley, nor the second, but then as the buffalo raiders began closing in on the village, they began to fall by one and two, then by a dozen. The buffalo raiders had one goal, the gate, and so they drove their buffalo hard at it. A couple of the men who lost more than most pushed their buffalo at full gallop. They expected to break the gate or to die; they hurt so much they did not care which. This was a reckless tactic they were unwilling to try against the people who controlled the source of iron, but here, against the people who killed their boys, they had no issue, and so three men pulled ahead and had their buffalo ram into the gate.

They felt joy as the buffalo burst through the gate. They could feel the bar holding the gate closed crack as the weight and power of a galloping buffalo cracked it like a rotten stick, and naturally the buffalo did not lose much momentum as it broke through, but the moment of joy was lost as the buffalo raider found himself in an enclosed space with a log wall in front of him and to his right, and another gate made of logs to his left. He yanked on the reins of his buffalo, trying to stop it before he hit the log wall. The buffalo turned as it tried to stop, only to slam into the wall on its side, shattering the warrior's leg as it was between the buffalo and the wall. The warrior did not have long to feel the pain as the villager's warriors were on the two walls and above the inner gate, and they fired fifteen arrows into him. Five more of Samoset’s warriors made it past the outer gate and did not survive the experience. The rest saw the problem and turned their buffalo to the side, hoping to find another entrance.

The issue Samoset had was that Bobby was exceptionally familiar with how buffalo warfare worked. Bobby was in the Trade Alliance when the buffalo raiders attacked Trade Alliance villages. He was there when his father began making changes specifically to counter their tactics. Simply put, the buffalo raiders' tactics had not changed, but John had tailor-made defenses against them. It's why Samoset had failed so badly in the north, and it's why he would fail badly here. It's not that Samoset could not figure ways around the defenses; the reality was that when he faced defensive structures in the Trade Alliance, he chose to run from them instead of innovating. His personality was not conducive to evolving warfare.

When Samoset and his men saw there was only one entrance to the village, they turned their buffalo away from the village and headed out of bow range to make plans. Samoset signaled for his war leaders to get off their buffalo and talk to him, and as they got off their buffalo, they heard a yell from the village. It was one of Samoset’s wives, one who was heavily pregnant when he left. She stood atop the wall, holding a baby in her arms, surrounded by the men of the village. It was clear they wanted to show her off to Samoset and his men.

She yelled with a bit of desperation in her voice, “I am Uwedolisdi, a slave wife of Samoset. Samoset, even though these men killed our two other sons, they let our baby live. He is a healthy baby boy.” Samoset watched as she held the baby up.

Then, a man next to her took the baby away from Uwedolisdi. She tried to resist, but the other men overpowered her and forced her to stop resisting. The man stripped the baby naked in the cold and lifted it up, showing it was a boy.

The man yelled out, “YOU HEARD YOUR WOMAN! THIS IS YOUR SON! WE KILLED ALL YOUR OTHER SONS! WHY DON’T YOU SAVE THIS ONE!” And with those words, he tossed the infant off the wall.

Samoset’s heart dropped, then as the child hit the cold ground and began to scream in pain and terror. Samoset felt hate and relief. Relief that his boy survived the long fall, hate at the men who would hurt his child. Samoset began running to his buffalo, but his men stopped him and said, “YOU CAN’T GO! They just want to get you in range of their bows.”

“But my son is screaming, dying.”

“If he is strong, he will make it to the night, and we will save him then. If not, then we do not want to lose you and your son.”

The man on top of the wall yelled out, “So you won't save your own son. You are a weak man. I wonder if you will save your wife.” And with that, he stripped Uwedolisdi, who was screaming and trying to get to her son. Once she was exposed to the world, he began to rape her on the wall. As he raped Uwedolisdi in full view of the Samoset, the Wi, and his own people, he yelled out to Samoset, “WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO, BIG MAN! REMEMBER HOW YOU KILLED OUR CHILDREN! TOOK OUR WIVES! TOOK OUR DAUGHTERS! IT'S YOUR TURN NOW UNLESS YOU CAN STOP US! COME AND TRY, I DARE YOU!”

When he was done, another woman was brought onto the wall with an infant son, and she tried to hold onto her boy, but after yelling out who the father was, the infant was thrown off the wall, and the woman was raped.

The ex-slave village did this with every woman who still had a son. Several of the Wi warriors couldn’t take it, so they ran forward to try to save their sons but were just filled with arrows. For once, they were the powerless ones. They had no power to rescue their family, a situation they had often put others in.

The only mercy shown to these women was that they were not gang raped. The ex-slaves did not have enough women to go around to share the women they had. That was the only mercy shown. These men needed to know who the father was of any child that was born.

From there, things got worse. The ex-slaves did not kill any of the daughters of the Wi. The ex-slaves had had most of their wives and daughters taken away to be slave wives to the Wi, and so the ex-slaves did the same to the Wi. And so the Ex-slaves brought the girls to the top of the wall, had them pick out their dad in the distance, and then began to rape the little girls in view of their fathers, who did not understand why their daddies did not rescue them. The few fathers who tried were brought down by arrows.

Then a strange thing happened. None of the slave wives of the Wi chose to be slave wives. Many of them had husbands and children before the Wi took them, and many of them had watched as their Wi husband killed their loved ones before forcing them to their camp and making them live a life of being raped. These women saw what happened to the other women and the girls, but they hated their Wi captors so much they rejoiced because it meant that their rapists, the men who killed their family, were hurting. They willingly went to the top of the wall and had sex with their new husband in full view of the Wi while yelling out why their new man was better than the Wi warrior. Wi warriors who could shut off their hearts when their sons died, when their slave wives were raped, when their daughters called out their name to stop the man falling on them, could not bear their ex disparaging them as they gladly committed adultery and cheated on them, at least from the Wi’s perspective. Being disrespected by their woman so publicly was too much for them, so they rode their buffalo to the walls of the slave village, only to be shot with arrows.

That night, the Wi were determined to make the village pay, but as they attacked the walls, the villagers fought them off. In just a day, the Wi had lost over seventy-five men, only for the rape and sex on the top of the wall to continue the next day. The point was to make the Wi feel as powerless as the Wi had made them feel all those years.

Around noon, Samoset cried out, “I DON’T CARE HOW LONG IT TAKES. WE WILL BREAK INTO YOUR VILLAGE AND KILL EVERY ONE OF YOU!”

One of the men in the village laughed and yelled out, “TRY IT AS LONG AS YOU LIKE! YOU ARE HELPLESS BEFORE OUR WALLS! BUT YOU KNOW WHAT? IT DOESN’T MATTER. WE ARE JUST DOING TO YOU WHAT YOU DID TO US! AND WE ARE NOT THE ONLY ONES TAKING WHAT WAS ONCE YOURS!”

Samoset was confused and yelled back, “WHAT DO YOU MEAN?!”

“Bobby gave us these weapons, the means to build our walls, and the location of your village. He also mentioned that he knew where every Wi village was and was giving the location to every slave village you controlled. Stay here as long as you like, but know this, you have nowhere else to go.”

Samosets face went pale. As his warriors began to understand what was said, they too began to go pale. They could not stay here. If what the man said was true, then they had to try to rescue their families in less well-prepared villages; if what he said was a lie, then perhaps they could bring their older sons, the thirteen-year-olds, to help in a siege. Either way, they had to go, and so they left a little less than an hour later. In the coming weeks, they found that the man spoke the truth, and they were warriors without wives, children, villages, or resources in the dead of winter. Many of the warriors could not handle the truth and so committed suicide, but not all, and not Samoset.


Chapter 22 December 95 AD Mesoamerica-Turn About Is Fair Play

On the trip to the mainland, Trevor’s anger grew. He was furious that the Totonac, or Mayan, or whoever lived there dared attack his people a second time, and he was determined to make them suffer so much they would never dare go to his island again or even cross the sea. It never crossed his mind that perhaps they invaded his island because he kept attacking their cities.

Unlike the Totonac, Trever’s Sea Wardens were confident sailors. As they sailed, Trevor made a point to have his ship move next to every ship in his fleet one by one and stir up anger, indignation, and greed in all his men. And so, as the Landowners and Sea Wardens saw the Yucatan peninsula in the distance, they shouted with joy as they were ready for action. They felt like children who were finally able to open presents.

The Landowners and Sea Wardens were not the only men on the ships. Trevor was systematically having his forces conquer more and more of the island of Cuba. When they captured a village, the men in the villages were now in the lowest rung of society. If they learned industrious skills, they could move up, but only men who were previously injured and could not fight as warriors chose that route, although Trevor required all the boys too young to be warriors to start learning trades. The rest, almost to a man, decided to become Sea Wardens, but in order to start training to become Sea Wardens, they had to go on a campaign first. And so the boats were filled with warriors, who, unlike the Landowners, and Sea Wardens, did not have cloth armor or weapons of iron. The reason was simple, Trevor wanted to reduce their numbers, and the easiest way to get that done was by denying them resources until the number of warriors was reduced to a manageable level. Trevor didn’t even try to hide the fact from them, but far from resenting Trevor for it, they saw it as a mercy. Trevor treated them better than they would treat their enemies; if they had Trevor’s power, they would have executed everyone, but Trevor was giving them a chance.

These men did not feel excited when they saw the Yucatan peninsula. They felt fear, uncertainty, and hope. Hope that they would move up in the world.

Now that they had found the peninsula, it was time for them to find a city to raid. Their navigation was very crude. They had a compass, and that was it. None of them had bothered making maps yet. Why would they? North of their island was North America; West was Mesoamerica and their raiding targets. They did not need to go south or east, so they did not worry about it. As far as they were concerned, once they hit one of the land masses, they could figure out where to go next. There was no need for any type of precision, and so with the land mass in sight, they continued sailing west, looking for a place to rob.

As they sailed west looking for a city to raid, a day passed, and then two. Although Trevor was often irresponsible, short-sighted, and had poor impulse control, at night, the ships dropped anchor, and the men slept on the ships. They were there to do great violence, but Trevor was well aware that the people they were attacking and stealing from were able to do great violence as well, so he was not going to bring his forces on land to sleep just to have his forces wiped out in the night or in the morning. They were Sea Wardens; their strength was the sea.

On the third day, they finally saw smoke in the distance. They sailed along the shore looking for the source, but after a day of searching, it was clear that the source of the smoke was not a coastal settlement but instead it was further inland. When they found a small river, they gambled the river must be the source of water for whatever people that were making the smoke. They raised their sails, took out their poles, and began making their way up the river.

Trevor ordered Sea Wardens onto both sides of the river and told them to scout out ahead of them since men on foot could move much faster up the river than men in longboats. It wasn’t long before they were spotted, and the city began sounding out a warning with drums. Within half an hour of hearing the drums, the scouts found the city and reported back to Trevor.

As with all cities of this time period, the city was surrounded by fields, and Trevor wanted to reach the edge of those fields before disembarking. He was not in a big hurry. Several cities and towns had used their warning drums when Trevor approached in the past, and all it meant was that their warriors had time to form up and fight them before Trevor’s forces could start looting. To a real degree, Trevor preferred it this way since it meant that his forces could wipe out the resistors in one shot and focus on looting. It also meant that the people of the city would move to a centralized location, which made it easier to find slaves and women. All in all, the warning drums were a good sound as far as Trevor’s experience was concerned.

Within the hour, they reached the edge of the city’s fields, where jungle and fields met. The fields were empty because it was winter, with various buildings dotted here and there all the way to the city. Trevor hardly glanced at the city while he was landing his longboats and dispersing his men as quickly as possible. The only thing they were paying attention to was whether a large group of warriors was leaving the city to attack them. Particularly because if the group was too large, they would flee.

Trevor was relieved when all his forces were finally off the longboats, and the longboats were properly set up for a quick exit if needed. With all that work done, Trevor led his incredibly undisciplined force toward the city at the center of the fields. Any general on earth at the time could have beaten this force with half the men Trevor had, if only because Trevor just didn’t understand the concept of formations. Fortunately for Trevor, between his longboats, buffalo, and superior weapons, his technology was protecting him for now.

As they approached the city, Trevor thought something was odd but couldn’t place it. As they walked, Yaholo had a somewhat confused tone of voice as he said, “Trevor, this is the first city we have been to with stone buildings so close together.”

Trevor squinted and said, “Oh, that was the weird thing. I knew something was off about this city since I saw it, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. If all their buildings are stone, then this must be a rich city.”

Yaholo was unsure, but just said, “Yeah, that must be it.”

As they came closer and closer to the city, the buildings didn’t seem to separate, and then eventually, they were close enough to see that the city had a stone wall completely surrounding it. Trevor asked Yaholo, “Has any city had a stone wall… or any wall surrounding it?”

“No, but many of them had stone walls around their temples. Perhaps this is a holy city or something. But none of those temples had gates on their walls, so maybe we just need to find the entrance.”

“Yeah, yeah, let's do that.” Then Trevor yelled out, “Landowners, take your men and find the entrance.”

And so the landowners separated in two different directions and went around the city. About half an hour later, they came back, and one said, “Trevor, bad news, this city has eight gates.”

“Gates? You mean entrances, right?”

“No. Gates, like we have around our villages, except bigger.”

Trever went silent before turning to Yaholo, his right-hand man, and said, “Take two of the Landowners and their people and see if you can reach a gate. If there are moats or too much arrow fire, retreat.”

Yaholo nodded and said, “Okay, no problem.”

Trevor watched Yaholo and the wall carefully, glancing back and forth. Yaholo was busy organizing his men. The warriors with no cloth armor were put up front, then the Sea Wardens in the middle, and finally, the Landowners were in the rear.

As Yaholo was organizing them, Trevor spotted more and more men moving on top of the part of the wall nearest to Yaholo and his men. Each of them were carrying the five-foot-long bow all the nations in Mesoamerica seem to have adopted.

Once Yaholo was content with his forces, he had them move toward the nearest gate, and as soon as they were in bows reach, hundreds of arrows flew toward his men, and the warriors without cloth armor were taken down by the dozens, like game. The Sea Wardens looked like pin cushions, but were safe thanks to their cloth armor. The Landowners and Yaholo were far enough back that they managed to stay out of range of all the arrows.

Yaholo called an immediate retreat, leaving the dead and dying warriors where they lay. None of the Sea Wardens or Landowners were killed, so nobody cared about the dead. In fact, it was the opposite. Trevor and the Landowners wanted the boldest warriors to die as they were the most likely to rebel.

Once Yaholo returned, Trevor asked, “What do you think?”

“I think it would be possible for the Sea Wardens to make it to the gate, especially since they don’t have a mote.”

“What about the warriors?”

“If we send them out, they will all die. If you want to take that city, then we have to send the Sea Wardens without the warriors.”

Trevor nodded and then, without hesitation, yelled out, “Landowners, organize your men, we are leaving.”

One of the landowners yelled out, “Why?”

“Part of our strategy is getting rid of the most useless warriors before we can make them Sea Wardens. We can not do that here. I am not going to sacrifice useful Sea Wardens to protect the warriors. Furthermore, all I know about this situation is that the Sea Wardens can make it to the gate. I do not know if they can make it in, but even if they did, how many warriors are going to be waiting on them? We don’t know. We are here to rob these people, to take their women, their men, and their goods. What's the point of that if they kill our men before we can rob them? Get in your boats, and we will find another city or village to pillage.”

There was a bit of grumbling, but the men obeyed Trevor. While they were loading up and moving downriver, Trevor was thinking and considering. Once the longboats were in the sea, Trevor went to each boat and told them the same thing.

“Head down the coast and find out if every city, town, and village has walls and gates. If not, wonderful, raid them. If so, then try to land your boats at night and make surprise attacks at night. I am heading to Texas. I need to talk to my father about how to breach stone walls and wooden gates.”

For better or worse, Trevor was decisive.


Chapter 23 January 96 AD Parthian-Changing with the Changing World

[image: ]

In a very private office, protected by royal guards, one of King Pacorus’s merchants, spy really, sat before him and was telling him of the effectiveness of Rome’s communications towers. It was bad, very bad; Pacorus was just grateful that they tried their new tactics on Germania before Parthian; otherwise, Parthian could have broken before the new technology.

Pacorus asked the merchant spy, “So, to be clear, the communication towers have allowed them to shift more legions from suppressing the rebellious nature of their population to attacking Germania?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And you are saying that even though they significantly reduced the number of legions acting as suppressors, they are able to hear about and react to rebellious elements inside the Roman Empire faster than ever before.”

“Yes, sir.”

Pacorus winced. “So not only do they have more legions to throw at the western part of our empire, and the nations acting as a buffer between our two empires, thanks to the communication towers, they are less likely to have a crisis at home that requires them to leave.”

“It’s worse than that. Apparently, Trajan has been able to successfully use the communication towers to help his armies flank a large Germania force. It allowed Trajan to achieve a major victory after the death of Domitian.”

“I heard about the death of Domitian and that he was assassinated once Trajan started his move against Germania, but I do not understand how the information reached here so quickly. My messengers and spies said it happened in December, but how can information travel so quickly from Rome’s capital and Germania, to here? I heard about it just five weeks after both events happened.”

“One of the first places they built the communications towers was on both sides of the Bosporus straight near the Black Sea. The Romans have communication towers almost all the way to Egypt now. In a couple of more years, they will have them all the way around the Mediterranean Sea, and in a few more, they will have them in every town and city. It only takes half a minute to send a short message from one tower to the next. So sending a message like “Domitian died, but killed his assassin,” or “Trajan flanked and defeated the Germanian army,” can move through the Roman empire at lightning speed. It only takes thirty seconds to send a message, fifteen or twenty miles, depending on the height of the tower. The only reason why you did not hear about Domitian's death the day after he died was because it took four weeks to go from the nearest communications tower to your palace. I hate to say it, sir, but any nation that does not build the new communication towers will not be a nation for long.”

Pacorus frowned. It meant that he had to build a communication tower network reaching every city in his empire, but he would not be able to use it as an advantage over his enemies since they would recognize the need to do the same as soon as they heard the news of Trajan’s success. Pacorus hoped there was a nation on his border that was foolish enough to ignore Trajan’s success and the construction that was about to start in earnest. At least then, building the towers would produce a profit instead of just stopping a larger loss.

After coming to terms with the immense cost he was facing, Pacorus asked the merchant spy, “Any other news of Rome you wish to deliver.”

“Yes. The idea for the communication towers came from a small nation called Paulsland, far to the south of Aksum. The fifth or sixth son of their king, one who has no hope of being heir, has moved to Egypt and is bringing their marvels to the Romans, including the secret to making liquid fire. It is rumored that Paulsland has many marvels not seen by the rest of the world, so alongside building communication towers, I would recommend looking into what marvels they have that you can copy.”

Pacorus began rubbing his chin as he went deep into thought. The only news he had heard about the small nation of Paulsland was a couple of years ago when they began burning Himyarite ports with their liquid fire and, more recently, when they sold liquid fire to Pacorus’s navy. Beyond that, he knew nothing of Paulsland. He received daily reports about the eight nations that bordered his and another three reports a day about Rome alone. Rome was particularly worrisome, but Parthian kept two border nations between it and Rome. Considering everything he had to pay attention to unless a distant nation did something noteworthy, he paid them no mind.

The King said, “Thank you for this information. You may leave now.” The merchant spy bowed to the floor before walking back to the door. Pacorus ignored him as he turned to one of the aides in the room and said, “Bring me the most knowledgeable merchant you have on Paulsland that can be here before the sun goes down. Paulsland has done two noticeable things that have helped Rome. Both have made Rome more dangerous. We need to get ahead of this.”

Without a word, the aide left. With that time frame, he had his work cut out for him. He needed to find the spymaster of Parthian. That was not a difficult job as the spymaster was in the merchant’s guild. In fact, he was the man in charge. The spymaster, above all, was an administrator. He knew where every Parthian merchant went; if something happened to a guild merchant, then it was his job to replace the merchant, and it was also his job to make sure there were enough merchants in the surrounding countries that Pacorus and the ruling body of Parthian had accurate information to make decisions. The guild was loved and hated by the merchants. Loved because the guild gave them a tax cut, offered training to promising recruits, and smoothed things over inside the borders of Parthian. Hated because the guild was focused on collecting information, not making money, and the spymaster was well known for harshly punishing any merchant who did not gather enough information. The problem the aide had was the spymaster was focused on the major nations, not a minor one like Paulsland, so it was unlikely there was a Paulsland-focused merchant within easy reach. That said, it was obvious that Paulsland was about to receive significantly more Parthian merchants.

While the merchant was gone, Pacorus called in his advisors and any architects on hand and began making plans for communication towers. He wanted them to be a hundred and fifty feet tall and to start building the first one next to the palace within a month. Pacorus understood it would take a year and a half to two years to build it, and he prayed he had enough time.

Within his meeting, he had three dozen scribes making notes. At the very top of every note was a message warning that their nation was in jeopardy because Rome had a communication tower network, and they did not. When the meeting was over, the notes were quickly copied and sent out to every ruler and general in the nation, telling them that they were going to build a communication tower network and that they had two months to deliver their advice on the subject, and how to best run it. They were also to get with their scribes and figure out the best way to send messages with dots and lines like the Romans and Paulsland.  Pacorus was in a panic, and he was moving as quickly as he could. He knew Rome could not attack him immediately, but they could easily attack Parthean in the time it would take to build the towers.

As the sun was setting, a man who was carrying two books was led into Pacorus’s office, and he bowed himself in front of the King. Pacorus asked, “Are you a merchant involved in trade with Paulsland?”

Without lifting his head, he said, “Yes, my King.”

“Look up here at me.” The man lifted his head and looked at the King’s chest, not daring to look the King in the eyes. “Paulsland has given the Romans communications towers and liquid fire. Are there any other wonders they have that we could take?”

“Yes. I brought two books that they published that are filled with wonders. One is a book of medicine, and the other is a book of alchemy, what they call chemistry.”

Pacorus opened the books and was a bit surprised. “The scribe who wrote this has the most consistent handwriting I have ever seen.”

“It was not written by a scribe; instead, it was published on their printing press.”

“Printing press?”

“In Paulsland, everyone is a scribe, everyone knows how to read and write, and so it is profitable to sell as many books as possible. In order to sell more books to the population, men make something called a printing press where they make letters and words with iron pieces, put ink on it, and then press the iron words on the page before binding the book. They make books far faster than any scribe can, but it's only profitable because so many of their people are scribes.”

“When you say everyone is a scribe, do you also mean the women?”

“Yes. The women are expected to teach their children how to read, write, and do martial arts. All men and women in Paulsland are taught how to fight as well. All women are also taught medical arts.”

“All women? Including whores?”

The spy merchant to Paulsland shook his head hard and said, “Paulsland has no whores or brothels.”

Pacorus furled his eyebrows. “What do they do with orphan girls? They don’t just let them die in the street, do they?”

“No. All orphans, whether a boy or girl, are brought to schools to be raised until adulthood. It is outrightly against the law in Paulsland for anyone to practice prostitution. In fact, on my first trip to Paulsland, one of the sailors foolishly and loudly looked for a brothel after being explicitly told there were none by a Paulsland official who met us at the dock. As punishment for his indiscretion, I as captain had the honor of being flogged alongside him for his crime. While being flogged, the fool suggested that they could provide an orphan girl since she would have nobody to care what happened to her. He was immediately sentenced to be beaten to death, while we were told under no uncertain terms that Paulsland would protect their weakest members most fervently. Since orphan girls are outrightly the weakest in society, anyone who hurts or plans to hurt them will be executed, no exception.”

Pacorus grew more confused and asked, “Why would they do that? What good is an orphan girl to anyone besides a pimp?”

“They believe that genius can arise anywhere. In men or women, in the children of their king, or in an orphan. Since they do not know where true brilliance will arise, they teach everyone, and if one in a million orphans turns out to be truly brilliant, then they have profited. In fact, several of their best philosophers and mechanists were orphans.”

“That is so strange… but you're saying it works?”

“The judge, or chief, or whoever beat that sailor to death gave us a lecture about it. They are adamant that you never know where brilliance can be found; in fact, its part of the reason why they publish their medical and alchemy books and send them to other nations.”

“How so.”

“The books talk about various mysteries that Paulsland has not solved yet but thinks that perhaps someone in another nation can solve. Paulsland appears to be desperate to find brilliant minds, desperate enough to not only treat orphans like their own children but to also give us knowledge so they can benefit from it.”

And so King Pacorus had a fascinating conversation about a nation with many wonders and curious ways of doing things. Curious things like the scientific method. King Pacorus was entranced by the method he decided to perform his first experiment. For his first experiment, Pacorus started an orphanage to see if teaching orphans was more profitable than selling them to mines or brothels.


Chapter 24 January 96 Texas- Advice from Dad

Bobby was extremely irritated as he finally sat down to talk with his father. After arming the slave villages in the north and helping them build defenses, Bobby got as far away from Wi land as possible, hence one of the reasons why he was in Texas. Bobby planned on going back and seeing how everything turned out after the fall harvest, but until then, he had a lot of work to do.

As for his irritation, it was simple, his father knew how to make alcohol without honey, honey that had to be sourced from Trevor's island, but John had purposefully waited until Bobby had left before sharing that news with the Trade Alliance. The reality was that if Bobby had known about this much cheaper way to make alcohol, he would have done a few things differently. The fact was he had just spent the last two weeks home finding out how to make alcohol, who the best makers of what his father called moonshine were, and tried to hire all of them. Bobby managed to hire two.

Despite the irritation, Bobby showered his parents with affection. To a real degree, it wasn’t hard, as their nest was empty. Trevor was in Cuba, Walker was setting up fortifications at the southernmost border of the Trade Alliance territory, and Ajei was with him, as her new husband wanted to kill as many Totonacs as possible. John kept telling Bobby that Ajei’s husband only wanted to kill Totonac warriors, but the other men in the village seemed to think he intended to kill as many Totonacs as possible, including women and children. Bobby decided to let his father think what he wanted to.

And so, after two weeks, Bobby finally got to sit down with his dad and discuss business. "Dad, as you know, I have an amazing source of iron, and I have also found the ground coal you talked about. With those two products, I should have an easy time making iron blocks. I would like to build dozens, if not hundreds, of waterwheel workshops to process iron blocks into goods. Do you know of any area on the Great River that could work?"

John smiled at his son and said, "I am so proud of you. I thought it would take years longer for you to find a source of iron and coal. But here you are, finding it in just a few years. From what you told me over the last couple of weeks, it seems you found your coal well to the north. There should be a river that meets your needs in the mountains somewhere around halfway between the mouth of the Great River and where you found your coal. But I cannot say that with any accuracy. I can tell you it should be near some mountains, and it will be flowing into the Great River from the east."

Bobby smiled and said, "Will this be one river?"

John thought back to the Tennessee mountains that were filled with rivers, and in the other timeline was filled with dams, "No. There will be one, maybe two large rivers flowing into the Great River from the east, but they will have dozens of smaller rivers flowing into them. Those rivers will be coming off mountains, many of which will be the perfect places to build aqueducts and dozens of waterwheels. If you want a place that can process the amount of iron you will soon be producing, that’s the spot."

"That sounds great. Any thoughts on how the waterwheels should be made?"

"For that, I would suggest hiring several of my entrepreneurs."

Bobby frowned. He did not want to hire the entrepreneurs now before he had a place to put them to work. Particularly when he did not know exactly where he would be building these new waterwheels. There were dozens of rivers pouring into the Great River from the east. If Bobby was lucky, it would take him months to find the spot; if he was not, then it could take him and his merchants years. Fortunately Bobby had a growing merchant fleet he was in charge of, and he hoped to have every river that flowed into the Great River mapped by the end of the decade.

Despite that little setback, Bobby still pulled out old waterwheel plans and spent hours discussing with his father how to make them more efficient and, in his father's words, more industrialized. Bobby wanted as many high-end products to trade as possible, which meant giving workers better tools to make more things.

As they were going over the plans, Trevor came in and said, "Hey, Dad, hey, Bobby."

Bobby was shocked and furious. His brother came in from nowhere and interrupted his meeting. But instead of showing his anger, he smiled and asked, "Trevor, where did you come from?"

John had a totally different reaction. He practically ran to his son and gave him a big hug, and when his dad let him, he spoke, "I just came in from the Totonac Empire. They are now building stone walls and gates."

John’s smile faded, and he grew somber as he said, “That is too bad.”

“Dad, I need ways to defeat their defenses. Do you know of any?”

John frowned, gave Trevor a hard look, and said, “I know several ways to defeat walls and gates, but I will not share them with you.”

Trevor was shocked, and then he grew angry when he saw Bobby smirking at him, so he asked his dad, “Why not? They are our enemies. They killed your son, raided your nation, and they have attacked mine. We should be doing everything in our power to destroy them.”

“Trevor, they are not stupid. How long did it take for them to figure out how to make iron weapons once they were exposed to them? How long did it take for them to copy our walls and gates once they were exposed to them? They have even taken our buffalo and started training their own buffalo riders. If we show them how to defeat our walls and gates, they will overwhelm us. I am content with them learning every defensive technology we have, but I do not want you showing them how to defeat our defenses.”

“But, but, Dad, how can I defeat our enemies if I don’t have the tools to fight them?”

“What do you mean defeat them? Do you want to go into their land and kill every man, woman, and child?”

“No. I want to castrate and enslave all the men, and I want all their women having our children. In a generation, my nation will have larger cities and more people than they ever had. We will grow strong, and they will wither.”

John raised his hand to his face and covered his eyes as he considered how to answer his son. After a long pause, John said, “That is immoral and wrong.”

“Why? They kidnap and kill our people. I am not just murdering them. I am putting them to good use. Dad, if you give me the means to break into their cities, then I will be able to put our enemies to practical use.”

“No. If you want to take their soldiers and their men and make them slaves, then fine, do so. But kidnapping their women and raping them, and calling that marriage is not okay. Taking their little boys who have done you no wrong and castrating them and making them slaves because of the sins of their fathers is also wrong. I won't help you with that. That isn’t even considering the stupidity of showing our enemies how to defeat our defenses. Under no circumstances will I teach you how to defeat their defenses. Honestly, I hope their defenses finally get you and your men to stop raiding them.”

“But Dad, we need to hurt our enemy.”

Bobby stepped in and said, “You heard Dad. Respect his opinion.” Bobby was very happy to needle his brother; he was still mad that Trevor came from nowhere and interrupted his meeting.

“Shut up, Bobby.”

Bobby was annoyed and said, “Make me.”

“Do you need me to beat on you like I did when we were kids?”

“I would like to see you try.”

John sighed and, in an annoyed tone, “Boys.”

Trevor said, “Dad, Bobby needs a lesson in respect.” Bobby smiled sweetly back at his brother.

John looked at his two boys, considered the situation, and then finally said, “Take it outside.”

Trevor was absolutely cocky as he said, “Come on, Bobby, I will beat on you like I beat on our Sea Warden trainees.”

Bobby didn’t say a word. He just smiled maliciously and followed his brother outside. John followed behind and stayed on the porch of his house as his two boys found a patch of grass to fight on. Trevor had to unclip his fast-fire bow and put it to the side, and then took out three knives and put them next to his bow before they fought. Bobby was not carrying his bow but still had to lay aside two knives before they fought. Once their weapons were on the ground, the two young men stood about ten feet apart from each other.

Bobby said, “Remember Trevor, you wanted this.”

All Trevor saw was his brother’s mocking grin and twinkling eyes. “Bobby, I am going to remind you why you respected me when we were kids.” And with those words, Trevor ran at his brother, cocked his fist back, and threw a punch. His punch landed square on Bobby’s nose, and the fight was over, although it was going to take a while for Trevor to figure that out.

Bobby happily allowed his brother to punch his face since it meant that he could grab Trevor's shirt. The punch that landed on Bobby’s face was a good punch for a man who was not trained in the arts of a fist, but Bobby had done a lot of growing since the last time they had fought. The last time they had fought, Bobby hadn’t even started puberty yet, and that was not the only change. Since their last fight, Bobby had poled up the Great River nearly a dozen times. Since the Great River was so long, this meant Bobby was in the habit of pushing a boat carrying tons of supplies up a river for weeks at a time, day in and day out, ten and twelve hours a day. Simply put, Bobby had become very strong.

Bobby had very strong arms, chest, back, core, and neck from all his poling. This meant that when Trevor punched Bobby in the nose, Bobby’s strong neck helped alleviate much of the force of that hit, especially since Trevor really didn’t know how to punch correctly. In return, Bobby grabbed Trevor’s shirt with both hands and pulled his brother to his chest, totally throwing Trevor’s balance off. Bobby had not trained to fight in unarmed combat, so he was not able to do anything to instantly win the fight, but Bobby was smart and creative, so as soon as he pulled his brother to his chest, he pushed him away and once his arms were fully extended he pulled his brother back to his chest. Bobby’s first attack was more or less violently shaking his brother. The problem for Trevor was that he spent too much time being carried by his buffalo, taken care of by his wives, and letting other men sail his ships, so where Bobby had grown immensely strong, Trevor was relatively weak and fat, and he could not get out of Bobby’s hold.

Bobby was not about to stop shaking his brother. Once he saw that his brother was confused by the violent shaking, he let go with one hand and began slapping his brother while he violently shook him with one arm. Even Bobby was a little surprised that he was so much stronger than Trevor that he could push and pull him with one arm while slapping him with his other. The first place he slapped him was in the face, then as his brother lifted his hands to protect his face, Bobby yelled out, “PINK BELLY!” and slapped his brother in his fat belly. When his belly was slapped, Trevor lowered his hands to protect his belly, only for Bobby to slap his face.

As Bobby was beating on his older brother, a crowd began to gather. As Bobby noticed the crowd, a delighted smile grew on his face, and he said, “Trevor, you better give up before more people come out and see how badly your little brother is beating you.”

Trevor shouted out, “NO!”

Only for Bobby to slap his mouth shut.

This went on for about two minutes before John stepped in and said, “STOP! Trevor, you lost.”

Bobby pushed his brother away one last time and let go of his shirt, only for Trevor to fall to the ground. Trevor looked up with hate on his purple face, with blood leaking out of several cuts on his nose, and his lips. It took a minute, but once he recovered, Trevor got up and yelled out, in a somewhat muffled voice, “I DIDN’T LOSE!”

Bobby smiled. “That’s not what Dad said.”

Trevor was furious, but then the crowd started jeering him, so he quickly stomped off.

Bobby, on the other hand, was delighted and turned back to his dad and said, “So, Dad, where were we before we were so rudely interrupted by my brother?”


Chapter 25 February 96 AD Sarapion-New Province
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A few hundred miles south of the Aksum border in an area known as Somalia in another timeline, in another time, stood Dashiell in his office. It had tables filled with documents, maps, and architectural designs for Sarapion. He was not happy that he had been given this part of the Himyarite colonies to govern because it meant that he had to build the province from scratch, unlike the coastal province he had previously built up. It’s why his office was filled with so many papers. But he accepted the job. Thankfully, a recent immigrant was helping him organize some things.

Dashiell asked the man who was standing in his office with him, “Saul, how many of your Hebrews are making their way to Sarapion this year?”

“Fifteen hundred men and their families, but most of them are just passing through to the two new provinces your brothers are in charge of.”

Dashiell sighed and said, “I told you Dad sent men from the agriculture association to find a source of water to irrigate the city, among other things. He even bought camels from several other kingdoms to help them cross the desert.”

“The desert is one of the problems with settling in Sarapion, but it's not the only one, nor is it the biggest problem. We must marry inside our faith, and your father decreed that no one can marry someone from the same village as them, which means that as my people move to Paulsland, they must spread out. The other issue is that because Sarapion is built at the edge of the desert, all the farmland has already been claimed, leaving mostly just cargo work and quarry work for unskilled workers. Every skilled worker that could be used to help build Sarapion has already come.”

“I appreciate you setting that up. That said, Sarapion could always use more people, especially right now. The agriculture association is working on the desert issue. Dad said that they need to plant trees at the edge of the desert and see if they can push the desert back, especially once we have a canal.”

“And how long will that take?”

Dashiell winced, “Decades.”

“Hence why I am not encouraging any new people without the right skills to stay here.”

“If you are not encouraging them to stay here, then why are you staying here?”

“Because I am a leader of my people, and I am responsible for all my people that move here. I am also beginning to understand how your Central Roman Trading Company works and that your father is using Sarapion as a middle area to store goods between Paulsland and the other nations. All the nations on the Erythraean Sea should be able to send merchants here to get whatever goods Paulsland makes, and all of Paulsland should be able to send their goods here to send them on further. It makes this area a paradise for anyone who has any ability as a merchant. I am, of course, a man who has some ability as a merchant.”

Dashiell wanted to grimace. Saul nor anyone else was supposed to notice that Sarapion was being used as a supply depot. They were trying to give the impression that Sarapion was like all other trade ports, that it was just one more stop for merchants when in reality, the CRTC was using Sarapion as a warehouse. Practically every other merchant in the world went from one city to the next, and the merchandise doubled in price at every stop. The CRTC just transported goods from one place to the next, only selling them at their last stop, which brought in massive profits, and since they paid their sailors more than most of the merchants paid theirs, nobody bothered to leave the CRTC to try and compete with them.

 Their merchants were currently trying to do the same thing, but in the other direction; buy things at their source and bring them back to Paulsland at what King Paul called wholesale prices. This was especially necessary for when they found vast chemistry resources in another nation that could not be found in Paulsland. Sarapion was going to be the major link on that chain. This also allowed their merchants and sailors much easier lives as they bought merchandise from Rome, Parthion, and Satavahana, among other nations, to Sarapion instead of Five Village Island, which cut several weeks off their trips.

Sarapion was allowing the CRTC to reorganize into two main branches. One branch transporting goods inside of Paulsland and one branch transporting goods internationally to and from Paulsland, and Sarapion would be the hub between the two main groups. It meant shorter trips for all the sailors. Half the population of Sarapion was the families of the sailors who were now going between Sarapion and the other empires. Dashiell hoped that Saul would not notice the other advantage Sarapion had as a supply depot for Paulsland and all its trade because of the line of communications towers that reached from Sarapion down into all of Paulsland.

Dashiell naturally wanted to scare the man off, so he asked, “As a merchant, are you comfortable keeping your wealth here? I mean, Sarapion is the closest Paulsland city to the northern Empires, and Aksum is only a couple of week’s ride away. Furthermore, Paulsland has no desire to claim the desert between our nation and Aksum as Paulsland territory, so it's possible for the tribes in the desert to raid the surrounding homesteads, albeit they will not be able to raid the city itself.”

 Saul smiled wickedly and said, “How many months were your soldiers building defenses around this city before we came? It's true that the city is still protected mostly by log walls, but section by section is being replaced by stone walls, but that’s not the best part. I have noticed that about once a week, the guards on the towers practice firing their ballista at night. They fire at lit targets that are much further away than any ballista should be able to hit, and yet it is clear that they are hitting their targets. I think that if any of your northern neighbors came to invade, they would get a nasty surprise.”

Dashiell started to fidget. Nobody was supposed to know about the weekly test of the new, very secret ballista. It could accurately hit a target at five times the range of a normal ballista and inaccurately go twice as far. The ammunition for it was special, and needed a dozen different artisans to make the various pieces for it, so the military bought the pieces and had the new ballistae men put together the ammunition, leaving everyone else none the wiser about how their new weapon worked. Most people were utterly ignorant of the new weapon, and they wanted to keep it that way, which is why they only fired it at night. They even had tracking dogs, bought from Rome, trained to seek out the ballistae bolts in case they missed their target because they did not want anyone without authorization finding one.

“You are pretty observant. What else have you noticed?”

“Just that the men from the agriculture association are not just here to plant trees and find water to irrigate. They are making a fascinating map; I believe your father called it a topography map. I think it's to help them find the best route for irrigation, but it would also be invaluable for other purposes, both military and economical. They are also taking soil samples everywhere they go, hoping to find some of the elements your father talks about.” 

Dashiel relaxed; these were things his father wanted everyone to know about. The maps were no good if nobody knew how to use them, so it was standard practice to teach children how to use them, and once in the military, all men were required to learn how to put a topographical map to use as they move from one area to the next. As for the search for new minerals, practically everyone in leadership in Paulsland got a lecture from his father about finding new minerals that could possibly be used in chemistry. Furthermore, there were two chapters in the chemistry book his father gifted to all their contacts in other nations on the subject.

Dashiell said, “If our agriculture association finds minerals worth exploiting, what do you plan on doing?”

“Isn’t it obvious?”

“I wouldn’t be asking if it was.”

“I am surprised you do not know.”

“Know what?”

“When I first came to Paulsland, your father made it clear that individuals could have all the land they could use, but if a situation came up where multiple individuals needed to pool their time, finances, resources, and skills to use a piece of land, then we could form something he called a corporation. If they should find something valuable in the desert, I fully plan on forming a corporation like your father suggested. I am very surprised you do not know about it since the legalities of corporations are being hammered out in your two Houses of Representatives as we speak. Currently, the biggest corporation in Paulsland is the Central Roman Trading Company, but King Paul made it clear that he wants thousands of small companies across Paulsland, all practicing something called profit sharing. The CRTC is simply the example he hopes others follow.”

Dashiell frowned and said, “Sorry, I am far too busy trying to set up a new province for me to pay attention to the nitty gritty of laws about corporations, especially since Dad seems to be the only one starting them.”

Before Saul could respond, several children walked into his office. Six of them belonged to Dashiel, and three were Saul’s grandchildren. The children greeted the adults before beginning to tell them about their day.

Saul was unashamedly trying to make connections between his grandchildren and Dashiell’s children. He hoped that in time, friendships, or even romantic intentions, would develop. He felt that for his people to have a future, they needed to create family links between themselves and the ruling class. Eventually, he excused himself and brought his grandchildren back home. Since he was one of the first people to move to Sarapion after Paulsland conquered it, he selected land specifically so that his five sons could live near him. And so, as the grandchildren went to bed, two of his five sons came over to talk to him.

Saul asked the older of the two, “How are acquisitions going today?”

“Found out that the CRTC warehouse was out of piston pumps again, so I was able to rush down to the communications tower and order some more from the capital before the CRTC representative was able to. It may take a couple of weeks, but we should be able to make a pretty good profit.”

Saul smiled, “I don’t think Dashiel realizes that we learned one of CRTC’s trading tricks. With the communication towers, we can find out the prices of all goods and commodities across Paulsland and buy low in one area and sell high in another. With our people spreading out across the country, the communication towers give us a level of knowledge that we could never dream of in Rome. It also helps that communications are not bottlenecked because now they send signals with different colored glass. I believe the capital has fourteen different colors that allow them to send fourteen messages at a time. Sarapion only has two colors, which is great since it lets us hop ahead of the CRTC and buy products at a better price before them. Selling those goods at a higher price is still a bit of an issue, but we are figuring it out.” Then Saul turned to his other son and asked, “How did construction go today?”

“Not easy. Despite Dashiell’s constant complaints about being demoted to leading a new province, it's clear that King Paul is putting a lot of time and effort into Sarapion. We are busy making docks that will one day be more expansive than what can be found in Alexandria. I do not like working in the salt water all day. They are also setting up buildings to deal with a lot more immigrants.”

Saul frowned for a second and asked, “Do you think it's just for our people?”

“No. I am working directly with some administrators from the capital. They said for most people in the empires to the north, getting a ride in a merchant ship to Five Village Island is far too expensive, but Sarapion would shave off two to six weeks from a trip to Paulsland, which makes immigrating to Paulsland much more affordable for skilled people. Poor people still won't be able to afford to come to Paulsland, but anyone with legit skills will be able to come here. Word is getting out that Paulsland gives land for free to anyone who lives here, so it’s only a matter of time until far more people start coming this way, and Sarapion will be their first stop. The administrator let me know that he is grateful for the leadership of the Hebrews since it means someone is dealing with problems on our side of things that they have not thought to deal with yet.”

“How do you think we can profit if the administrator is right and skilled immigrants start coming in droves?”

“That’s hard to say. Anyone able to afford to come here on a ship will have the skills necessary so that they will not need to work for us. That said, paying to come here, especially if they bring their house or family, would mean that they won't have a lot of money to spend in any of our businesses when they arrive. I would say that if some interesting mineral is found in the desert that can be used in chemistry, we might want to sign up poor foreigners for contracts, but the way contracts work in Paulsland, requiring a government administrator to sign off on it, would make that impossible. There just isn’t an obvious way for us to profit from a large influx of immigrants. They will simply have too many options once they get here.”

“King Paul was very open to talking to you. Do you think he would be open to talking about long-term contracts in exchange for paying for people’s trip’s to Paulsland?”

Saul considered his son's suggestion for a moment before saying, “I hadn’t thought of that, especially not after looking at the restrictions mentioned in the Constitution. Perhaps we could make something work, but I would need to send a message to him first. There are certainly profitable ventures in Sarapion for corporations if we had cheap workers… honestly, I would have to see what King Paul would allow. I know he hates slaves, and few would be willing to be servants to another man when they can just walk out and own land just by registering it. That said, the Constitution does allow for contracts up to five years… but how do we get a Paulsland official to sign off on it when they would have to sign the contract overseas… I will talk with Dashiel about it tomorrow, and if we can agree on something, then I will ask King Paul about it. If we can do something like that, maybe that’s the way to go.”


Chapter 26 March 96 AD Cuba-Meeting of the Landowners

Trevor was in front of his house, playing with his children. His wives watched, smiling when he gave their children attention and frowning when he gave a competing wife’s child attention. Trevor would never admit it, but he loved playing with his kids because they gave him the attention he craved with the sincerity that could only come from a child. Sure, Trevor liked it when his wives fought over him, but over the last couple of years, his wives had started ignoring him, which meant he had to fight for their attention. He wasn’t in the mood to earn anyone’s attention, so he was outside playing with his kids, ignoring his wives for a change. He figured if he ignored them long enough, they would fight for him sooner or later.

As he ran around with his kids, a messenger came into the yard and yelled out, “LANDOWNER TREVOR, THE SEA WARDENS HAVE RETURNED!” The man had to yell to be heard over the chaos of Trevor playing with his kids.

Trevor looked up and took a second to process the message before asking the man, “Are the other Landowners aware?”

“Yes, sir. As requested, all Landowners who did not go on the raid are being informed that the raiding party has returned. The Landowners in the raiding party have been informed that you wish to have a meeting with all the Landowners at the port. They have given their Sea Wardens leave for the rest of the day and are waiting for you.”

“Thank you. Tell them I will be there within the hour.”

The messenger nodded, turned, and began jogging back to the harbor, which was the next town over. Messengers were necessary to run their nation, but they did not rate a buffalo; only Landowners and the men that they had to have in the lighthouses rated buffalo.

As the messenger left, Trevor turned to his kids and said, “I have to get going, but you lot can keep playing outside.”

The children’s faces fell, and Trevor felt bittersweet. He was happy that his kids wanted to spend more time with him, but he hated to go when they were having such a good time. Despite that, he had things he had to do. He went into his house and changed before going to the barn, saddling up his buffalo, and heading out. Although the Landowners had slaves and servants for many things, all the Landowners took care of their own buffalo religiously. Trevor and many of the Landowners were directly taught by John that the buffalo they rode was their partner, so as long as they were on the island, they took care of their buffalo every day. When they were off the island, they had a wife do it. Failing that, a close friend.

As Trevor left the Village on a Hill, his capital, he proudly looked at what he had accomplished. He had eleven wives, fifteen children, a large home, and all his family’s material needs were met. His village had a stone wall, gate, and moat protecting it. Every family had their own pack of large dogs to help protect their homes and village. Having dogs, at least for those coming from the Trade Alliance, was as much a part of life as eating or breathing. The people in his capital ate better than Trevor did when he was a child, as it grew dozens of crops, raised ducks for eggs, turkeys for meat, bison for milk, and bees for honey. Industrially, they had waterwheel houses that powered tools that made all work far easier for his Landowners, their servants, and slaves. The Village on the Hill was wealthy.

The first part of his short journey had Trevor traveling through the fields owned by the Landowners who did not want to rule over anyone. These were men who followed him from the Trade Alliance and just wanted opportunities they could not get at home. Each of these men had bison and buffalo, but their lack of desire for the finer things in life showed through in that a lot of them had homes that were made from wood instead of stone. They were content with what they had. Contentment was a concept Trevor didn’t understand. Despite that, Trevor felt sad that he was planning to pull them away from their content life.

As his buffalo continued making its way from The Village on the Hill to Harbor Town, the place he landed all those years ago, he passed a group of slaves that were making a road to connect the two places. With their work building stone walls and moats around the capital finished, Trevor put this group of eunuch slaves to work building roads like the Mayan and Totonac had. They were raised dirt piles with rock embedded at the top to keep them from eroding away and a ditch on each side. It was far better than the dirt paths made by men as they traveled between villages, and in time, all eunuch slaves would work on building roads, at least once they finished building the stone walls and moats that were sorely needed for their defenses.

Trevor couldn’t help but notice the sharp contrast of the road as his buffalo went from walking on raised stone to the dirt part that had been worn into the ground over the years, and yet as his buffalo made its way to the port, the contrast grew.

As Trevor approached the fields of Harbor Town, he could not help but notice there were significantly fewer bison, dogs, and no ducks whatsoever. In contrast, turkey pins dotted every field, home, and barn. It just showed the difference in culture between the Landowners and the rest of the island. The Landowners all wanted the newest thing. Whether that was duck eggs, bison milk, or turkey meat. In contrast, the islanders were slow to accept new things, albeit a large percentage of them were Sea Wardens with at least one wife from Mesoamerica, and since Mesoamericans raised turkeys for meat, turkeys were raised by almost every household. Furthermore, the fields leading up to the harbor and much of the villages of the Island looked far different than the fields around the capital, as Mesoamerican wives focused on raising maize, squash, and beans as their food crops. The Landowners encouraged them to have a more diverse diet, but the islanders and their slave wives found comfort in the things they were familiar with.

Although the food situation did not annoy Trevor, he just found the contrast interesting; the fact that the islanders did not like using tools powered by waterwheels irritated Trevor to no end. The harbor had access to four nearby streams but only had three waterwheels, with plenty of room to build more, but there was no point in building more because the local workers did not like using them. In contrast, they loved the moonshine stills that he imported from the Trade Alliance. They didn’t like it as much as pulque, but the maguey plant needed to make pulque took seven years to grow, so moonshine was an alternative they would happily drink. Trevor was happy to feed their alcohol addiction and regularly used temperance as a punishment. Any slave, worker, or Sea Warden that earned the Landowner's wrath would be denied their ration of alcohol, even if it meant tying them to a tree to dry them out. Alcohol made his people happy, less likely to rebel, and offered a means of punishment if they irritated him. As far as Trevor was concerned, they needed more stills.

Currently, the alcohol was being put to good use by all the returning Sea Wardens. All across the harbor, the returning warriors were guzzling down the moonshine and were forcing their new slave wives to drink with them. Trevor was relieved when he saw the women, as it meant that his Sea Wardens were able to complete their raids. The Sea Wardens would spend the rest of the day getting and staying drunk, doing whatever they wanted to with their slave wives, and the next day, they would sail home to introduce their new slave wives to their village and new lives. It was probably a good thing that the slave wives were getting drunk.

When he finally reached the harbor proper, he found the Landowners who went on the raid were sitting in their ships waiting for him, and those who stayed on the island were sitting atop their buffalo. All of them turned to Trevor, and to get the meeting going, Trevor called out, “YAHOLO, HOW DID THE RAIDS GO!” Trevor had to yell because he had no idea where his friend was.

Yaholo yelled back, “STRANGELY! Our enemies are starting to build walls and gates around their settlements, but since we knew to expect the fortifications, we were able to sneak in during the night and breach their incomplete defenses in the morning. We attacked four settlements before returning here. All of them were building fortifications.” With his report finished, Yaholo asked something that was on the heart of everyone in the raiding fleet. “Did your father tell you how to defeat their defenses?”

Trevor hesitated, but the bitter look on his face told everyone the answer before he could say, “No. He said that the Totonac are learning too fast. That if we learn how to breach their defenses, they will learn from us how to defeat our defenses.”

The returning landowners began mumbling to each other, surprised by this news. The Landowners that never left the island said nothing as they were not surprised. Yaholo was the first to give a clear voice to his confused thoughts, “Then what are we going to do?”

Trevor had spent the last few weeks considering this question, and he answered it with a rebuke. “That’s the wrong question. The right question is, ‘What are the Totonac, Maya, and other tick-worshipping nations going to do?’”

Trevor explained, “What they want to do is come to our island and drag us, our sons, our wives, and our daughters to their temples to slit our throats before their gods. Twice now, they have sailed longboats to our island, and they will try again and again. Since we know what they are going to do, it lets us know what we should do.

“First of all, we have to finish capturing every village on this island.” Trevor paused and allowed the news to sink in. The faces of all the Landowners that lived near the capital changed, especially since Trevor was waiting to share this idea until the rest of the Landowners returned from the raid. “Yes, it means that every Landowner that is not currently in charge of a village will have to step up and take charge of the new villages and integrate them into our society. Either you do it, or the Totonac will. It will not take them long to find a primitive village on this island, sacrifice everyone in the village to their gods, and then build a fortification that we can do nothing about because Dad won't tell us how to beat them. Then, within a year of capturing land on our island, they will begin raiding our villages, taking our sons and daughters for their sacrifices. We can not allow that to happen, so every Landowner without a village will be getting one.”

Trevor watched the faces of his Landowners closely. In the past, this had been a very controversial topic, as most of his men came to the island looking for a better life, not to be saddled with the responsibility and dangers of leadership. The Landowners that went raiding all nodded in agreement, and one by one, every Landowner that had not taken a village yet nodded in acceptance.

Seeing the hard decision was out of the way, Trevor said, “The next thing we are going to do is map everything. We are going to map this island, we are going to map the Trade Alliance, we are going to the Maya, Totonac, the lands to their south, the lands to the east of the Great River, and we are going to look for more islands. If the Totonac wants to build walls around their cities, then we are going to find where their defense is weakest and attack them when they least expect. If they want to attack the Trade Alliance, then we will be ready to give the Trade Alliance a helping hand. If they want to settle to the east of the Great River or on an island near our land, then we will be there to crush them. For us to make the next step against our great enemy, we have to know a lot more about the world.”


Chapter 27 April 96 AD Germania-Unexpected Opportunity
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Trajan was very unhappy. Not with the war effort, that was going great. The Germanians had no answer to the coal oil that Trajan’s legions were using against their fortifications. The Germanians were also struggling to come to grips with Trajan’s forces being able to communicate much faster than their own. Furthermore, all of Trajan’s losses, and then some, had been replaced by the senate, with the caveat that he was not to return to Rome until he had subjugated all of Germania. That was the problem, at the current rate, it would take at least a decade to subjugate all of Germania, and in that time, his chance of becoming Emperor would disappear.

Trajan was seriously considering marching on Rome, but with the communication towers, the senate would have months to prepare for him. Worse, they would be able to call up other armies to aid in their defense in a fraction of the time. The odds of Trajan winning in a military coup right now were too low.

Despite his frustrations, Trajan had a lot of work to do. His strategy consisted of having one of his many legions draw out Germanian forces, then hurrying to the battlefield with legions he was personally leading and flanking them. This meant he was currently between battlefields trying to reach a legion that was greatly outnumbered. Despite that, his legions were not moving yet this morning because every morning, his soldiers spent a couple of hours dismantling their castra before moving out. Trajan spent that time industriously meeting with messengers who brought battlefield reports from all across the territory. Most of the messages were just keeping him informed of things like troop strength, supply issues, current battles, and plans for future movement, but a few required Trajan to send orders to legions.

About halfway through the castra being taken down, one of his soldiers informed him that someone wanted to meet with him, and the man claimed to have a way to defeat the Germanian’s armies within the year. What was left unsaid was the man clearly bribed many men to reach Trajan, and chances were the man had some martial capability as the Germanians were attacking Roman supply lines. Trajan told the soldier to bring the man because, if nothing else, if the man irritated Trajan, he could draft him into the legions and put him on the front lines.

Trajan continued to work as the soldier left to bring the man to him. When the soldier returned, everyone within eyeshot took notice. The man was of African descent, although clearly of mixed heritage. He wore armor significantly different than Roman armor. The breastplate stuck out,and was shaped something like a pyramid, with arm, leg, neck, and head armor made up of lorica hamata, what the Britons would call chain mail. The man did not have any weapons on him, but Trajan suspected that was only because his soldiers had removed them. As the man was led to Trajan, Trajan could not help but notice the man walked with purpose, like a soldier, someone who was trained to walk a certain way so a formation of men could sync their steps together to fight more effectively as a unit. That said, Trajan couldn’t make out which nation he was a soldier from, at least not from his armor or the way he walked, but Trajan could learn by simply asking the man.

And so when the man reached him, Trajan asked, “Who are you, where are you from, and why should I believe that you have a way to defeat the Germanians within a year when Rome has had difficulty with them for a century?”

“I am Washington. I am from Paulsland. You should be well aware that my people have introduced many new and novel things to the world. What I am offering is a new and novel way to defeat an ignorant enemy. Granted, my father is trying to spread this knowledge far and wide, so it will only be useful for a limited amount of time.”

Trajan nodded as the man spoke. The youth being from Paulsland explained his complexion, armor, and walk. Trajan was very aware of how Paulsland ideas were changing the world, as he was well aware that Paulsland came up with the communication tower system. “Tell me your idea.”

“First, we must discuss payment.”

Trajan frowned and said, “You are treading dangerous ground.”

“Why do you think I am wearing armor? I walked dangerous ground to reach you; walking dangerous ground as I offer you victory does not frighten me. Furthermore, I think you will be delighted to pay my price.”

Trajan was confused for a second and asked, “Why would I be delighted to give up gold.”

“I have more gold than I could spend in five generations. My price is not gold.”

Trajan’s confusion grew. “Then what is your price?”

“I want houses Stertinius and Rufus destroyed. I want all members of their houses either executed or sold into slavery. I want the daughter of Marcus Mettius Rufus, Marcia, to be my slave.”

“Why?”

“Marcia was my wife, and while she was pregnant with my daughter, her father had her divorce me and gave her to house Stertinius so that he could become a senator.”

Trajan understood this to mean that the young man before him was upset that house Rufus used him as a stepping stone, and the insanity of youth was making him fight two houses that now owed him favors.

“Why do you want Markus’s daughter back? Do you miss her warming your bed that much?”

“No. I will never touch her again, and before you ask, I have no intention of harming her. I have a job for her, and if I have to destroy her house and her husband's house to make her do her job, then I will. I just need your help in destroying those two houses.”

If Washington did not want Marcia for sex or torture, then Trajan was curious as to what he wanted her for, but he could tell Washington would not say why he wanted her, so instead, he admitted. “I cannot promise that.”

“Not unless you were Emperor. The senate elected Nerva as Emperor because they were so busy infighting they could not agree on which senator should take the throne. Nerva is old and will die of old age in a couple of years. They want to decide which senator will take the seat before his death. I want an enemy of the senate to take the throne, someone who is willing to blame two houses for Domitian’s death and possibly Nerva’s death as well.”

Trajan was struck speechless by the outright brazenness of this youth. Offering him victory on a battle or a campaign was one thing, but offering him the throne was another. Either this youth was insane or incredibly competent. Now Trajan had to figure out which and act accordingly.

“Washington, you are playing a dangerous game.”

As Trajan paused, Washington boldly said, “Again, I know, it's why I am wearing armor.”

Trajan had to smile at the youth's audacity, and so he continued, “If you help me defeat Germania within a year, and I ascend to the throne, then I will do my best to end houses Stertinius and Rufus.”

“Great!”

Trajan waited for Washington to say something, and when he stayed silent, Trajan asked, “So how do you plan to help me defeat Germania within a year.”

“With smallpox.”

“I will need you to elaborate a lot more.”

“Well, it’s a little complex. So what you do is find people with smallpox, and have them sleep in blankets, and then give those blankets, among other smallpox-infested things, to your enemies. Whether you directly give it to refugees as they flee to other Germanian cities, leave supplies for their soldiers to find, or take supplies through a contested space and have your soldiers flee at the first sign of ambush, it doesn’t matter, smallpox will ravage their people, making your battles far easier.”

Trajan frowned and said, “What good does that do me? If we attack people, and especially cities, that have smallpox, then my army will catch it as well. Your plan will harm my men more than Germania.” Trajan was quickly coming to the conclusion that this young man was in fact, insane.

“Before you give them all the supplies with smallpox, you make your army immune to smallpox.”

Trajan laughed. He was well aware that once someone caught smallpox once, they didn’t catch it again, and so said, “So your plan is for my entire army to catch smallpox, heal up from it, then give our enemy smallpox. Insanity.” He told his soldiers, “Put him on the frontlines.”

Washington cried out, “WAIT,” and took a codex out of his satchel and said, “Read this. It is a medical transcript from Paulsland explaining how to make everyone immune from smallpox by giving them cowpox. You don’t have to believe me, but you know that many miracle medicines have come out of Paulsland, and this is another miracle.”

“I do not have time to read that tome. Open it up and show me what you are talking about, or I will draft you and send you to the front lines.”

Washington hurried over, flipped through the tome, and showed Trajan all the medical research it recorded on the subject. How that every Himyarite prisoner of war who was given cowpox did not get smallpox afterward no matter how exposed they were, how that every healthy POW given cowpox survived it, although they suspect one in ten thousand healthy adults would die from cowpox. It also showed how most individuals who were not in the best of health still survived cowpox. The medical text also put things into Roman perspective by stating that they felt that cowpox was the female, weaker version of smallpox, so once someone survived the female version of smallpox, the male version could not hurt them.

As Washington showed Trajan the manuscript, Trajan could not help but become incredibly interested in it. Throughout Roman history, there had been several legions lost due to getting smallpox at a bad time. Trajan could not put the book down and spent hours asking Washington questions about it. Even as the Castra was finished being disassembled and the army began to move, Trajan continued asking Washington questions. In fact, when Trajan had to leave the two men rode their horses next to one another as the army marched to their next camp.

The army marched forty miles as the two men talked, and only once the army began setting up their castra for the night did Trajan ask, “How did you come up with the idea to use smallpox as a weapon once an army was safe from its effects?”

“Dad talked about it over the years when we had dinner with him.”

Trajan frowned. “Why would your dad have such ideas?”

“Dad talked a lot about medicine at dinner with Mom. Every woman in Paulsland learns about medicine, and so it was a constant conversation between my parents growing up, and there were a few times that dad specifically mentioned some nation using smallpox as a weapon, and how they have to protect against various diseases so that doesn’t happen to us.”

“I have never heard that story.”

“I’m not surprised. Dad’s homeland was destroyed, so he knows a lot of history that no one, at least no one in the Roman world, has heard of.”

Trajan nodded in understanding and then, with a change of topic, asked, “I find the thought of protecting my legions from smallpox to be amazing; in fact, I hope for it to be true so much I fear it may be too good to be true. How can you prove to me it works?”

Washington smiled and said, “My people have something called the scientific method, where we try out things on a small scale before trying it out on a large scale. My people disdain the thought experiments of the Greeks. We have to try something out to prove it works. I suggest finding soldiers who have shown poor discipline and giving them cowpox. After they have recovered from it, chain them to people with smallpox. If they do not catch smallpox, then you can begin giving cowpox to all your soldiers. That process should be done over three months or so. Once that is done, begin working hard on spreading smallpox to the Germanians, and soon their dying cities will be easy to capture.”

Trajan nodded and asked, “Now that I have this information, why should I keep my end of the bargain?”

Washington was far from being surprised by this question. It had been a long time since he learned about how cutthroat Roman politics were when his wife left him. He said, “Because my agents are going through Rome spreading the rumors that house Stertinius and Rufus killed the last Emperor, and thus you are righteous to avenge his death. Furthermore, I seek to give you more reasons to go after house Stertinius. Currently, my agents are buying up house Stertinius land very cheaply as their lands inexplicably no longer grow crops. Once you have defeated the Germanians, I will gift Stertinius land to you, and once you are Emperor, you can claim that not only did they assassinate the previous emperor, but they cheated you with their worthless land. This will of course, allow you to investigate the senate and reign in their power.”

“So you are going to upend the Roman Empire, spend untold amounts of coins, and overthrow two houses because of a girl?”

“Not a girl, my wife… My ex-wife. That may not mean much in Roman society, but it means a lot to me.”


Chapter 28 May 96 AD Paulsland Capital-Dispersing Power

Saul, one of the leaders of the Hebrews that moved to Paulsland, was in the capital awaiting his meeting with King Paul. Several months ago, he had talked with Dashiell about giving foreigners contracts to work in Paulsland in exchange for their passage. Dashiell thought the idea had merit, so he sent the proposition to his father with Saul’s name all over it, and King Paul sent an invitation to Saul to come to the capital to talk about it. Saul had had two short meetings with the King, and he liked Saul’s idea so much that he wanted Saul to present it before the People’s Representatives. He was just waiting for someone to fetch him.

As he waited, he fixed his hair; at least as much was left on his bald head. Then he straightened out his clothes. These were special as they were made with wool from sheep raised in Paulsland, albeit they had to use some sort of bug-killing powder on the sheep to keep insects that carried something called parasites from killing their sheep. Still, it was a step in the right direction. It was brought together with a leather belt and girdle. Saul was specifically not wearing jewelry because he thought that would present a bad image to the representatives when he clearly wanted to import workers to make himself more wealthy.

Around eight in the morning, according to one of the many clock towers inside the capital, someone came and fetched Saul and took him to the hall of the People’s Representatives. As he stepped inside the hall, his eyes were drawn to King Paul, who was wearing armor encrusted with jewels. To Saul’s slight surprise, King Paul’s guards stood at the back of the hall, allowing the representatives to be close to their King instead of standing between King Paul and them. Besides the King, his guards, and the People’s Representatives stood a large group of men. When Saul saw them, he assumed King Paul had some lesson he was going to teach Saul through their actions, just like the first time he met the King, so he stood back and watched.

One of the men stepped out of the large group of men and said, “My name is Mlinzi, and I am the current chief of Siri Jani. I have had the honor of taking over the village from King Paul’s father-in-law after his murder. I am one of the many chiefs from the Forest Province. Our province has had many problems coming to an agreement and working together. The problem is that our province is far more diverse than the Coastal Province or the Great Lake Province. Those two provinces have easily come to decisions about what percentage of money is to be sent from their villages to their province to help improve their two provinces as a whole, as both of them heavily depend on their bodies of water for trade. In the Coastal Province, it was easy to decide to begin building stone harbors and seawalls at or in reach of every village, albeit due to limited resources, they can only build them three at a time. In the Great Lake Province, they are able to save a lot of time and money by using their province funds to build large wooden docks in every village, albeit due to manpower issues they are only able to build them at four villages at a time. For the next few years, the two provinces have clear focuses to help their infrastructure and economy. It is not the same with the Forest Province.

“All the chiefs from the Forest Province have gotten together and have made the decision to split up and totally dissolve the Forest Province. Instead, we will become the provinces of the Zambezi River, North River, Great Lake River, Kusini River, and South River. We are doing this because we all have very different economic needs.

“The Zambizi River has the most economic development as it was the first river controlled by Paulsland. The Kusini River is being developed into a canal between the Zambizi and South Rivers and thus has very different development needs than other rivers. North River meanders through mountain valleys. South River is being developed into an economic district feeding into the South Port, and Great Lake River is developing canals to allow boats to go from the Great Lake to the sea. King Paul said that the purpose of the provinces was to help develop the province as a whole, so once we, the chiefs of the Forest Province, realized the Forest Province had five major economic realities and needs, we decided to break the province into five parts.

“King Paul asked all of the chiefs of the previous Forest Province to publicly announce our decision here to give precedent for how future province creation should be done. That said, because we are dissolving our province in total, that means our province representative is losing his job, but five new province representatives will take his place. Thanks to the creation of these five new provinces, the Province Representatives will be going from three to seven.”

With his words spoken, Mlinzi looked to King Paul, who began speaking, “Thank you for your speech and explaining your thought process. I would also like to thank the chiefs of the Forest Province for breaking apart the province for the good of all instead of fighting for control of it. I truly hope that your example will guide our nation in the centuries to come. Your message will be delivered to all the schools in Paulsland by the end of the month, and all our youths will discuss it, and it will become a permanent part of our curriculum. With that, I think we need a recess so that the Representatives of the People can discuss with their chiefs the changes being made, and it will also give you a chance to meet the representatives of the new provinces.”

As the representatives and chiefs moved and began talking with each other in the great hall, Saul was surprised to see King Paul head his way. Of course, King Paul’s guards quickly moved to flank their King and protect him from any danger Saul might present.

King Paul asked Saul, “What did you think of Mlinzi’s announcement?”

“Honestly, I found it strange. Why did you want me to hear it?”

“Part of the reason was because of how historical it is, but the main reason was to give you a better understanding of how I think and how I am guiding my government.”

Saul was a bit confused and asked, “I don’t understand what you mean.”

“You are here today to ask the representatives to create laws that allow you to make contracts with people in foreign nations so that it's economical for you to pay for their transportation to Paulsland.”

“Yes.” Saul still did not see where this was going.

“When you bring all those people to Paulsland, they will be under your authority in a much more real and direct way than the Hebrews you are bringing to Paulsland. This will, in effect, allow your power to grow greatly.”

That last phrase, coming from a King, made Saul nervous, so he said, “I would never do anything to harm you or your nation.”

Paul rolled his eyes and calmly said, “Yes, you would. Practically anybody would if they were allowed enough power. But the thing is, to improve Paulsland, we need the people with the competence to grow power to do so, but in a way that helps everyone. I do not care if your power and wealth grow as long as everyone's power and wealth grow alongside yours. I want as many people as possible to have the same power as a rising tide. A rising tide lifts all ships. I want every competent person to grow in power and wealth as long as they make the people and nation of Paulsland grow in power and wealth. That said, the discussion we have today will be twofold. How to help you be the rising tide, and how to disperse your power when it's in your best interest to screw over Paulsland and its people to make you more wealthy.”

“I would never do such a thing.”

“Really? Well, at least you are not dumb enough to try and bribe me. You have come here today to tell me and my people how you will be the rising tide, how you will make Paulsland and its people richer and more powerful if we let you do this thing. I support that. I want you to go up there and give us your vision, give us the numbers you worked out, and give us a framework for how to make this work because I promise you if your vision makes sense, you will by no means be the only rising tide in Paulsland. But know this: whatever you say, I will come behind you and work to put limits on your power. Not to undercut it because we need it, but to disperse it when it should become destructive.”


Chapter 29 May 96 AD Paulsland Capital-Boundaries for Powerful Men

Saul, one of the leaders of the Hebrew immigrants, gave a very compelling speech to the Representatives of Paulsland, pointing out their need for foreign labor and how those with wealth could pay for their trip to Paulsland if the Paulsland government allowed them to sign long term contracts in foreign lands. It was not hard to make the speech compelling since every representative and chief was well aware of the supply issues in Paulsland. They needed more of everything and the only way to get it was to have more people producing those resources.

When Saul was finished speaking, Paul stood up before the representatives and said, “I think Saul is right. I think we need to allow those with the means to pay for foreigners to come here, with both sides being protected by contracts. Our motive, the national government of Paulsland’s motive for allowing this is clear. We need more stone cutters, construction workers, miners, farmers, smiths, and dozens of other workers.

“That said, what is the motive of Saul and other people who will sponsor foreghners’ trip to Paulsland? Their motive is also clear, they will have the workers they need to grow their personal wealth.

“But there is a third party in all of this. The people who sign the contract so that they can afford the passage to Paulsland. What are their motives? Many of them will be looking for a better life. Some of them will be trying to escape persecution because of their religious beliefs. Others will be criminals trying to get away before they are captured and punished.

“The reality is that it is very simple for us to focus on the needs of Paulsland and the desire of Saul because he can afford to come before us. But we must keep the interest of the third party in mind. A party that will not be able to bring their needs and desires before us in this hall for years.

“It is Paulsland law that a contract is not allowed to be a one-way contract. We go further and require government officials to overlook a contract to make sure it is fair to all parties. What the men in this hall are tasked with doing is forming a contract that is fair to both parties. A contract that helps Saul and men like him grow their wealth while also allowing the foreigners that come to Paulsland to have a better life here than at home and, in time, become part of our people. While doing that, we have to have a way for Paulsland government officials to look over these contracts in foreign nations and explain the terms to anyone signing them. This is a complex question, and so I would like to begin by pointing out what I will require in order to sign whatever document you make into law.

“First of all, the contracts cannot be longer than five years and must have an ability for the person who signs the contract to be able to buy out of the contract early.

“Second, every adult coming to Paulsland on these contracts will be required to go to school at least two hours a day, six days a week, to learn our languages, writing, and basic mathematics. At least as long as the contract is in effect. Any child they have will of course, be required to go to school alongside all other children in Paulsland… and for that matter, the contracts are only for adults, although they may include bringing a person's family into Paulsland with them. That said, if they bring their family, only the original signer is under obligation to the contract, not their entire family.

“Third, a contract cannot be sold by the corporation to a third party. What this means is that if a corporation pays for a bunch of people to come to Paulsland and then goes out of business, then it can not sell the people it contracted with as slaves. When the corporation fails, the contracts become null and void.

“Fourth, only corporations or the Paulsland government will be allowed to make these long-term contracts. This leads to two things. Paulsland needs better laws on how corporations should function, and as the owner of the Central Roman Trading Company, I will seek to have my company obey those laws as an example of what a corporation should be.

“That said, corporations have the ability to make men very powerful, and thus the men and their corporations should be bound by certain laws. Laws that will allow them to amass wealth but also force the wealth to spread out for the good of all industrious people. Because of this, I will make massive changes to the Central Roman Trading Company to be in compliance with the laws we need for corporations. We need these laws so that corporations can pay to import the people we need to help our nation grow and prosper. So before I will sign into law a document on sponsoring immigration that both halls of representatives vote on, you first need to clarify many things about corporations. I am making specific changes to the CRTC as guidelines for the new laws that need to be made.

“The first change I am proposing is that every corporation should not have one owner that owns more than ten percent of the company. As such, I will be keeping ten percent of the CRTC, giving ten percent to each of my six wives. My wives will be able to give their portion of the company to their kids when they die as an inheritance. As for my portion of the company, it will go to whoever is voted in as the next king as the king’s portion of CRTC, but whoever gets it should not be allowed to own more than ten percent of the company.” In effect, this decision of King Paul guaranteed women would never be forced out of the financial sector, but Paul was doing this for a more practical reason. He did not want his kids fighting each other for inheritance when he died. They may do that when their mothers died, but they wouldn’t do it when he died, which should reduce the chances of a civil war.

“The remaining thirty percent will go to the employees of the company. The employee’s portion of the company is only for voting and profit-sharing purposes. When they no longer work for the company, their portion of the company will be spread among the other employees. The employee shares will not be given equally. Depending on the importance of their job, they will have different percentages of the company.

“Since corporations will have several owners, and with the need to hire long-term contract workers, this body of representatives needs to answer the question ‘what happens when the corporation breaks the law criminally’? When a corporation breaks the law, particularly when it’s a company like the CRTC with hundreds of employees, who is criminally liable? I believe that by law, every corporation needs a legal compliance officer. His job will be to make sure the company is not breaking the law, and if it does, he will personally be held at fault for the laws it breaks, alongside everyone else who broke the law. As the legal compliance officer, it will be illegal to hide any company information from him, and he will have an obligation to report to the detectives of Paulsland anytime someone tries to do so. The only way the legal compliance officer can avoid being held criminally responsible for crimes broken by the corporation they work for is by reporting the crime to detectives as soon as they find it out. If a corporation commits a crime and the legal compliance officer is unaware of it, then the jury will be responsible for deciding if he was negligent in his duties. If so, then he will be criminally liable as if he had committed the crime himself. If, on the other hand, there is evidence that employees in the company hid things from the legal compliance officer, then it makes things clear who should be found guilty. The CRTC will be paying our legal compliance officer five percent of the total profits of the company, albeit his share will be the largest share taken out of the employee portion of the company.

“Why bring this up now? It's simple: we need corporations to sponsor immigrants to come into Paulsland, but the people who come will not be able to speak, read, or write our language. This will leave them vulnerable to exploitation. Having someone responsible for the good behavior of the company and the people should make things go much smoother.

“Furthermore, this gives us an opportunity.” Paul turned to one of the chiefs who spoke earlier in the day and called out, “Mlinzi, as chief of Siri Jani, does your village still run concentrated opium production?”

Chief Mlinzi knew where this was going and loudly said, “Yes, sir. It is a relic of the old ways when chiefs micromanaged their villages and kept most of the profits made by the village.”

Paul turned back to the representatives and said, “Although I believe that it’s fine for government officials to own a part of a corporation or own parts of many corporations, the government itself, whether the national government of Paulsland, provinces, or villages should never own any part of a corporation. Therefore, I submit that this body of representatives move to discuss how to word this law, that any industrial or commercial business currently owned by any village be turned over to the people of the village. How the village-owned business should be split between the villagers, such as the villagers of Siri Jani, is something that will need to be discussed with everyone that is here today.”

Paul paused to give the representatives time to consider his words. One of the representatives asked, “Why would you give the villages industry to the villagers now? Why is it so urgent?”

“Because very soon foreigners with ability and wealth will be making their way to Paulsland to seek their fortune, to create their own corporations. Regardless of where the foreigner is from, whether they are from Rome, Parthian, or somewhere else, they will have examples of nobles with vast amounts of land, slaves, and servants to duplicate as they organize their corporations. They have examples of diverse organizations that have hundreds if not thousands of people working together to create wealth, which gives them certain advantages, and so in response to that, I want to give the people of Paulsland an opportunity to build their own organizations by giving the people any industry that was previously run by their chiefs.

“This brings up another point, in time, corporations will break the law. When that happens, I propose that after an investigation, juries have the right to remove ownership of a company from owners who broke the law and give it to workers who followed the law. The government will not receive any of the corporation, nor even a monetary fine. If the government benefits from ownership or fine of the company, then there is a risk that our government will pass petty laws to benefit from fines, but if the government cannot benefit from fines, then it will be clear the judgment is good. In this case, the government will never get a part of a company, and instead, the government is only punishing the lawbreakers in the company while rewarding the law-abiding part. I would also propose that any member of a company who was punished for trying to keep the company from breaking the law get rewarded by the jury with whatever part of the company the lawbreaker used to own. I would propose that when this happens, only those who work for the company get ownership of the company. In part because they already know how to run it as they are familiar with it, this also allows a local community that benefits from a corporation to avoid undue suffering because of the crimes of specific individuals, and we do not want to give incentive for an outside third party to benefit from the misdeeds of others.”

As Paul spoke, he could tell many of the representatives could not quite grasp what he meant by corporation, so he said, “Before we do all that, we must define what a corporation is. A corporation is when an individual wants to run a business but does not have enough resources to start a business on his own; for instance, the Central Roman Trading Company now has dozens of ships. Each ship would cost the average man ten years worth of labor to buy, and it takes dozens of men to sail one of our larger Paul’s Victory-class ships. When this man has a good idea but lacks the funds to make it happen, he then goes and finds many people to invest in his idea. Some will invest in the idea financially, for instance, in this case, buying ships; others will invest their time and work, for instance, someone working as a sailor for a percentage of the company stock and profit. If they are right and the company is profitable like the CRTC, then it won't be long before the owners start hiring a lot of people, and the more people they hire, the stronger the company grows. In my own country, there were corporations with tens of thousands of employees. With that many employees, the owners of the company had significant power, and thus Paulsland must pass laws to keep those companies honest.”

And so Paul, the representatives, and the chiefs began hammering out a legal definition for a corporation, the offices Paulsland would require them to have, how to split up their “stock,” and the contract that was required so that they could hire foreigners. As for Saul and the other foreigners who happened to be in the hall that day, they were fairly upset with how many rules Paul was putting on the subject until Paul casually mentioned corporations having tens of thousands of employees. From that moment, those who sought power decided making corporations, plural, was the way to make it happen.


Chapter 30 June 96 AD Mesoamerica-Changing the Rules of War
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In a Mixtec city, just miles from the border of Totonac and Zapotec, the priests of the five Mesoamerican nations met. To the people of the five nations of Mesoamerica, this was a holy gathering of significant religious importance. As such, each priest brought special sacrifices from the previous year's war. Each sacrifice they brought was the highest-ranking warrior that their men captured during the war. As the meeting started, each warrior was brought to neutral ground and publicly skinned alive so that the gods would bless this meeting, including a Mixtec warrior. He was captured in battle, so it was his fate to be sacrificed to the gods; it was just his bad luck to be sacrificed to the gods in his own nation instead of another.

It escaped no one's notice that none of the sacrifices were Totonac warriors. In fact, it was the reason for the meeting. The Totonac were the first to have access to iron weapons and out of the five nations had exclusive access to buffalo. These new weapons of war made their warriors far more effective than the other four nations' warriors, which required the priest to meet and discuss the rules of war as the new gifts of the gods required the priests to commune with each other and their gods to find the appropriate place for iron weapons and buffalo. As such, to the nobles, kings, and emperors of their respective nations, the priests were there as ambassadors to make sure the wars did not get out of hand.

Although the priests were high-ranking, none of them were the high priest of their various gods and nations, although each one was in line to be the high priest in due time. Each one was either number three or four in line for that honor. As such they were deft at political maneuvers and thus made the Totonac priest nervous as he was well aware that all the priests viewed his nation with envy, and despite his nation's access to iron and buffalo, they still did not have enough warriors to make a difference if the other four nations decided to make peace with each other and exclusively fight the Totonac on the holy battlefields. That said, since he had the weakest position, he chose to let the others speak first.

The Mayan priest, the one in the worst position thanks to several Mayan kings joining Totonac as nobles, was the first to speak, “The gods have blessed us with new weapons”-referring to how four of the nations learned how the Totonacs made iron weapons- “and the Totonacs with new beasts. The Totonacs have used their new weapons and beasts to win all their holy wars this year, and as such, they have gained more tributary cities than any nation in memory. With the gods giving our warriors new weapons and beasts, we must discuss new rules of war, or we face fighting each other every year like the barbarians to the north, the Trade Alliance, fought Totonac and Tarascan.”

Tarascan was the next to speak. He spoke with great passion, as the memory of hundreds of buffalo riders of the Trade Alliance wrecking their towns and cities was still fresh. “In times past, we limited atlatls to our nobles.” His words caused the Totonac priest to wince as it was obvious where this was going. “But with the new gift from the gods, the buffalos, we need a way to fight them. You all know that when the Trade Alliance crossed our borders a year and a half ago, they did so with hundreds of buffalo riders, and our warrior's weapons were not sufficient to challenge them or even cause them to pause. The Totonac sent buffalo riders to every nation during this last year’s holy wars, and it did not escape anyone’s notice that not a single Totonac buffalo rider was captured for sacrifice nor even killed in the course of battle. The clubs, spears, and bows that our warriors carry are not sufficient for this new weapon of the gods, and so all our warriors should be trained in atlatls.”

The Totonac priest had to challenge this notion, as giving all warriors atlatls would dramatically undercut their current tactical advantage. “If you use atlatls in battle, then you will slay the gifts of the gods, the buffalo. Killing the buffalo riders is fine, but there are so few buffalo that it would be a crime against the gods to kill the buffalo they ride upon. Instead of giving atlatls to all your warriors, why not make a rule that any warrior that captures a buffalo, whether the rider is killed or captured himself, will be promoted to the nobility.”

Every priest frowned at that suggestion. They did not frown because it was obvious that if they implemented that rule, every common warrior would take suicidal risks to try to capture a buffalo to become a noble; they could not care less about the lives of common warriors or even jaguar warriors. They frowned for two reasons that were important to them. First of all, if some warrior managed to capture a buffalo, the other warriors in their army would try to kill them and take their spot. The riches that came with nobility would be too tempting for most. It would lead an army to mutiny when such an obvious chance of moving up the ranks to nobility was offered. Second and much worse than mutiny, it would offer an easy way for commoners to become nobles. Only the best of the best commoners would be allowed to become jaguar warriors, and only the best of the best jaguar warriors could move up to become nobles. Once they moved up in status, then their children would automatically become born nobles, and so only the very best were ever allowed to move up. The Totonac priest's plan would destroy their fragile political system.

The Mayan was the most annoyed by the situation and spoke first, “If you are so worried about your precious buffalo, do not send them out to battle. I couldn’t help but notice that your buffalo riders avoided going near any nobles that used that atlatl.” Then he asked the other priests, “When you watched over your holy wars, did you see any of the Totonac buffalo riders charge a noble with atlatls?”

The Zapotec priest answered, “No. In fact, they would constantly go from one side of the battlefield to the other, always avoiding any nobles with atlatls. It's almost like the Totonac buffalo riders forgot that our warriors spend this life preparing to fight next to the gods in the next life.” The Zapotec priest smiled as he said, “How can the buffalo riders fight next to the gods in the next life if they never learn how to fight nobles with atlatls?”

Finally, the Mixtec priest spoke and said, “It is clearly in our gods’ best interest to teach the buffalo riders how to defend against atlatls, if only so they can face them in the next life.”

The Totonac priest began grasping at straws, “How would your nobles respond when you take away their privilege and give it to the common warriors?” He was referring to only nobles being allowed to use atlatls.

Tarascan spoke up, “Considering you are already giving your jaguar warriors training in the weapon, why don’t you tell us.”

The Mayan priest acted surprised, “What are you talking about?”

The Tarascan priest had already informed the other priests of the intelligence his people had gathered, but he retold the story like it was the first time, “After the Trade Alliance attacked us, we sent jaguar warriors to their border, and on the way they discovered the Totonacs training the jaguar warriors in the art of the atlatl. Since it was on the northeast side of their empire, about fifty miles from the river the Trade Alliance is building a city on, I think they thought we would not discover it. So Totonac priest, how are your nobles reacting to their jaguar warriors training in the atlatl?”

The Totonac priest felt trapped but feigned calmness as he began explaining, “Since it’s only a select group of jaguar warriors, not common warriors, specifically trained to fight against any future incursion of the thousands of buffalo riders of the Trade Alliance, they did not protest at all. These jaguar warriors will not be allowed to fight in holy wars, and they have no way to move up and take a noble’s position. They are simply guarding our northeastern border against a third invasion from the barbarians. Considering how much destruction the last two invasions caused and how many nobles lost family members as they were away fighting holy wars, they accepted it. This is far different than what you are suggesting. I do not know how the nobles would ever accept allowing commoners to take up atlatls, which was always a privilege for the nobles.”

The Mayan priest was happy to explain, especially considering how many cities the Totonacs had taken from them in the past couple of years, “The gods gave your people the gift of iron, and the rest of us have learned how to make iron from you. Since the gods have given us new gifts, it is appropriate for our nobles to take the gifts passed to them by the gods and pass down their previous gifts. In this case, as the gods give them iron weapons, they give the people their atlatls.”

Without letting frustration show on his face, the Totonac priest went for a stall tactic. “How long will it take for all the nobles to have iron weapons? Should the nobles pass down their atlatls to the commoners before they have iron weapons?”

Now it was time for the other priests to wince. It would take at least a year to train the warriors in atlatls, but if they started training the people in the noble's weapon before the nobles had a new, better weapon, it would cause issues.

Seeing the problem before them, the Mixtec priest said, “You are right. We will need to discuss how we pass the weapons of the gods to the nobles and the weapons of the nobles to the people.” And so the priests began an intense debate. Each noble had control over jaguar warriors, who in turn trained and led common warriors into battle. In the end, they decided that only once a noble got iron weapons could that noble begin training their warriors with atlatls. It meant that the change would be gradual over the next few years.

That said, the priests had forgotten the reason why the atlatls were limited to nobles hundreds of years earlier. They were far more deadly than clubs, spears, and arrows. Men wounded by spears thrown with atlatls rarely made it to the sacrificial alters in the various cities, and their cloth armor was far less effective at stopping them than any of the other weapons. Much more blood was about to be shed than in previous centuries.


Chapter 31 July 96 AD Himyarite-Proxy Battle
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Udo was leading an Aksum army to another Himyarite city. The campaign was getting annoying as his army was able to take cities, but they were unable to leave enough soldiers behind to hold the captured cities against major assaults. He wanted to take the capital, but every source they had told them that the king of the Himyarites was leading a force to fight Aksum forces and retake Himyarite cities. It was a frustrating cat-and-mouse game made worse by the slow communications across the wilderness that made up Himyarite.

As he led the Aksum army forward, he could not help but wonder what kind of genius his King was. Paulsland was too weak to fight any of the northern nations directly. Himyarite was the weakest of the northern nations, and one of its armies nearly conquered Paulsland by itself. King Paul could not let that slight stand, or the other northern nations would descend on Paulsland like flies on a carcass. Since King Paul could not fight them with force of arms, he fought them with disease, diplomacy, drugs, and economics. Now, the Himyarites were about to fall before King Paul’s wisdom, although everyone else thought they were about to fall before Aksum.

The idea of Aksum conquering Himyarite without King Paul was idiotic. It was the Paulsland navy that burned their ports and ships to the ground. It was the Central Roman Trading Company that made their perfumes worthless, it was Paulsland trebuchets that broke down Himyarite city walls, and it was Paulsland drugs that took the minds and initiative of the commanders they were currently fighting. The war was over before Aksum started this campaign, thanks to Paulsland.

Ever since Himyarite originally attacked Paulsland, King Paul always planned on destroying their nations with concentrated opium. As soon as the Himyarite nobles, who were fighting their own king, opened up trade with Paulsland, the CRTC practically gave them concentrated opium. King Paul felt that widespread drug addiction would cripple the nation, which would make it impossible for Himyarite to attack Paulsland a second time and give the northern nations a weaker nation than Paulsland to fight over.

That said, the widespread drug addiction was more effective than Udo had hoped. When they gave concentrated opium to the noble’s army, the conscripts fought with more bravery, and although their losses were higher, they took more ground than the royal’s army. Injured soldiers were able to fight much sooner thanks to the pain-reducing aspects of concentrated opium, and thanks to that, the Himyarite Royal Army was forced to send their wounded men to fight, which depleted both sides' manpower more quickly. When Udo finally convinced Aksum to step into the war to take advantage of the weakened Himyarite military, the Himyarite nobles joined back up with the royals and gave them the concentrated opium that the CRTC had been supplying them, effectively making every leader in Himyarite addicted to the drug. Then when the CRTC officially joined Aksum’s war effort they cut off all supplies to Himyarite, including concentrated opium, the nobles of the Himyarites began defecting in droves, swearing allegiance to Aksum all in order to get their fix of concentrated opium. That said, King Zamir and Yuhahmid, the leader of the noble faction, had to die as they could rally a rebellion against their new Aksum overlords.

The problem was that Himyarite armies were scattered across their wilderness and the many oases they used as cities. It was a pain to track down the two individuals they needed to kill, and so instead, Udo was leading his Aksum army, and various Aksum nobles were leading other Aksum armies in a systematic invasion of Himyarite. Traveling from one city to the next. His army rarely fought battles because the leaders of the various cities tended to surrender immediately when they offered them a new supply of concentrated opium. When the Aksum nobles saw this all of them sent back word that concentrated opium should be outlawed in Aksum.

And so after accepting the surrender of another no-name city, which was simply an oasis surrounded by walls, Udo found out that the city had recently resupplied one of the royal armies that had been trying to reconquer the cities his forces had taken. Those royal armies were successful more often than he would have liked. Once he disarmed the population and put Aksum soldiers in charge of the city, he began chasing down the army. The reason why the Himyarite armies had success in taking back their cities was because Aksum had to limit how many soldiers they left behind in the cities they took over. They had limited manpower. Once they finally found king Zamir and Yuhahmid, the war would practically be over, but as long as those two lived, the war would drag out in a long drawn-out game of cat and mouse. With dozens of small armies roaming around, moving from one oasis to the next, there was no telling how long this war would take, and the Aksum armies felt that they needed as many soldiers as possible to overwhelm the armies they came across.

Five days after conquering the city, disarming the population fortifying the city's internal fortifications, allowing the men to spend time with the prostitutes of the city (since the city surrendered, they could not rape the women of the city), and restocking their supplies, especially their water supplies, the army went out chasing after the army that passed through there two weeks prior.

The army sent out light cavalry scouts, both on horse and camel, each looking for a trail of the army that went ahead of them. It took three days to find the trail, and to Udo’s joy, it only took two days to catch up to the army. Udo had great joy because the only way the army was so lethargic that they could catch up to them so quickly was because its leadership was having withdrawal symptoms from the concentrated opium the CRTC spread throughout Himyarite. Chances were much of the leadership had gotten over the physical side effects of quitting concentrated opium weeks or even months ago when their supply dried up, but they were still struggling to overcome the mental aspect and were now lazy, sluggish, and lost all drive.

Although Udo expected the army to be lethargic, he was still surprised when his army of ten thousand caught up to the army of fifteen thousand. He was more surprised when he saw its utter lack of discipline. It was clear to him that the army’s leadership was falling apart. Udo knew that at least half of the men in the army before him were conscripts and thus needed a lot of guidance from longtime officers who were struggling with the mental side effects of withdrawals. Chances were the conscripts never had access to concentrated opium, which meant that although they would, on an individual level, fight as well as a normal conscript, without proper guidance, they would be crushed. And so Udo instructed his officers to begin lining up his men for battle.

As Udo’s army formed up or organized into ranks, a messenger came from the opposing army, waving a truce flag to get the attention of the Aksum army. Udo sent out one of his personal guards to guide the messenger to him. Udo was not worried about assassination since he had yet to meet a man in Aksum or Himyarite that was equal to the martial prowess of a Paulsland veteran, much less a Paulsland diplomat like him.

When the messenger reached him, he said, “King Zamir demands your surrender.”

Udo smiled and asked, “Zamir is in that camp?”

The messenger frowned and meekly said, “Yes.” It was clear he knew what kind of trouble he was in.

“Is Yuhahmid with him?”

The messenger sighed meekly and said, “Yes.”

Udo tapped his fingers for a second, opened his coin pouch, took out two gold coins, and handed them to the messenger, then said, “There is a lot more where that came from if you defect to my side and tell me every important person in the camp… You know that your leadership is compromised thanks to their addiction to concentrated opium, and the withdrawals they are still struggling with have made them worthless. I wonder how many of your leaders were effective while they took the opium, but now that their supply is gone, they are worthless. Something tells me that the messenger that was supposed to bring me this message sent you instead because he couldn’t be bothered.”

The messenger was shocked and asked, “How did you know?”

“Before I was an Aksum noble, I was a Paulsland diplomat.” Nobody needed to know that Udo still served Paulslmand and was still loyal and loved King Paul. “We know how to destroy armies before we send in soldiers to battle. Your side has already lost this battle, so you might as well live and make yourself a little richer.”

Without hesitation, the messenger began revealing everything he knew. Turns out he was a conscript, but every officer, including the king, was suffering from concentrated opium withdrawals. As the messenger told Udo everything he knew, Udo’s forces began forming up, while the Himyarite forces became a mismatched mess. Although the Himyarites had fifty percent more soldiers, there wasn’t any order, and the cavalry already looked like it wanted to flee from the train wreck that was developing. As the messenger talked, Udo was very surprised to hear a particular name, where she was from, and what she had done, although it answered a lot of questions. And so, as the battle started, Udo went back to a camel carrying his supplies and found his Paulsland diplomatic uniform and ivory staff, as he needed to act in his official capacity as a Paulsland official for the next part.

By the time Udo was dressed and ready, the battle had started, and the battle was practically over. The Himyarite cavalry had already decided to flee the battlefield. They were not in their right mind. To survive the wilderness of Himyarites, they would need water, and yet they left nearly all of the horses, mules, and camels that were transporting their water supplies. The only thing Udo could think was that the King was with them and forced them to abandon their army, which, without cavalry protecting them, was defenseless against Udo’s cavalry. In less than an hour, the battle was over. The conscripts had already surrendered, their supplies were being looted, and their women raped. Udo sent out an order that once the men were done with the women to bring any dark-skinned ones to him.

About three hours later, women began being led to him. All were humbled and injured from the rough treatment of Aksum soldiers, but Udo did not care. One by one, dozens of women were led in front of Udo, then led somewhere else to be used for the soldier's pleasure. In days to come, they would be sold to make up for the expense of this war… after all, the army they were with had not surrendered until after the battle started, so everyone, the men, women, and soldiers, would be sold. 

Women from all sorts of nations were led in front of Udo, but he was not looking for Himyarite, Aksum, or Satavahana women. He was looking for the woman who betrayed his nation. After forty women of dark complexion were led before him, he found his target with the forty-first. He had never seen this woman before, but her wide eyes when she saw his attire and ivory staff gave her identity away.

“I was told your name is Chuki. What is a woman of Paulsland doing here?”

Without hesitation, she said, “They took me and forced me to help them.” Her face began showing deep sorrow.

“Over the last couple of years there have been rumors and discussions about how Himyarite has been able to counter Paulsland tactics. Tactics like bacterial infection, plague, and poison. There have been conversations about how Himyarites had gotten so good at medicine when the doctors they sent to Paulsland all those years ago were such bad students, but it turns out we had a traitor all along.”

“Traitor? I am a victim.”

Udo laughed and said, “What victim has her daughter marry the king's son?”

Chuki’s demeanor totally changed, and she said, “If I do not see you dead, my son and daughter will.”

“Your daughter will be no different than you. When our soldiers invade the capital city, which I assume King Zoscales fled to, and there is little chance he will make it, your daughter will be raped by Aksum soldiers before being executed. Your son will be skinned alive and left outside to be pecked to death by whatever birds fly through the sky of Himyarite. My only regret is that you will not live to see it.” And with that, he pulled out the iron knife given to him so long ago by his beloved King and stabbed the woman below the ribs but angled the knife up so it went through her heart. Chuki finally died moments later, hatred apparent on her face.

Udo did not know she was the wife of the traitor Elzo, and even if he had known, he would not have cared. A traitor was gone, and her family would soon follow. Udo was not as soft as King Paul.


Chapter 32 August 96 AD Himyarite Capital “Cana”-Survival

Ablah was going about her duty as a handmaiden to Pauni and informant to Chuki, her master, when she heard a great commotion at the palace gates. She rushed forward as a lady in waiting, which meant walking twice as fast but with dignity, poise, and a look of disinterest on her face. When she reached the courtyard housing the gate, she saw the King on his white horse, surrounded by his royal guards and nobles, many on camels, but a lot less than she thought there should be. Ablah was surprised to see him since the King was supposed to be out fighting the Aksum invasion. The King’s goal was not to win the war, as the civil war had depleted the military power of Himyarite too much for that. His goal was to lose as few cities as possible, and if he was back here, it meant things were far worse than she thought. It meant that contingency plans might have to come into play.

King Zamir yelled out in a slurred voice, “Doctor, bring me a doctor.”

Ablah immediately began making her way toward the King. Not because she cared for his health but because Chuki should have been there, but she didn’t see her master. The last she heard, Chuki was acting as the king’s doctor, and Ablah needed to know if her savior was dead.

As she made her way to King Zamir, he attempted to dismount his horse but only succeeded in falling. Ablah knew something was wrong when the king’s guards did not immediately dismount to help their king, but instead, the noble Yuhahmid, the man who tried to userp the throne, dismounted to help king Zamir. The only other person who moved to help their king was Tharin, his son. Ablah wished to back off, but it was too late; it was already obvious that she was heading toward the king to answer his call for a doctor, and she was obviously a handmaiden trained by Chuki.

As she walked across the courtyard to the king, Yuhahmid helped the king off the ground, and both men began walking toward her. The king walked with a limp, and it became very pronounced as Yuhahmid helped the king walk by allowing the king to put his arms around Yuhahmid’s shoulders on one side, and on the other, the King wrapped his arm around his son Tharin’s shoulders. King Zamir looked pathetic. King Zamir should have stayed on his horse and allowed trusted servants to help him walk, not nobles in all their splendor. It was made worse because the king was disheveled, but neither Yuhahmid nor Tharin was. Ablah had to wonder if Tharin was about to make a play for the throne; if so, she would help, as her loyalty was to Pauni, Tharin’s wife, through Pauni’s mother, Chuki.

When she reached the three men, king Zamir said, through slurred speech, “Do you have… concentrated opium? Wine doesn’t stop the pain in my foot as well as opium.”

Ablah winced. King Zamir was speaking loudly enough that everyone could clearly hear him, and he sounded like a drunk. She felt like she was back in the brothel where one wrong word to an angry customer would kill her, so she calmly said, “No, sir. Chuki instructed me how to make it, but we do not have poppies. Paulsland and Aksum have gone out of their way to keep us from having the plant… where is your doctor, Chuki?”

“Ahhh. Her? She doesn’t know how to ride a horse, so we left her behind… What good was she anyway? She couldn’t make my opium. I need my opium!” King Zamir grew agitated and began trying to wiggle out from the two men holding him up. Clearly, to hit Ablah. Ablah didn’t think she would escape a beating; she just hoped she would escape death.

Then Yuhahmid let go of king Zamir, took a step away from him, and spoke with the intent that the entire courtyard could hear, “Zamir, you are a disgrace to the entire Kingdom of Himyarite. We lost an army to Paulsland when you miscalculated their strength, we lost the city of Musa to Aksum because of your shortsightedness, because of your stupidity, the price of our perfumes have fallen from the value of gold to the value of coppers. You have made our nation weak, poor, and broken, and now as a drunk, you run from battle.”

Zamir was in too much of a stupor to respond, and while Tharin tried to defend his father with words, Yuhahmid took out his dagger and stabbed the king in the neck. Yuhahmid yelled out, “When Aksum comes, I will offer your body and the bodies of your family as a peace offering to save the people of this city.” His political play was obvious. Kill the king and offer his corpse and the corpses of his family as payment for peace. With the king mortally wounded who could stand up to Yuhahmid at this moment, especially when the royal guards that the king rode with were standing by and doing nothing.

Tharin let go of his father as his father's blood sprayed on him while grabbing for his weapon. As he cried out, “NO! NO! NO!” But no noble moved to help Zamir.

Ablah had to protect Pauni, so she did what she had to. She took her knife out and stabbed Tharin in the neck while he was focused on his father's killer. Although none of the horse riders, including the royal guard, was surprised by Yuhahmid’s actions, everyone was surprised by Ablah’s actions.

Ablah turned to Yuhahmid  and explained, “If you wish to offer the bodies of King Zamir’s family as a peace offering to Aksum, I can kill Pauni and her children without further bloodshed.”

Yuhahmid was shocked by the violent woman and asked, “Why would you do that?”

“I used to be a prostitute before being a handmaiden. I will do anything to survive. If you wish for me to kill Pauni and her children, it will not be a problem. I will gladly kill them to protect my life. You know the stories of whorehouses and how we will do anything to survive another day. We killed the other whores to protect our own lives. We killed the children born of the other whores to protect our lives, and at times we killed the children of our own bodies to survive. If you send me, then your enemies will die, and you will not have to risk your guards, soldiers, and allies' lives trying to fight through Pauni’s guards to get to her. 

Yuhahmid nodded in surprise since he clearly did not think things would be so easy and said, “Go do it. I will send my people to exterminate Zamir’s other wives, sons, and grandsons. You will be rewarded since your actions will protect my men’s lives.”

Ablah immediately headed toward Pauni’s chambers as the Royal guards dismounted from their horses, looking to execute all the royals. Ablah wasn’t very surprised at the disloyalty, just how public it was. Chuki had sent letters back and forth with Pauni’s handmaidens, letting them know that Zamir, his guards, and worst of all, his cupbearer were all addicted to concentrated opium, and with the supply disappearing almost as soon as they were hooked, they were growing to hate their king and often talked of capitulating just so that they could have concentrated opium again. In fact, they were often blind drunk to help take off the pressure they felt from their withdrawals. Chuki made it very clear that Aksum would likely have an easy time controlling Himyarite nobles as long as they controlled a supply of concentrated opium, but Chuki couldn’t capitalize on the problem because she was Zamir’s personal doctor and thus always with the fool.

Ablah was rushing to Pauni’s chambers, which meant walking without dignity, but she could not run, or she would cause a panic. And so she rushed, walking at twice her normal speed, and as she reached the rooms that Pauni had made into a home, the guards, personally selected by Chuki, let her in. Inside she found Pauni playing with her two young sons, one about a half-year old, and the other just over two. Pauni had six handmaidens, all former prostitutes, all selected by Chuki, attending to her every need. Ablah felt relieved when she saw Khalida, a dark skin handmaiden with the same tone of skin as Pauni.

When Pauni saw Ablah, she smiled sweetly and asked, “How are you doing, Ablah?”

The other handmaidens saw the look on Ablah’s face and noticed how she walked, and with concern, one of them asked, “What’s wrong?”

Ablah repeated a phrase that all the handmaidens except Khalida knew, “Today, one of us gives our life for Pauni.”

Pauni looked confused, and so did Khalida. Khalida was Pauni’s closest handmaid and was never allowed to be more than a hundred feet from Pauni, just in case. Khalida’s confusion only grew as two other handmaidens took out knives intended to protect Pauni’s life and began stabbing Khalida in the back so that they had a body to offer those who would seek Pauni’s life.

Pauni screamed, “WHAT ARE YOU DOING!” as she held her infant closer to her and took the hand of her two-year-old, who began screaming in fear. The other handmaidens immediately began moving in all directions as those words set a course of action in order.

Ablah walked over to Pauni, touched her shoulder, and calmly said, “King Zamir and your husband Tharin were murdered by Yuhahmid. He has commanded me to kill you and your sons. Your mother specifically made Khalida your handmaiden so that if a coup happened, we could offer Khalida in your place. If you do not want your sons to be killed, come with me now.”

Pauni was utterly confused and asked, “Why would you do this?”

“The same reason why all your handmaidens would. The same reason why all the women picked out by your mother would. We all grew up in loving homes before being forced into brothels. Ever since we were put in a brothel, we have not felt love. Your mother has allowed all of us to become mothers. I have a little two-year-old boy who has unconditional love for me. No one else but that boy will ever love me. Every one of your handmaidens has a little boy or a little girl at home that loves them unconditionally because your mother was the first person in our lives that did not force us to kill the children of our bodies, but if anything were to happen to you, your mother would force us to watch as our children where killed before sending us back to the brothels. I will do anything to keep the love of my child, including killing anyone else. Before this day is over, we will do worse than killing one of your handmaidens to protect your life. You didn’t notice, but two of your handmaidens left to find two orphans to kill to die in place of your sons. Your other two handmaidens will lead you out of a side entrance where, every single day, they service the guards. These women do not have sex with those guards every single day because they love them or because they enjoy their company; they do so because if you need to escape, those guards will let them escape with you and your children because men think with their small heads, not their big ones. You have minutes to flee, or my child's life is forfeit, so you will go now while we kill two orphans and bring their bodies alongside Khalida to Yuhahmid to protect your life and the lives of Chuki’s grandchildren.”

Pauni was shocked, but she was still a very submissive girl, a girl who needed to protect her two boys. As she was led away by the two women who had just killed her friend, she asked, “Where will I go?”

“You will be brought to Parthion, where you should be able to make a living as a doctor. You should be able to sell the jewelry you are wearing for whatever funds you need to start. Your mother Chuki wants you to know even if it takes a couple of years, she plans on meeting you there.” Ablah said this because she had no way of knowing that Chuki was already dead, but none of the prostitutes would believe that she died as Chuki was the best survivor they had ever heard of. As for Chuki’s oldest son, she knew he was to be sent to Satavahana, but that wasn’t her responsibility. As for Chuki’s youngest son, that may actually be General Bayin’s son, she had no clue where that child was going or how it would be protected. Instead, she waited for the other two handmaidens to bring back two children that they murdered in place of Chuki’s grandsons, and once the corpses were collected, they dragged the replacements to Yuhahmid, who was now waiting to offer Zamir’s family in exchange for his life.


Chapter 33 August 96 AD Himyarite Capital City-Conditional Surrender

Udo’s forces were two weeks behind King Zamir’s forces. He was delayed because he had nearly ten thousand soldiers to move, with only a thousand of them being cavalry, they also had to sell their new slaves before moving on, and Udo needed to arrange a blockade of Cana, the capital city. He just hoped that king Zamir was still there when they arrived.

Udo wasn’t worried about the upcoming siege. King Zamir and his officers, nobles, and other leadership were still recovering from opium withdrawals and were dealing with it by getting drunk out of their minds. It's why they responded so slowly and badly when his forces overtook them in the desert. The nobles of Himyarite were broken, and it appeared to Udo that Aksum was acting more like a cat chasing mice than a nation fighting another nation.

Udo was far more worried about the doctors and prostitutes of Himyarite than the nation's nobles. After his conversation with Chuki, he asked their captives about her and was both horrified and impressed by her. She was able to use her medical knowledge to become a noble, then leverage that to train a large portion of the prostitutes in the medical arts of Paulsland, and use them to wipe out their competition in the medical arts, giving her significant power in a short amount of time. Udo hadn’t heard about her power grab because Paulsland had been attacking all the royal controlled ports of Himyarite while supplying the noble faction of their civil war, and so news about the royal’s prostitutes did not make it back to Paulsland intelligence. He was just glad that they had made sure no poppies left Paulsland; otherwise, their plan to introduce concentrated opium to Himyarite and then remove it would have failed. The reality was that once someone was addicted to concentrated opium, they usually functioned rather well as long as they had access to the drug, but once they started facing withdrawals, everyone addicted to it crashed. Chuki was almost able to circumvent this strategy. Almost. But thankfully, she did not have access to poppies.

This was likely the last war that they could effectively use opium addiction and withdrawal as a tactic, especially since the Himyarite port cities had been happily selling Himyarite citizens to the slave ships of the nations on the Ethryaean Sea. Udo knew for a fact a lot of prostitute doctors were sold off before he found out this news. In fact, he spent an entire day writing a report to send to King Paul on the matter. Although Udo was disturbed by the idea of Paulsland medicine getting out, he knew King Paul wanted the knowledge to spread, so he would be happy the knowledge was out there. Although he would not be happy with the method.

With all this going through Udo’s mind, his forces finally saw the city of Cana in the distance. Minutes later, as they moved closer to the city, he could see the sea where he saw Paulsland trimarans blockading Cana’s port. The trimarans acted as Paulsland attack ships since they were fast, cheap, easy to make, and with coal oil weapons, very effective against wooden ships. About a half an hour later as they drew even closer to the city, he finally saw the mother ships of Paulsland, the Paul’s Victory-class ships that kept the trimarans supplied. Of course, the trimarans stayed between the mother ships and the capital city. Everyone wanted this war to end, and as far as Paulsland was concerned it only ended at the death of king Zamir and Yuhahmid, which meant they had no choice but to block the port, trapping them like rats. Once those two were dead, Aksum could absorb the other nobles' houses of Himyarite into their nation, thus ending the war and making Aksum’s king, king Zoskales, more wealthy.

Because Udo could not accept a surrender unless Zamir and Yuhahmid were dead, he was expecting a long siege. With only ten thousand soldiers, he would never be able to take Cana, but the other Aksum forces would join him over the next few weeks. In two months, he expected to have seventy thousand soldiers sieging the city.

As his soldiers began setting up camp and trebuchets, one of the watchmen found Udo and pointed out that Cana was lowering people and other things to the ground from the wall. With an army at their door, they were not going to risk opening up the gate for whatever they were dropping off. Udo watched in fascination as a dozen men, five camels, and supplies, possibly tribute, that looked like they were wrapped in sheets, were lowered to the ground and then placed on the camels. It took about three hours, but then they began making their way to the camp.

About five hundred yards from the camp, a group of fifty cavalry went out to meet them, and after looking at the camel's cargo, they brought one of the men to meet with Udo. As soon as the man was told that Udo was in charge of the army, he fell on his face before Udo.

Udo told the man, “Get up and tell me your business.”

“I am a messenger from Yuhahmid. He offers you the head of king Zamir, and the heads of all his wives, concubines, children, their spouses, grandchildren, and various other family members as a peace offering. He admits that Himyarite has lost the war and wishes to surrender on the condition that he can keep Cana as a noble and that all the nobles under him can keep their land and titles under the Aksum King Zoskales.”

Udo was stunned, speechless. The king who had to die for attacking Paulsland was dead alongside his house. As he realized their enemy was dead, Udo could not help but smile, and his face beamed with joy. The man who attacked his nation, the nation he loved, was gone, alongside everything he loved. Udo could not be happier and looked forward to sending this news home.

Udo turned away from the man and called out to one of the CRTC’s representatives and said, “Go to the coast and send this joyous news home immediately. The king, Zamir, who ordered the attack on Paulsland, is dead alongside his entire house and family.” Udo had to clarify the house as family, as the idea of a noble or royal house was foreign to nearly all the people of Paulsland. “Tell them that another Himyarite noble destroyed the king's family out of fear of the power of Paulsland.”

Without a word, the CRTC representative ran off to deliver the news. With luck, Udo would have more good news to send to his homeland.

The messenger felt great relief as he saw the smile of joy on Udo’s face, but Udo’s next words took it away, “Tell Yuhahmid that unless he dies alongside his entire family, I will not accept Cana’s surrender.” The messenger’s face turned to horror. How could Yuhahmid ever accept that? Then Udo said, “Then I want you to privately tell the other nobles that if they send me the body of Yuhahmid, I will accept their surrender. They do not have to kill his family. In fact, I would prefer if they did not. The only thing I will demand of the city of Cana is ten thousand gold coins to pay my soldiers, and all the property of General Bayin, alongside all members of his house as my slaves. If he has a daughter, granddaughters, or great-granddaughters that are married to another noble, the noble is to divorce her and send her my way. I will not require them to send Bayin’s grandchildren born to his daughters or granddaughters, but all of General Bayin’s sons, grandsons, or other male heirs, will be castrated and sold as whores alongside his wives, daughters, and concubines. His house will be destroyed.”

Relief and confusion flooded the messenger. “May I ask why you wish to destroy General Bayin’s house?” He quickly clarified, “The nobles will want an answer.”

“General Bayin was not careful when he attacked Paulsland. He did not give our nobles the respect they were due and ended up castrating my sons before selling them into slavery alongside my daughters.” This was only true from a certain point of view. King Paul had once said that all the boys and girls in Paulsland were to be treated as sons and daughters by anyone working in government, so from that point of view, all the boys that were castrated were his sons, and thus Udo was paying Bayin back. Furthermore, nobles were often careful to treat other nobles differently than commoners or slaves in war if only because they could sell them back to a house for a great price, and well, if you harm the children of nobles, then they could use their wealth and influence to target your house specifically. Paulsland treated all their people as nobles, and hopefully, in the next war the treatment of Bayin’s house would be remembered and lead to fewer war crimes… albeit King Paul did not know Udo was doing this. He would not approve of raping and killing all of General Bayin’s children.

The messenger carefully said, “All of General Bayin’s sons are already dead.” Udo showed surprise on his beaming face but stayed quiet. The messenger understood that Udo wanted him to explain. “When Chuki came to Cana and met with king Zamir she said she was a mistress and wife to General Bayin in Paulsland and was pregnant with his child. King Zamir valued her medicinal knowledge so much that he acknowledged the son she gave birth to as General Bayin’s. It wasn’t a problem since General Bayin had a lot of sons who would be heirs before hers. Chuki arranged for the death of all his obvious heirs, and so to stop that king Zamir announced her son as the heir of the house to save the lives of the rest of the sons. That didn’t stop the mysterious deaths of all his sons, and so Chuki’s son became the sole surviving male of General Bayin’s house. Since Chuki’s daughter was married to Tharin, king Zamir’s son and heir, all of Chuki’s children and grandchildren were killed, and their heads are with Zamir’s head among the camels.”

Udo was so happy he began clapping and said, “That is wonderful news. Since General Bayin’s sons are dead, I guess I can't castrate them and force them to serve in the brothels. But his wives, daughters, and concubines will. In fact, his mansion, the home they grew up in, will become a brothel, and each one of them will be used by all the soldiers in my army.”

The messenger winced as he said, “In order to preserve the lives of their daughters, General Bayin’s wives married off any of them that were of age to the nobles in the city.”

“Then tell those nobles to either kill them for adultery or divorce them due to adultery because they are about to have sex with thousands of men. General Bayin is still alive, and he will be released when this war is over. I want him to see his house humbled and destroyed before he is dead. I want him to go to his grave in grief over the destruction of his house. I want the world to see what happens to those who hurt the people of Paulsland during a war. If the nobles do not agree to this request, then I will do to them and their houses what I was planning to do to General Bayin’s.”

“I will deliver the message then.”

As the messenger turned to leave Udo said, “Wait here for a moment. I need to get something to deliver to the nobles.” A few minutes later, Udo handed the messenger a package and said, “This is concentrated opium. Enough for the nobles to take the edge off. The sooner they send me Yuhahmid’s head and divorce General Bayin’s daughters, the sooner they get a constant supply.”

The messenger took it and headed back to the city. Two hours later, he delivered Yuhahmid’s head to Udo. Later that day, messages were sent to Paulsland that the war was over, to release the surviving POWs so the world could see the horror Paulsland would inflict on those who hurt its civilians. That night, the women of Bayin’s house began their long torment in revenge for what General Bayin did to the men, women, boys, and girls of Paulsland. Personally, Udo could not wait to see Bayin’s face when he saw what happened to his house. Just as Bayin forced the men of Paulsland to watch as their wives and children were raped, Udo would force Bayin to watch as his were raped. Then, General Bayin’s misery would be remembered for centuries.


Chapter 34 September 96 AD Indiana-No
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Bobby, his childhood friend Hetane, and old man Gad were on East River. Each man had their own boat and crew, but they enjoyed fellowshipping each night when their ships were pulled onto the bank of the river and their crews set up camp. They were nearly to Nootau territory, where they would trade for three shiploads of coal. It would allow them to make more iron and copper ingots in just a few months than the Trade Alliance had made in its entire existence. Bobby was in a great mood; everything was falling into place.

The war he had started between the Wi tribe and the slave villages had been risky, but it was a risk he had to take. Thankfully, he had learned that the farming villages to the north had successfully beaten the Wi tribe and that the Wi tribe attempted to head west after the now-fortified farming villages became too difficult to fight, but there were other Buffalo rider tribes to the west, and they were not friendly with the Wi. Apparently, the buffalo raiders that attacked the Trade Alliance all those years ago was made up of more than the Wi tribe since the only place to get buffalo was the Trade Alliance. Bobby was not looking forward to dealing with one, or perhaps dozens of tribes as his merchants headed west. That said, those tribes forced the Wi tribe back to the farming tribes' territory.

Since the Wi tribe couldn’t head west, it kept fighting with the farming tribes it had previously enslaved and largely kept losing, especially since they were struggling to find a way to deal with fortifications. Bobby was fairly informed of the situation since he had a dozen merchant ships trading with the farming tribes and others looking in on the situation as they passed their territory as they made their way to the Great Waters tribe to trade for iron and copper ore.

To the south, Itsu’s village at the mouth of the Great River was more prosperous than ever. He was successfully trading the goods of Bobby’s merchant fleet with merchants from the Trade Alliance and Cuba.

Bobby’s wife Tabbori was finally becoming a better merchant, and she was making her village the center of a trade network north of the swamp land but south of the mountains. There was enough foot and canoe traffic coming through that Bobby had limestone blocks sent down to build solid fortifications around his wife and children's home.

In the mountains, Bobby spent the summer following a river east of the Great River, which he was calling Mountain River, and found the perfect spot for a canal that could easily power dozens of waterwheel-powered workshops. Bobby planned on taking iron and copper ingots to the workshops he would build here and making them into final products. It was the perfect area to do so since it was south of where he planned on smelting ore into copper and iron ingots, but since it was about mid-river, it meant that his merchants would have an easier time moving finished metal products upriver and would also be able to easily supply a large amount of finished metal products down river since the currents could do most of the work bringing them to Itsu’s village which traded with the entire Trade Alliance and Cuba.

North of the Mountain River, just south of where the Great River met the Eastern River, they were building a large smelting factory with a large waterwheel powered by the Great River. They would bring ore from the Great Waters Tribe and coal from the Nootau tribe and smelt all the metals they would ever need. This factory was built on a limestone outcropping, and so Bobby had gotten some of John’s entrepreneurs to come and make stone-cutting equipment and cut out limestone. Limestone that was being used to build fortifications to protect Bobby’s investment in the area and would soon be sent north and south as needed.

Phase one of Bobby’s dream of a merchant network was almost complete. His goal was to make several major trade hubs that produced something the rest of the trade hubs needed. Currently, he had trade hubs for grain crops, fruit, industrial crops, ore, ingots, finished goods, stone, and coal, all connected by the Great River and the various rivers connected to it. Each trade hub would then trade with the various villages near them, creating more trade and more wealth for the merchant fleet Bobby was in control over. Through this merchant fleet and trade hubs, Bobby would control every village they traded with. Granted, Bobby was not a micromanager, so he did not care what religion they followed, how the internal politics played out, or whether the villages had little wars with each other. All he cared about was that whatever the villages produced made its way through his network, and step one was almost complete. Step two would involve finding, growing, and making secondary sources for all the goods he had access to, but that was more of a redundancy issue. The main part of step two would be making the trade hubs the major power in their sphere of influence so more wealth would make its way to Bobby.

Bobby’s thoughts on step two were abruptly stopped when he saw the forest of pecan and maple trees. The Nootau tribe marked their area of influence by wiping out all vegetation that did not produce food, and they violently protected the area. When he visited them the previous year, he noticed they did not build fortifications around their villages, but they ate better than most of the random tribes and villages Bobby came across and thus had stronger, better warriors. Bobby had his ships land at the edge of their forest, and half an hour later, several young Nootau warriors came out of the forest to meet them.

These young warriors brandished spears, arrows, and some of the iron knives and tomahawks Bobby had traded with them the previous year. Bobby was not worried. Bobby, alongside all his men, wore their cloth armor, and they had better weapons than the Nootau did. If it was up to Bobby, the Nootau would never learn how much better Bobby’s weapons were.

Bobby yelled out to the warriors, “GOOD AFTERNOON! I AM HERE TO TRADE WITH YOUR ELDERS!”

The young warrior frowned, waved at Bobby, and yelled back, “FOLLOW ME! BUT ONLY YOU!”

Bobby quickly followed. He was a bit annoyed by the cold reception but brushed it off, and when he reached the young warrior, he took out a jar of strawberry preserves, handed it to the young man, and said, “A gift for you.”

The warrior's hard features softened as he accepted, but he didn’t say anything. He silently led Bobby through the forest to one of the main villages of the Nootau people. Once they reached the village, Bobby was led directly to the largest building. Bobby couldn’t help but smile when he noticed that it was the only building made out of logs. The rest of the buildings were made out of branches. The difference being that they needed axes to make buildings with logs, and so obviously, this new building could only be built with Bobby’s tools. It was a great sign.

When Bobby entered the structure, which had several windows to let in light, Bobby smiled at the elders inside, thought to himself that he needed to sell them screens, and said, “Good to see you elders again. I am here to trade for the coal, and I have more goods, better goods, and some new goods. I can also talk to you about some items that are not with me on this trip but could bring on future trips.”

One of the elders said, “No need. We are content with what you brought us last time. Go back to your boat and come back in a year or two. We do not want anything you have right now.”

Bobby was dumbstruck, and it took him several seconds to come up with his response. “What?”

“The tools you sold us last year are still useful, so we do not need any more. As for the foodstuffs you gave us last year, we have decided we do not want them. We do not grow them and do not want to rely on you to bring them to us. We do find your new things novel, but we do not want you introducing any other new things to us, so we do not want to discuss anything else. Next year or the year after, we may trade with you for more of your iron tools, but this year, we will not trade with you.”

Bobby was angry. He needed the Nootau tribe to become a trade hub for coal for his grand vision to work, so he began to argue, “Last year you only needed the villager to dig the coal for three days to get all your new tools and foodstuffs. That three days of work earned you more than two months of work would otherwise earn you. You came out way ahead.”

The elder shook his head and said, “One of the things you asked for last year was a wife to tie you closer to our people. We do not want to get entangled with other people. We have had issues in the past where those we traded with, whether food, supplies, or daughters, have turned around and tried to steal from us. We feel that it is best to keep our trade limited. Normally, we would run you off, afraid you would steal from us, but the coal you desire takes hundreds of men days to dig out of the ground, so we are not afraid you will steal from us. Be content that we may trade with you in the next year or two if we find a need for your trade goods.”

Bobby’s smile wavered for a moment, but he managed to keep it on his face before saying, “Thank you. I hope to do business with you next year.” Then Bobby quickly left before his emotions could get ahold of him. The young warrior that led him to the elders of that particular village led him back to his ships. The entire time, Bobby had to keep his merchant smile on his face, but internally he was fuming. Once he made it back and the young warrior left him, his smile disappeared.

Hetane was the first to notice Bobby’s sour mood and asked, “What's wrong?”

“They refuse to trade with us this year. They said maybe next year, or the year after, or maybe not at all.”

“WHAT! But we need the coal to smelt all the ore we are collecting. It took us years to find a source for iron and years more to find this source of coal. What if the Nootau have the only supply of coal on the river system?”

Bobby said, “Don’t worry, this is only a minor setback. They will trade with us.”

“When? If they won't trade with us this year, what guarantee do we have that they will trade with us next year or give us the consistent supply we need?”

“I have been thinking about that on my long walk back here, and I figured it out. If they don’t want what we are offering, then we have to make them want it. The problem is that right now, we need their stuff more than they need ours. We are going to change that.”

“How are we going to do that?”

“From what I have heard, the Wi buffalo riders are really struggling. They left fire tending, jerky making, sewing, and a host of other little jobs up to their women, and since the slave tribes took the Wi women when they freed themselves, the Wi are very pathetic right now. Come winter, they will be very desperate. I bet they will be desperate enough to attack the Nootau if we feed them and give them some supplies.”

Hetane was completely shocked and said, “You want to rob the Nootau? That goes against everything you believe.”

Bobby shook his head and said, “I do not want to rob the Nootau. I want the Wi buffalo riders to rob the Nootau, and afterward I want to sell Nootau the means to defend themselves from the buffalo riders.”


Chapter 35 October 96 AD Paulsland-Smelting Research Center

The University of Engineering had finally finished its first great project. They had finished the first aqueduct from the Great Lake. Currently, three other aqueducts were being built. These aqueducts were designed to carry water from the Great Lake to the driest parts of Paulsland in reach of it. One of the greatest benefits and difficulties of the Great Lake was that it was at a very high elevation. It was a difficulty because there were many waterfalls along the river that connected the Great Lake to the Zambezi River cutting off commercial traffic, but a benefit because Paulsland engineers could use gravity to bring water to far-flung Paulsland communities. The aqueducts were built very much like Roman aqueducts, with ditches carrying the water wherever possible but with arch support bridges taking the water over valleys where necessary. These aqueducts were at least five feet wide, carrying untold amounts of water because these aqueducts were designed to do more than quench the thirst of the people.

This particular aqueduct was just over seventy-five miles long and was designed to help the canal project by providing extra water that may be needed to move boats up and down it.  The Great Lake was three hundred and sixty-five miles long and fifty-two miles wide. It was an absolute boon to Paulsland, but without a canal, the Great Lake Province could not effectively trade with the rest of the nation. The Great Lake fed the Great Lake River, and the first fifty miles of the river contained seven different waterfalls; then it meandered another three hundred and fifty more miles before reaching the Zambezi River. Once the Canal was finished, the infrastructure would make all of Paulsland wealthier. The University of Engineering was built on the Great Lake specifically to build the canal and aqueducts to better unite all of Paulsland with its water. Their mandate to unite Paulsland with water had them exploring digging tunnels through mountains on the east and west sides of the lake to provide water to current and future provinces of Paulsland.

The finished aqueduct was providing a lot of data that would be used to improve the other aqueduct projects and better prepare the University of Engineering for its next few projects. It was always designed to be used in part to help shore up the canals being built to connect the Great Lake with the rest of Paulsland’s river systems. The aqueduct was not just there to move water from the start to the end, but it had twenty-seven different spots along the way to discharge water to thirsty populations, dry fields, canal support, and industrial waterwheels.

At the very end of the first aqueduct, where the aqueduct poured water into the Great Lake River a few miles past its last waterfall, was a new Illuminati research station. It was a stone building, large by Paulsland standards, with several waterwheels inside the aqueduct. The end of the aqueduct was an interesting design. Instead of damming up the water to pour over the waterwheel from a great height, they narrowed the aqueduct from five feet to just two feet to force the current to move more quickly and push the wheels. It was a bit experimental, but if the design worked, then it would make future aqueducts much simpler and cheaper as it was much easier to narrow the aqueduct than to build it tall.

A temporary wooden platform was built in front of the building, and thousands of people were standing around it. The vast majority were children. They were there with their parents, who were the men and women who constructed the aqueduct and Illuminati test bed. Many of the women were working at the edge of the crowd, preparing a celebratory feast for the great work they had finished. Alongside these people were hundreds of elephants scattered among the crowds. Each elephant was by the family that raised it. The elephants were instrumental for completing the project so quickly.

Most of the families lined up to listen to Paul’s speech were responsible for one or two of the elephants. Every morning, the children would feed the elephants before going to school, each night, they would feed them again. Throughout the day, the father would guide their elephants through the process of moving stones to make the aqueduct. Many of the women in the crowd worked alongside their own elephants. It’s why they were able to build the aqueduct so quickly with so few people. Now that their elephants are finally mature, the Agriculture Association was working with the elephant handlers to breed the best male elephants with as many adult females as possible.

With the crowd watching, King Paul stepped onto the podium. The King had a grin on his face as he overlooked the people who had built an amazing work. The crowd looked forward to hearing their King speak. All the women preparing food stopped what they were doing to go listen. Many of them began climbing their elephants, who helped them up with their trunks.

When everything settled down, Paul began to speak, “I want to thank you for building Paulsland’s first aqueduct. I am proud to be your king. Everyone here had a part to play in the construction of this wonder. From the men who came out every day to work with elephants, oxen, donkeys, stone, and various other tools to make this seventy-five-mile-long wonder. To the women who worked alongside their men or supported them from home. To the children who obediently learned to take care of the animals that were necessary for your parent's work. Everyone here had a part in making this wonder. Thank you.

“Thanks to your hard effort, the rolling hills that connect Great Lake to the rest of Paulsland now have a constant water source all year long. Currently, the Agriculture Association is working with farmers to build terraces to grow crops on those hills year-round. The University of Engineering is guiding the water coming from the aqueduct to help build the seven canals needed to circumvent the seven waterfalls on Great Lake River, and thanks to your help, they should have all seven finished within the next couple of years. And finally, just as importantly, and maybe more importantly, behind me is the Illuminati’s new smelting research outpost.

“As all of you know, Paulsland has few places with consistent enough water flow to build waterwheels. Thanks to the Great Lake, every aqueduct and canal connected to it will have flowing water all year long. This allows us to make waterwheel-powered smelting factories. This will allow us to force more air into ore as we melt it, which should give us better metal. How this works exactly is still unknown, which is why we are building this research outpost. As they learn how to smelt with power, we will develop better and better metals, which will allow us to build a better world. This could not be possible without your effort and faithfulness. Thank you.”

With that, King Paul’s speech was over, and he stepped off the podium to meet with the crowd. King Paul’s guards wanted to throw a fit since they could not properly protect their King in such an environment, but King Paul did not care. He finally had a water-wheeled power station for smelting that he had wanted for almost two decades. After shaking the hands of every man, woman, and child, Paul headed into the complex for a tour of the place.

Faizal, Paul’s original researcher, led Paul through the place.

“King Paul, one of the first things you should notice is that the ceiling is high, and we have several tall barn doors. The purpose of that is we want to research smelting quickly, so we will be keeping two elephants on the grounds, and whenever we need to switch out heavy pieces of equipment, they will be able to come in and quickly take out old pieces and new pieces.”

Paul smiled and said, “Great. I want better metals as soon as possible. The sooner we have better metals, the sooner we can get the steam project off the ground.”

Faizal frowned and said, “Should you be talking about that here?”

“They don’t know what we are talking about, so it's fine with saying something as vague as steam. So, back to my tour, how is the docking system going?”

“It's going slow. The men who mine for coal are not used to putting them in barrels before shipping them our way, and it’s the same with the men who mine ore, but barrels are the most practical way for us to move coal from ships into this facility in a timely fashion. Honestly, we should have looked into better transportation methods while the aqueduct was being built.”

“No, no, it's fine. It's just a pain that the coal, iron, and water sources are so far from each other.”

“Well, King Paul, it’s like you say. We can do so much more once we set up the infrastructure for everything. It’s just too bad we had to spend eight years building an aqueduct to the bottom of the falls on the Great Lake River to be able to start this project. But now that all the pieces are in place, we should be able to get things done quickly.”

“When you say quickly, do you mean get results quickly?”

“Oh, no I mean, go through experiments quickly. I remember what you taught us. You can never guarantee results, but you can guarantee a good work ethic. We have a dozen blacksmiths, a dozen masons, and five mechanists working here now, all working on different contraptions that we think will make smelting better and easier. We also have two chemists to look at what the coal and ore does after the smelting process is over. I do not know how long it will take to make metal to the standards you want, but I can tell you we are going to get a lot of data on it.” 

Faizal took King Paul to an office filled with diagrams of machines that they could now make because they had access to consistent water power. Some of the diagrams were flat-out fans that Paul himself designed, others were designs of bellows and how they would work with water power instead of manpower. Alongside these designs were drawings of various brick-lined pits to put the coal and ore and burn them. Alongside those were ratios of things that they thought would work. There were pages of thousands of experiments they intended to run, all in an effort to make much better metal consistently. Once their experiment got consistent results, they were ready to build large waterwheel factories to replicate the results and finally start giving King Paul the amount of metal he desired.

Paul told Faizal, “Everything looks great. I want you to print off at least two hundred copies of your best ideas and have them ready to sell at next month's planting festival.”

Faizal was confused and asked, “Why?”

“We have several foreigners that are itching to create wealth like the nobles back home have, but to do so, they need to create companies. Many of them are scrambling about trying to figure out what type of company to make. I plan on offering them maps of topography where it would be very advantageous to build aqueducts and canals and offering to pay their companies to build them while giving their company the right to build one or more industrial waterwheel factories. This will give them an idea of what could be made. By the time they are finished with their aqueducts and canals, you should have viable waterwheel smelting diagrams. While they are building the canals, they will be bringing in thousands of men to our nation. Their work will bring consistent fresh water to more Parts of Paulsland.”

“That’s well and good for the Great Lake Province and the provinces within reach, but what about the rest of Paulsland?”

“The lessons we learn here will allow the rest of Paulsland to build better canals, factories, aqueducts, and companies. Sooner or later, all of them will be industrialized in some way, fashion or form.”


Chapter 36 November 96 AD Parthian Capital, Ctesiphon-Pacorus II
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Pacorus was in a very poor mood due to stress. He had been King for eighteen years and had to defeat two of his brothers to keep his crown and head. During that time, he discovered he really did not like war. He preferred to win battles through economics. The problem was that over the last few years, he had received reports that Rome was building a massive network of communications towers that was revolutionizing how they communicated and how they were deploying their military. When he had received the news a year and a half ago he hoped they would be ineffective, but far from being ineffective they were far more effective than he could have imagined.

Pacorus asked his head architect, “How much longer will it take to build a line of towers from Ctesiphon to Edissa?”

“At least a year.”

Pacorus frowned and asked, “Is there anything we can do to hurry things?”

“No. We have already sent for every stone cutter, mason, and slave the empire can spare. We just don’t have the manpower to quarry stone fast enough, shape the stone, and build with the stone to make the towers any faster. We are having some success with the wooden towers our carpenters are building up the Tigris River, but again, we do not have enough carpenters for the work, and it takes a long time to move the lumber we need. Currently, we are building wooden towers in mountainous regions west of Nisibis. The mountains provide the wooden towers with a far greater range than the valley region next to the Tigris, so they can be used temporarily until we build enough stone towers elsewhere. It's just the best use of our limited resources at the moment.”

“If there is anything you can do to speed up the process, let me know.” Then King Pacorus turned to his generals and asked, “How well are the towers integrating into our command structures?”

The generals were here because they were organizing their armies to deal with an expected Roman invasion. All their information said that the Romans were crushing Germania, and they expected that after success and minimal losses in Germania, Rome would turn to the much richer Parthian for their next invasion.

All the generals grinned, and one said, “Once the towers are complete, no nation will ever be able to invade Parthian. If our ancestors had thought of this idea, then you would rule all the known world. It integrates perfectly with our cavalry tactics. I almost want to suggest getting rid of all of our foot soldiers, but we will need them for any sieges we may have to perform in the future.”

Another general said, “It will take time for Rome to come here once they are done with Germania. By then, the towers at the borders will be complete, and we will be able to run circles around their legions. I hope they bring them all. Once we break the back of their legions, then it will be easy to invade their undefended cities. Unlike my companion, I think we need to recruit more foot soldiers to help siege Roman cities after they inevitably try to invade. Even though the Roman legions are using their towers to overwhelm the barbarians, the communications towers will be far more helpful to our cavalry than their legionnaires.

King Pacorus hoped they were right. He did not like the idea of Rome invading, but he absolutely expected it. He decided to listen to the generals proclaim how much superior they were compared to the Roman legions for a while, as it helped calm him down but then a messenger came in. Pacorus instantly recognized the man as a messenger who worked for his head merchant, his master of spies. His guards also recognized the man and let him pass. He was one of the few men who could approach King Pacorus without scrutiny, as it was deemed that any information he had to share with the King needed to be shared immediately.

When the man reached Pacorus, he whispered something in his ear, and Pacorus turned white. Then said, “Please tell my guests this news. They are the leaders of my military, and they need to know.” Then he turned to his messenger and said, “Command for all the priests in the capital to come, they need to hear this news, and also any doctors, magi, scholars, and even merchants. I need advice.”

The lightheartedness that filled the King’s court vanished as messengers immediately sprinted away. Anything that called for this many advisors was bad news… especially when the first advisors the King wanted were the priests.

The generals and architect looked at the spy’s messenger with intense curiosity. Seeing he had their attention, he said, “I just received word that Trajan is using smallpox to devastate the Germanians, and that somehow his legions are immune to it.”

Several of the quicker generals grew pale, but one asked, “How? And are they using it effectively?”

“Trajan himself is sending the information via their communication tower network. He wants the entire Roman Empire to know that his soldiers are immune to smallpox and that they are using it as a weapon to more effectively fight their enemies. He expects to completely conquer the Germanic tribes in months at the latest.”

Another general asked, “Do you think he is telling the truth?”

The spy answered, “He was already winning a desisive victory thanks to how quickly the communications towers allowed his legions to maneuver. The reason why he is announcing this is to make his political power in Rome grow. He is the man able to give his enemies plagues while protecting his armies.”

King Pacorus asked, “Did his gods give him this power?”

“He has not stated how he claimed this power, so it's possible.”

And so the King and generals began asking the spy the same questions over and over again for a couple of hours as the wisest, most knowledgeable men in the city of Ctesiphon came to the royal court. As priests, merchants, doctors, and the various wise men of the city heard the news, they had no answer until one scholar said, “This sounds like something written in a book the Central Parthian Trading Company was selling.”

The scholar had everyone’s full attention, and without hesitation, the King asked, “What did it say?”

The scholar grew nervous with all the attention on him, so he gathered his thoughts and said, “It said that smallpox was the male version of the disease and that if you got the female version, you would not get the male, but I do not know what the female version is. Perhaps the Romans are giving their soldiers the weak female version of the disease so the male version will not attack them.”

“Where did you say you got the book?”

“The Central Parthian Trading Company shop.”

King Pacorus said, “Send soldiers and bring everyone in the shop here. Also, tell them to bring any information they have on smallpox here… and be gentle. Firm but gentle. Parthian’s survival may depend on this information.”

Two hours later, three dozen Parthian soldiers of Arabian heritage were escorting African Paulsland Central Parthian Trading Company employees into the throne room while carrying dozens of books. King Pacorus told the spy, “Tell these men what you told me.”

The spy turned to the men and said, “Trajan, a general of Rome, is using smallpox to fight his enemies. Somehow smallpox is hurting his enemies and not his soldiers. How is that possible?”

The Paulslanders looked at each other, confused for a moment, before one of the women visibly brightened with understanding. Then she carefully spoke, “I think I know what happened.”

King Pacorus asked, “But you’re a woman.”

She meekly said, “I am a woman of Paulsland. In our nation, all women are taught medical knowledge from a young age while our men learn to fight. It is our responsibility to keep them healthy, or failing that, to help them heal. It’s part of our household duties and service to our families.”

King Pacorus was not familiar with Paulsland at all, so this was news to him. The woman, on the other hand, had spent three years in Parthian and was used to Parthian’s way of doing things, where women were second-class citizens. She knew she had to explain her medical knowledge in a way the King who grew up under the Zoroastrian religion would accept.

After considering her words, King Pacorus nodded and said, “Explain how Trajan was able to protect his soldiers from smallpox.”

The woman considered how to answer the question for a few seconds, then said, “It is well known that if anyone gets smallpox and survives, then they will never get it a second time.” The King looked confused for a second, and turned to his medical professionals, who nodded in agreement. Once she saw the King believed her, she continued, “We discovered that if someone gets cowpox,” She didn’t know the Parthian word for cowpox, so when she saw their confusion, she explained, “the large sores that people get when they work on cows with large sores.”

Someone in the crowd said, “Jadri albaqar.”

When she heard albaqar, which was close to cow, she said, “I think so. Anyway, cowpox, or jadri albaqar is the female, weaker, version of smallpox. If you get jadri albaqar then you will not get smallpox. It’s the same way that if you get smallpox once, you do not get it a second time.”

King Pacorus nodded, then turned to his doctors and asked, “Is this true?”

One of them said, “We do not know.”

So Pacorus turned to the priest and asked, “What do you think?”

“We worship the wisest god, Ahura Mazda. If Rome and these Paulslanders have this knowledge, then so should we, but it could be a trick from Drukhsh Nasush.”

King Pacorus considered it for a moment, then said, “Round up whores and slaves. Give them jadri albaqar and if they survive, spread it before the Romans can spread smallpox.”

“Wait.” The lady from the Central Parthian Trading Company called out, “The people who get the cowpox need to be healthy. If they are already sick, then they will die. Do not give it to sickly whores and slaves, only healthy ones.”

King Pacorus nodded and said, “You heard her. Go do it, and if she is right, she shall become my new doctor, if not, she shall be executed.”

King Pacorus was not the first ruler to hear about Trajan’s ability to use smallpox as a weapon; he was simply the first ruler to hear who had access to Paulsland medicine. As the news made its way to Aksum, Satahavan, and the other nations on the Erythraean Sea that traded with Paulsland, Paulsland medicine immediately became far more popular, and Paulsland philosophies made their way into the ears of rulers. As for the nations of Garamante, Armania, and the many nations who first heard the news and had no access to Paulsland, they had no choice but to live in terror and prepare to surrender. In the coming years, nations with the knowledge of cowpox were going to dominate their neighbors with biological warfare. In centuries to come, philosophers would debate the ethics of medicine as the Paulsland smallpox vaccine would directly lead to the deaths of millions.


Chapter 37 November 96 AD Paulsland Capital-Picture Day

Today was a very proud day for King Paul. Four years ago, hundreds of Paul’s people were brought back to Paulsland after being enslaved by the Himyarite army. The Himyarite army and the slavers raped every man, woman, and child, and nearly every woman over the age of 10 returned to Paulsland pregnant. All the brave women and girls who gave birth held a special place in Paul’s heart, but Paul went out of his way to make sure every girl who was under the age of fourteen and pregnant was taken care of. Both mother and child.

Four years earlier, when Paul saw the girls’ plight as they got off their ship, Paul tried to encourage them and mentioned film and cameras. Each of the girls mentioned wanting to make cameras, so Paul specifically set aside a budget for them to figure out how to make their own version. Paul remembered very little about how cameras worked chemically, although he did remember that primitive cameras were made before 1850, so it should be possible to recreate them with their resources. He told them that chemicals and silver were used somehow and that you needed to put the silver plate in a box with a tiny pinhole on it to control the light that would hit the silver plate. Paul made several diagrams of what it should look like and notes on how it might function and suggested that parts may function like the microscope or telescope. That’s all the information Paul could give the girls as they prepared for their new life as mothers.

Over the years, each girl decided to go into chemistry instead of medicine, and so when the School of Chemistry was opened three years ago in South Port, they all brought their children to the school and began learning about chemistry. Learning in this context was very different than how Paul learned. Paul learned with books. They learned by trying to figure out how to make chemicals from the things around them.

Over the course of two years, through testing all the chemicals Paulsland discovered on a silver plate, they eventually managed to produce a very light image that faded. The two chemicals that got the reaction were bromine and iodine. They figured out how to make bromine from the sea, and iodine from seaweed. Although the image was a good start, they still had to figure out how to make the image more obvious and permanent.

They tried hundreds of variations and eventually found that the best way to produce the image was by plating a copper sheet with silver before putting bromine and iodine on it. The combined silver-copper plating improved the image quality but it still wasn’t good enough. After a bit, they put the image in with mercury fumes, and it created a marked improvement.

Despite the marked improvement, the images did not last. The girls worked tirelessly, looking for new chemicals to make the images permanent. Over three hundred chemicals were discovered and applied to the silver-copper plates before they found the solution to recording an image. They found a mixture of two chemicals that made the image permanent. The first was a chemical made by putting sulfuric acid on dung brought in from the various islands as fertilizers. The second was simple wood ash. These two chemicals produced sodium phosphate, which made the image permanent. After nearly three years, they had their camera.

The process would have taken decades if Paul had not corresponded weekly with the girls, giving them whatever insights he could remember from school and work. Whenever the School of Chemistry found a new substance, and considering chemistry was almost brand new in the world, they found at least one new substance a week since the opening of they school, they would send it up the South River, across Canal River, which connected South River to the Zambezi River. So about a week to a week and a half after finding a new substance, Paul would get to examine it and send back whatever information he could remember about it to the school. He went to college and had a degree in chemistry, so he usually knew something, and many times, a lot of things about the chemicals they sent him. He found the collaboration fascinating because everyone in the School of Chemistry worked hard to discover how to create chemicals, which was more often than not knowledge he did not have, as in his college and work years, he could order any chemical he wanted to from a catalog, but he knew the function of many of the chemicals the students at the school made as soon as he got a sample which made their knowledge grow exponentially.

He would, of course, send his info via the communication tower network, which meant they would have their questions answered very quickly. Thanks to Paul’s knowledge, the School of Chemistry was amassing information more quickly than all the other institutes of higher learning in Paulsland and the rest of the world combined. Putting that information to practical use would take a bit more time, though.

That said, he was still proud and impressed with what they had done and was thrilled to give each of the girls the patent to the camera, which also meant that for the rest of their lives, they would get the pay of a lieutenant, and it also allowed all these girls to take the last name Picture. Paul was proud to show the world that bad circumstances would not define a person for the rest of their lives and also to show that mothers, including single mothers, could do great things outside of their homes.

Although their new invention had been complete for a few months, Paul asked them to wait until the planting festival to show it off and to start the morning off, Paul sent out messengers to round up his six wives and the forty-two children that still lived at home to take a picture of his family. As for his other children who were away, with the exception of Washington, he had gotten pictures of them to put next to their mothers so he could make a family portrait for his people to see. With that done, he found a very busy Faizal.

“Faizal, how good have your people gotten the picture inscribing?”

“Considering we have only had three months to figure it out, I would say pretty good. We are still looking for a chemical solution to moving a picture from the silver-copper plates to a printing plate that you said should be possible, but our inscriptors do a very good job of taking paper and tracing out the pictures before putting them over a printing plate and carefully etching the tracings onto it. The printing plate works well for about a thousand prints before it has to be etched once again.”

“Good, good. I think it's important that our people see a picture of my family.”

“So why are you here by yourself instead of with them?”

Paul got very quiet and anxious for a moment. It was clear he was not comfortable talking about this before saying, “My wives are not happy… well, that’s not exactly true. You know how two of my wives had twins.” Paul couldn’t help but smile as he said this. “And one had triplets. Well, a lot of people in Paulsland, and practically everyone in the areas we are still conquering, believe that when women have more than one baby, one of those babies comes from evil spirits. Because of that, I am having my wives with twins and triplets stand next to me, and their twins and triplets standing in front of them in the most prominent position. This has caused massive turmoil among my wives, even though they understand why I am doing it. The fighting and jealousy among my wives is trickling down to my children, who grow more envious and jealous of each other by the day. When I can separate my wives from each other, I can deal with it, but with them together like they have to be today, it's getting out of control.”

Faizal winced and asked, “Do they know what you plan on printing along with the picture?”

Paul vigorously shook his head and said, “No. If they knew I planned on mentioning the names of my wives with twins and triplets first, and those kid's names above all, and then saying that only the best of men and best of women can produce more than one child during pregnancy, I am sure my wives would come to blows. I am not looking forward to the conversations I have with three of my wives when they find out that I said the other three were better than them because they had twins and triplets.”

“What will they do?”

“They will be hurt, but then in their heartbroken state, try to get pregnant with twins or triplets.”

“Oh, how sad for you, you get more sex.”

“Having sex with a sad woman with a hurt heart, who just found out that her husband told the entire nation the other wives are better than her because of something she can not control, is not something that excites me. I have always felt bad about the political nature of my marriages with my wives. That said, they all knew what they were getting into when they agreed to marry me, and Chazia specifically asked for this all those years ago. I feel bad that they will be hurt, but that’s the nature of political marriages. I feel much worse that my children will be hurt when I imply that the twins and triplets are better than them, so I will be setting aside time specifically for my children in the hopes of making them feel important and special. None of my children chose to be my children, but the nature of my position demands I place burdens on them that they never asked for, so I have to do my best as a father to help them bear the burden that my position puts on them.”

Faizal faltered, then he said, “I never really thought of it like that.”

Paul nodded and said, “Faizal, my advice to you and everyone I work with is to just have one woman to love, to spend a life with. I wish I could have followed that advice, I hate the pain I have caused by having more than one wife.”

Before Faizal could speak, a messenger came by and almost desperately said, “King Paul, your family is ready for their pic… picture.” He struggled with the English word as there were no equivalents in any language of the world at the moment.

Paul made his way to the north courtyard of the castle, where he found his wives bickering, and his children being forced to stand still and be silent. Paul may not have liked how his wives always fought but he had to admit they made sure his children were disciplined. As the children stood in rows, even the toddlers did a decent job of staying where they were supposed to.

As his children saw their father, they visibly brightened, and as soon as his wives saw him, they stopped bickering and acted like they were not fighting. A few minutes later, they were taking several pictures, and unlike the previous timeline where people had serious faces during their pictures, Paul encouraged his family to smile. Nearly three dozen pictures were taken before Paul allowed his family to leave and enjoy the planting festival.

That day, the camera took center stage. Pictures from far-off places in Paulsland were brought to the festival for the people to see. Pictures of the canals, the savannahs, and the coast. The Surgeon’s College had pictures of autopsies and surgeries. Elected officials all had their pictures taken, and best of all, as far as Paul was concerned, a group of inscribers were learning how to transfer those pictures, so full of data, to paper to spread to all of Paulsland.


Chapter 38 November 96 AD Cana-Returning the General
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In Cana, the city that was once the capital of Himyarite and now controlled by Aksum, a trimaran of Paulsland arrived with a precious cargo of cameras, silver-copper plates, and all the chemicals needed to capture images. Aboard this ship was one of the three hundred and fifty-seven POWs that survived Paulsland’s experimentation. Three years ago, Paulsland captured fifteen thousand Himyarite soldiers and mercenaries. Paulsland was more brutal than Japan’s unit 731, and those who survived did not survive because of King Paul’s mercy but because he wanted to send a message. As soon as the ship landed at the port of Cana, a messenger went to find the Aksum noble Udo, who was still considered a diplomat by Paulsland. When he heard about the prisoner and King Paul’s plan for the camera, his smile grew so wide that a bird could have flown into his mouth. Due to his status as an Aksum noble, he could not put on the official Paulsland diplomat robes, but he could carry his ivory staff, so he grabbed it.

Udo made his way to the trimaran with Aksum soldiers in tow, as it was an Aksum city. Udo was a bit disappointed that he had to use his status as an Aksum noble to send the message King Paul wanted to send, but Udo would do whatever was necessary to complete this task.

When he reached the ship, a naked castrated man with scars all over his body was brought forth. On his forehead was carved the Greek word “Xavw.” Greek was the trade language of the world and, thus, the most well-known language. King Paul wanted as many people as possible to look on this man and see the word “Lose” on his forehead.

The man’s hands and arms had deep cuts throughout as the Paulsland doctors cut open his arms to see how his muscles worked, and in doing so, they took away his ability to use them. The man was brought out naked so the world could see he was castrated, and a scar was cut into his chest in the shape of a downward arrow so that the world would be forced to look down and see that this man was castrated. Despite that, his legs were still healthy without any Paulsland surgeon's scars, as Paulsland wanted him to walk from place to place so everyone could see what happened to the enemies of Paulsland.

When Udo saw the man, he said, “Welcome back to Cana general Bayin. My name is Udo. I am here to take you to your house.”

General Bayin visibly relaxed and said, “Thank you.” He said those words with releaf in his voice. Although those two words did not say a lot, the tone of those words said much. The tone said that general Bayin thought that his life was about to get better, that he was looking forward to being comforted by his family, and that he hoped to pass his house to his heir. There was delicious hope in those words, and so Udo’s smile actually grew bigger as he was looking forward to crushing all of general Bayin’s hope.

Udo simply said, “Follow me, and I will take you there.”

“Of course.”

As they walked, Udo said, “Bayin, I am currently an Aksum noble, but before I was a noble for Aksum, I was a diplomat for Paulsland.”

“Are you here to keep your King’s word? He did say that he would release me if I surrendered.”

“Of course, I am here to keep my King’s word.” Udo was not there to keep King Paul’s word. He was here to record the complete and utter destruction of Bayin. “Let me explain my position. I was a part of a village many years ago that was conquered by King Paul. King Paul killed many warriors in my village that I counted as friends, but then pointed out that all the problems came from my chief and witch doctor and allowed us to kill those evil, wicked men who brought destruction to our homes and families. Afterward, he put another member of our village in charge, and for a time, I was very displeased with King Paul and the way he ran things as his first course of action was to force us to build roads, but after that difficult time, everything became much better. He gave me my own land, he gave me the seed to put into the ground, he allowed me the use of oxen and plows to cultivate the land, medicine to heal my sick wives and children, he gave me more than my village or family ever had. He also put soldiers in our village, and when lions, hippos, or worse of all elephants attacked, they dealt with them. The thing is that when they helped solve our problems, King Paul made a point to make it clear that the people who helped us came from all over Paulsland. Before that, I was completely loyal to my village, tribe, and family alone, and I could not care less what happened to others, but when King Paul pointed out that my village, tribe, and family were better off because other tribes, villages, and families sent their sons to help mine my heart began growing soft toward them.

“One season, we had a very bad harvest due to drought, but the drought did not affect all of Paulsland, just our little village. King Paul organized for food from other tribes to come to our village and let us know which villages helped us by name. He then asked that every adult villager write letters thanking those tribes, and in the letters, we needed to tell them the names of our sons and daughters who did not starve thanks to their generosity. I couldn’t write then, so I had to have my oldest son write it for me. For three days straight, I told him what to write, and I kept mentioning my children, who were strong and healthy because they helped us in our time of need. And during that time, I fell in love with every village in Paulsland. Thanks to them, my children did not starve to death and instead became strong and healthy.

“During that drought, I should have grown weaker, but instead, thanks to their generosity that came through King Paul’s ten percent tax, I was able to grow stronger and stronger; especially with the bow. Eventually, I became strong enough to use the bow to pierce an elephant's hide, and with King Paul’s special arrow, I was able to kill an elephant.” Udo lifted his ivory staff and said, “This is one of its tusks.

“What I learned over the years is that every village in Paulsland is important. My children and now my grandchildren do not have to worry about starving because if they have a bad harvest, the villages of Paulsland will feed them. My children and grandchildren do not have to worry about invasion because if Paulsland is invaded, the invaders will invade other villages first. My wives and daughters do not have to worry about invaders raping them because they are far enough from the borders that all the men of Paulsland will come together and repel them long before they can be reached.

“But here's the thing. The army you led invaded a portion of Paulsland. Your army raped the wives and daughters of the men of Paulsland. Your army castrated the sons of Paulsland. Although it's true that you did not do that to my wives, daughters, or sons, you might as well have. It’s the principle King Paul has taught us. If an invader hurts the people of another tribe, then they would have done it to your tribe if they had the chance, so treat any abuse of a man's wife as if they abused your own wife, treat any abuse of a man's daughter as if they abused your own daughter, treat any abuse of a man's son as if they abused your own son. General Bayin, when you hurt the women, daughters, and sons of Paulsland, you hurt my people, and you will pay for that.”

General Bayin frowned and said, “Look at me. You are parading me through the streets of my home city naked and castrated. How much more do you want me to pay?”

“More.”

“Are you going back on your King’s word?”

“I am not.”

“Good. I do not want to be betrayed before we reach the safety of my home.”

And so as the two men walked, Bayin between the two Aksum soldiers, Udo began yelling out, “CITY OF CANA! FORMER CITIZENS OF HIMYARITE! YOUR GENERAL BAYAN HAS RETURNED TO YOUR CITY IN DISGRACE AND FAR LESS OF A MAN THAN HE ONCE WAS.”

Everyone in earshot turned to look, and each person had a different reaction to seeing the disgraced general. Most had mocking smiles and sneers, some of the children even began making jokes. Others looked angry because Udo was open about general Bayin being the cause of their trouble, but a few people in the city showed pity for the poor man.

As for general Bayin, he surged forward to shut Udo up. The two soldiers flanking him stopped him, so Bayin yelled back, “SHUT UP!”

Udo quieted down and said, “Am I shamming you? No matter how much shame I bring to you, it will not be a fraction of the shame you and your soldiers brought my people.” With those words, Udo turned away and began yelling, “CITY OF CANA! FORMER CITIZENS OF HIMYARITE! YOUR GENERAL BAYAN HAS RETURNED TO YOUR CITY IN DISGRACE AND FAR LESS OF A MAN THAN HE ONCE WAS.”

As Udo yelled the phrase, the two Soldiers had to restrain the Bayin as they led him to his house. As they drew closer and closer, Bayin's shame overcame his rage as young boys with a little education began reading the word carved into his forehead. Then the youths began crying out, “LOSER GENERAL! LOST THE WAR AND LOST HIS STONES!”

Udo Liked the phrase so much That he began shouting, “CITY OF CANA! FORMER CITIZENS OF HIMYARITE! YOUR GENERAL BAYAN HAS RETURNED TO YOUR CITY IN DISGRACE AND FAR LESS OF A MAN THAN HE ONCE WAS. LOSER GENERAL! LOST THE WAR AND LOST HIS STONES!”

Bayan wanted to disappear and could not wait to reach his house where he could hide from the shame. He had already determined to turn his house over to his heir, make sure his wives and children would be taken care of, and kill himself. His shame was too much to bear.

When they finally reached his house, Bayin was shocked to see the wall torn down. A wall that was built generations ago. Bayin asked, “Why is the wall torn down?”

“I now own the house and everything in it.”

“NO! You can't do that! I am a noble of Himyarite. My family has lived in Cana for generations.”

“And Himyarite lost the war. A part of that loss was the rest of the nobles agreeing to give me your property so that I would not take theirs.”

When Bayin was captured, the surgeons of Paulsland cut off his manhood, cut open his arms, and muscle by muscle crippled his hands, when the surgeons cut loser into his forehead Bayin shed no tears. He knew since he was a young man that being an officer meant capture was possible, along with all the indignities that go with it. Seeing his house taken by his enemy and the walls his ancestors built torn down, caused tears to roll down his eyes. He knew it meant that if he met his ancestors in the afterlife, they would berate him as the man who destroyed their ancient home. Despite the tears that began to form, he was in a hurry to see his family to see what assets they still had.

That’s when he saw one of the worst things he could imagine. All his wives and daughters, every single one of them in the yard of his ancient home were being raped by men. He yelled, “WHAT? NO!” and he tried to surge forward, but the Aksum guards held him still.

Udo said, “I heard that you watched as your soldiers raped the wives and daughters of Paulsland. It's not so fun when it’s your wives and daughters, is it?”

“BUT KING PAUL SAID HE WOULD LET ME GO! HE LIED!”

“No, King Paul did not lie. King Paul said to leave your family alone, but I can't do that. Instead, I will be sending my ivory staff to King Paul as an apology for disobeying him. I needed you to suffer the same fate as the men of Paulsland. I needed you to watch as your wives and daughters were raped because you forced the men of Paulsland to see that. I only wish your sons could be out there castrated and raped, but they were killed before I could make it happen.”

Udo watched with glee as he watched nearly all hope leave the man's eyes as Bayin asked, “What?”

“Come with me. We had to dig in the mausoleum to find the corpses of all your sons. Your mistress Chuki had all your sons killed before I could get my hands on them.”

The desert had preserved the corpses of Bayin’s sons well enough for the man to recognize them, and at last, all hope left the man’s eyes as he began to weep uncontrollably. When Bayin lifted his hands to cover his face, Udo used his ivory staff to break one arm, then the other, so that Bayin could not lift his hands to his face. Bayin was crying too hard to care, he just wanted to fall over and die. Everything was destroyed or being destroyed. His ancestorial house was gone, and it was his fault. Since he couldn’t cover his face he fell onto the ground and slammed his face into the dirt, hoping that perhaps the hard ground could bring some comfort.

Udo grabbed the man’s hair, lifted the man up, and told someone else, “Take your picture. I will hold him still.”

And so two men from Paulsland began Taking pictures of the defeated general, a broken, defeated man. They took hundreds of photos of the man until he died from grief a few hours later. When Udo noticed he was dead, he ordered the wives and daughters of Bayin executed and that all the bodies of house Bayin were to be scattered in the desert. Afterward, the house was to be torn down and turned into a dung heap.

As the Aksum soldiers got to work, more often than not, raping the women one last time before slitting their throats. Udo went to the CRTC office recently built in Cana. Once inside, he handed over all the photos taken along with his ivory staff. The CRTC sent the photos all across the Erythraean Sea. The majority went to Paulsland to let the people of Paulsland see what happened to the man who caused them so much pain, but the rest went to the leaders of every nation with the caption, “We captured the soul of our enemy. You can have this piece.”


Chapter 39 December 96 AD Missouri River, Missouri-An Offer You Cannot Refuse
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Chaska was nearly a hundred miles up what Bobby was calling the North Western River, as there was another western river to the south that Bobby intended to explore in the future. Chaska had a task that he was not happy about. He had to meet up with the Wi warriors and convince them to hire out their services to Bobby. Considering that Bobby had outrightly betrayed them, Bobby did not want to deal directly with them, hence why Chaska had this task.

Chaska knew that there was a real chance of being killed by the Wi buffalo riders, but if he convinced them to work for Bobby, then he would be set for life. Perhaps others would not be willing to take this sort of risk, but Chaska was fatherless. His father died when he was three, and the rest of the family and tribe, although constantly spouting nonsense about how a family and tribe should stick together, had never done anything for him. When they wanted someone to do messy, hard work, they made Chaska do it, but when it came time to teach him how to hunt, fight, or be a warrior, none of the men had time for that. In his family and tribe, Chaska was little more than a slave, and if he stayed there, he would die alone.

Bobby was the only man to ever notice Chaska and give him the chance to be something greater. Bobby was even honest about how he selected Chaska because if Chaska died, nobody would care, but if Chaska managed to hire the Wi, then Bobby would educate Chaska in the ways of the merchants, and instead of dying alone, Chaska would have a different wife in every village they traded with. It was clear to Chaska that although Bobby’s way may lead to a much shorter life, it actually offered a life instead of a long, drawn-out death as a despised, worthless loser in the tribe.

Bobby filled him in on the details of the situation. The Wi had enslaved many of the tribes that were north of his tribe, and since he wanted to do business with the Wi and the previously enslaved tribes, he could not let those tribes know about it. It's why Bobby was looking for someone in Chaska’s tribe, as they spoke the same language as the previously enslaved tribes, and so Chaska should be able to speak to the Wi, although that was part of the gamble. If he happened across a Wi whom he could not speak to, then he was a dead man, but it was worth the risk. He had nothing to lose and everything to gain.

Bobby’s merchant fleet went through the slave tribes and suggested they were looking to remove the Wi from the area, and so the tribes were very helpful in giving the merchants the locations of where they thought the Wi were, especially since the Wi spent all year attempting to raid the various tribes in the area.

With knowledge in hand, the merchants took an educated guess of where the Wi tribe should be, set up camp, left a lot of gifts for the Wi, and left Chaska there to oversee everything. Chaska, in a hurry to get everything going, lit a signal fire. Chaska’s meeting would either be a start of a wonderful life or the end of a terrible one.

As Chaska waited, he felt intense stress. He would either die or thrive based on whatever happened with the buffalo riders. His heart rate was up, and time seemed to slow to a crawl, and he wanted everything to be over with as fast as possible, but he had to wait. All day, he watched the sun as he tended the fire of his camp, making sure the smoke stayed thick. He was very disappointed when the sun went down, and he had to try to sleep.

The next morning as the sun came up, he began tending the fire and putting green branches on the fire to send out the signal, hoping that the Wi would come. The second day went by just as slowly as the first. All Chaska wanted was for the meeting to happen. He did not care about the consequences, just that it would be over.

As the week passed and the Wi did not show up, he grew more and more tired because he was not sleeping well at night. If anyone was unsure if they were waiting for their execution or fortune, they would sleep poorly as well.

On day six, Chaska finally saw buffalo riders in the distance. Chaska hoped it was the men he was supposed to hire; if not, then at least his miserable life would be over. To make the best possible impression on them, he opened up a jar of meat and began cooking it over his fire while spicing it with herbs that were exclusive to Bobby’s merchants. He also took out several bottles of alcohol, jars of pineapple, and indigo cloth. He would have made more preparations, but he just didn’t have time.

When they reached him, six buffalo riders began encircling his camp, and one yelled out to the other riders, “How many days do you think we can keep him alive while we peel his skin off?”

As the men laughed, Chaska showed relief, which confused the buffalo riders and caused them to pause. Chaska was relieved because he understood at least one of them. Before they could ask any questions, Chaska said, “Good afternoon. I am here to hire you.”

The one that spoke earlier asked, “Hire us?”

“Yes. Your renown as warriors is well known across the Great River, and I am here to hire your services.”

“We are the Wi, and we do not work for anyone.”

Chaska took a closer look at the men, and he pointed out what he saw, “The pelts you are wearing are in disrepair; you look very skinny for warriors, which implies that although you are good hunters, you are having a tough time preparing your meat, and although the sun sets more quickly this time of year, you are at my camp in the cold instead of at home spending the long nights with your wives. It seems to me that I could make your lives much better.”

All the men sneered, and one said, “We would be better off if we took your things.”

“All my things are a gift to you. This is a fraction of what I have to offer you if you will only let me hire you for an easy task.”

“Wait, what? You want to give us all this stuff?”

“Yes, it is yours. Whether I hire you, whether you listen, whether you let me live or not, everything in this camp is yours. But I have to ask why you would settle for such limited things when I offer you wealth, wine, and women… how long has it been since you have been with a woman, if I may ask?”

One yelled out, “SHUT UP! I AM GOING TO KILL YOU FOR THE INSULT!”

But another said, “WAIT! Let's hear him out. I don’t know about the rest of you, but it's been far too long since I have been with a woman.”

Chaska said, “If you don’t mind, would you come down here and let me discuss my offer with you over a meal and some wine. I have already seasoned the food, so it will be better than anything you have eaten since your fortunes have failed.”

The men looked at each other before the leader of the small group said, “I will eat with you, but if this is a trick, the others will take days to kill you.”

“That is acceptable.”

Slowly and carefully, the leader of this small band of buffalo riders got out of his saddle and made his way to the campfire before sitting down. Chaska sat next to him and made a point of eating the various pieces of food before handing it to his guest, who quickly scarfed it down. Although the man inhaled the food, it was not from hunger, it was because of flavor. These men could hunt, and there was plenty of game, the problem was that they had trouble breaking down the carcass of their prey, tending their fires, and collecting the herbs that added flavor to their dishes. With all their women gone, they were really hurting.

Chaska carefully drank some of the moonshine before handing it over to the man and said, “Be careful with that, it's strong, but it will make you feel good.”

The leader drank it and coughed and said, “What's this?”

“Moonshine, alcohol, wine. It’s a new thing for this place, but it will make you feel better.”

He handed it back and said, “Drink.”

Chaska did without hesitation before handing it back and letting the man take another drink. Chaska said, “In a few minutes, you will start to feel much better.”

And so the two men drank for a little while until Chaska felt buzzed and said, “Let us make a deal.”

The leader was visibly much happier and said, “Yes, let's make a deal.”

“Everything in this camp, including my life, is yours, but if you take my life, all you get is what is in this camp. If, on the other hand, you send me back to my master and agree to be hired, every buffalo rider you have will be paid a camp of this size in return, alongside allowing your men to capture new wives.”

“Who is your master?”

“Before I answer that, I want to say that my master is so wealthy that losing everything in this camp, including me, will mean nothing to him, so if you kill me in anger, you will not harm him.”

The leader began growing angry and said, “WHO IS YOUR MASTER?”

“I am here on behalf of Bobby.”

“BOBBY, THE MAN WHO BETRAYED US! OUR LEADER SAMOSET SAID IF WE FIND BOBBY OR HIS MEN, WE ARE TO KILL THEM! WHY SHOULD I LET YOU LIVE!”

“I perceive you are like me. I am a youth with no future. If I stayed where I was under my chief, I would die alone, without a woman, with nothing. Bobby offered me a chance for more. Right now, you have no future without Bobby. He is offering you everything you ever wanted and more. Your chief, Samoset has nothing to offer you but death. Do you want to die alone to soothe his pride, or do you want to have women again? Do you want to drink this wine that makes you happy, or do you want to go back to the misery that is Samoset?”

The leader had to stop and give pause. The wine he drank made it hard. After a minute, he said, “How can I trust Bobby when he has betrayed us once?”

“Although I can see why you would think Bobby betrayed you, you need to understand Bobby has a strange kind of honor. Bobby saw you as a customer, and Bobby will sell anything to anyone. When you wanted to buy, he sold to you; when your slaves wanted to buy, he sold to them. Bobby will always sell anything to anyone who can buy his products. That’s just who he is. That said, if you agree to work for Bobby, then he will go out of his way to make sure you are provided for and protected.”

“He doesn’t seem to protect you.”

Chaska paused and said, “You have a good point. That said, it's not like Bobby sent me to talk to you with nothing to offer. He gave me enough supplies to make you want to sit down and talk to me. Even if this was a lost cause, I was wealthy until I passed the wealth on to you. Bobby simply wishes to hire you and make you wealthy. Furthermore, Bobby promises the job he wants you to do will allow you to have women again.”

“What is it that Bobby wants us to do?”

“There is a particular tribe with many villages far to the east that has some things that we need for trade. As far as Bobby knows, they are the only tribe that has access to this resource, and so Bobby wants you to attack them.”

“So Bobby wants us to make them slaves.”

Chaska shook his head, “No, far from it. Bobby absolutely believes in trade, but Bobby doesn’t currently have anything they want. The thing is that Bobby sells a lot of weapons and supplies needed to build fortifications, so if they get attacked by buffalo riders, they will be forced to trade with Bobby. What Bobby will pay you to do is to ride through their territory in mid-spring, burn their crops, kill any men who resist, and take as many women away as you can carry.”

“That’s all well and good, but how will we get there? All the villages to the east of us have run off their buffalo herds. Our men won't be able to eat on the way.”

“That’s easy. Bobby will supply you along the way. Once you reach the destination, he is not afraid that you will betray him since his whole goal is for you to wreak havoc in that tribe's territory.”

The leader considered it for a few minutes, then yelled out, “Men, come over here. I need to talk to you.”

And so the six men came over and began talking to one another and asking Chaska many questions until finally coming to an agreement. The leader then told Chaska, “We will take this to chief Samoset.”

Chaska visibly winced and said, “Here's the thing. Bobby said that as a condition of your employment, he wants Samoset’s head. He said that Samoset is an idiot and Bobby doesn’t trust him to lead anyone since Samoset’s leadership has practically destroyed your tribe.”

To Chaska’s surprise, none of the men looked bothered by the condition, and the leader asked one of his men, “What can we do to get the rest of the tribe to go along with this?”

Chaska said, “I can help you package these gifts. Take it to your tribe. If Samoset demands that he keeps everything, let him take it and point out to the rest of the tribe that Bobby will give each of them the wealth you are taking back with you and more. All you have to do is get rid of your bad leader and attack any tribe Bobby points you at. You will be wealthy beyond your wildest imagination and have more women than what you know to do with.”

All the men smiled. For months, they had been tired of Samoset’s bad leadership, but nobody had any idea what direction to go, so they had to continue following him. They left and, once they reached their camp, outrightly murdered Samoset before returning to Chaska with his head and beginning their long journey to the east.

Bobby was a man of his word. He gladly supplied them far above their needs and let them know that once they reached the tribe, they would have all the women they could take. All for a little black rock he knew of as coal.


Chapter 40 February 97 AD Rome-Triumph

[image: ]

On the sixth of February, a good omen marked Trajan’s triumph for conquering all of Germania, now known as province Traianus; the city of Rome was covered in snow. Outside of Rome, Trajan’s Legions had set up two dozen castras, ostensibly as a place to stay as each legionnaire waited their turn to march through Rome to Jupiter’s temple, but in reality, it was a threat.

Each legion was in charge of tens of thousands of captured Germanians that they were bringing into Rome to sell. The city was flooded with merchants looking to make a profit from the legions. Slavers from most of the known world were in Rome to buy discounted slaves in batches; others were there to sell the legions anything their heart desired once they had money from the sale of slaves. Politicians were in the city trying to align their houses with Trajan’s ascending status. Free men were in the city looking to be the first to claim property in the new Trainus province now that a very large percentage of the Germanian population were lost due to smallpox and slavery.

As the morning dragged on, Trajan’s favorite legion lined up on the Appian way right outside the gate of Rome in their full armor, with their swords in sheaths and shields held at the ready. In between columns of soldiers were groups of slaves with wooden collars on their necks and ropes connecting each slave in every group. The slaves were clothed as the soldiers did not want their merchandise to die in the cold, and the scabs left over by smallpox were unsightly.

As the soldiers lined up outside the city, crowds of people lined up from the gate of the city all the way to Jupiter's temple. All were dressed in their best, and many brought banners to wave. The enemies that embarrassed Rome decades before were now being brought through the city in restraints to be sold like the dogs the Romans knew they were.

Finally, an hour before noon, Trajan arrived in a purple toga embroidered with gold, laurels crowning his head, and riding a chariot pulled by four white stallions. Everyone moved as his chariot made its way to the front of the procession.

Following behind Trajan were his generals and centurions in full military uniform riding on their own chariots as if to battle. Each chariot held sacrifices for Trajan to offer the gods in the temple of Jupiter. Each man looked dashing in their shining armor and red uniforms. Among those men was a man of mixed European and African descent. The son of King Paul, Washington. He was wearing the uniform of a centurion as Trajan made him one during the campaign due to Washington’s help with biological warfare, his competency in fighting, and his brilliance in logistics. Unlike everyone else, Washington did not ride in his chariot alone. Next to Washington was his fiancée, Trajan’s great-niece.

Trajan was so impressed by Washington that he decided that Washington was going to marry into his family. Trajan was the patriarch of the Traianus family, so when he said his niece was going to marry Washington, nobody thought to protest as it might as well have been written in stone. Washington protested the proclamation until Trajan pointed out that, one, Washington would marry his great niece or die, and two, that Trajan had considered Washington’s circumstances. He knew Washington was still bitter over the situation with Marcia but pointed out that his marriage to Marcia was a sine manu marriage where Marcia was under the control of her patriarch. When Washington married his niece, he would allow it to be a cum manu marriage where the girl would be placed under his control instead. Considering the drastically different circumstances of this marriage, Washington reluctantly agreed.

As they made their way through the gate, Washington looked down at his betrothed and wished once again that he could break the engagement. She was just eleven years old. Trajan thought he was doing Washington a favor by not having another woman in his family divorce her husband to marry him, but Washington thought she was too young. Trajan told him not to worry; they could not wed until the day she turned twelve because that was the soonest Roman law would allow. When Washington pointed out that his father, his patriarch, did not allow anyone to marry until they were fifteen, Trajan simply said, “You won't be the first husband in Rome to never consummate your marriage.”

And so Trajan rode his chariot through the streets of Rome as the people tossed flower petals on the victorious general. Washington and the other high-ranking officers rode behind him, with the legion and slaves marching in step behind. All the while, Washington’s betrothed held onto him, loving the attention, and legitimately fell more and more in love with her handsome man. Washington knew a part of it was that he legitimately treated this girl better than any of the men in her life. He did not know what he would do to this girl he viewed more as a little sister than a wife, especially because as time passed, he grew more attached to her. He knew that if he ever divorced her, she would be treated much worse by any other man, but he would not have to make a decision on the matter for years to come. It didn’t help that his betrothed became fast friends with his daughter, little Chazia, who was brought to Rome by Trajan’s orders. Considering the debt he still had to make Marcia pay, the entire situation made him feel greatly stressed.

To get his mind off the stress, he forced himself to ignore the girl who hugged his body with all her strength and instead focused on the crowds around them.

As they traveled, he enjoyed the cheers of the crowd, the waving of banners, and the smiles of the people of Rome. But as they went further into the city, he began to hear the jeers and mocks of the crowd behind him as the Germanic slaves passed in front of the mob. Washington knew they were getting jeered, disrespected, and sold because of what he did, but it was worth it, if only to pay Marcia and her family back. He would get his revenge; he did not care what it cost anyone.

Washington carefully watched Trajan as his chariot slowly made its way down the road, through the middle of the cheering crowds, and up the hill to Jupiter's temple. Along the way, Washington marveled at the monuments that made up Rome. It was amazing to Washington how the Romans built such expensive monuments whose costs were far beyond their practical use. That said, as they made their way through Rome, it allowed him two hours to forget about the girl at his side, at least until they reached Jupiter’s temple.

Waiting for them outside the temple was the all-important Emperor Nerva, the very important senate, and a bunch of priests who were there as a formality. This was why Trajan’s legion came armed. He was keeping the senate from doing to him what they did to Caesar.

When Trajan’s chariot reached the temple, he stopped it, and a high-ranking priest came out and took the reins of the horses. Then Trajan stepped down from the chariot and made his way into the temple. As he entered, more priests took the reins of the horses, pulling the chariots of Trajan’s high-ranking officers. Each officer, including Washington, began following Trajan into Jupitor’s temple while bringing the sacrifice they carried in their chariot that was brought all the way from their conquest of Germania.

While they were in the temple offering the sacrifices to the gods and giving the priests of the pantheon gifts from the conquests, the legions happily marched past the temple and brought their captives to the slave market under the sound of cheering crowds.

After three hours of sacrifice and gift-giving, Trajan finally left the temple. Emperor Nerva and the senate was still waiting for him outside the temple. Trajan walked to the steps of the temple and stopped. Emperor Nerva walked up the steps but stopped a step below where Trajan stood, then cried out for all to hear, “Trajan, I salute you for your victory over the Germanians! The enemy to the north that defeated our grandparents are now destroyed!” As he paused, the senate clapped and many in the surrounding crowd cheered.

When quieted down, Emperor Nerva hesitated, then put on a clearly fake smile. “Trajan you are wise beyond your years, with the loyalty of the military. I believe that if you were to lead Rome, we would enter into a new golden age. I became emperor because of the assassination of the great Emperor Domitian. I was chosen because I was old, to give time for the senate to find my replacement. With your military brilliance, there is no need to look any further. You are to be the new Emperor. I will step down and head to Traianus to be the new Governor of the province.” Nerva might as well have said, “I submit to being under house arrest in Traianus, which is filled with soldiers and lackeys loyal to you until I die.”

Everyone who heard the announcement cheered. They had no choice. If they had not, then they knew Trajan would have found a way to execute them. It’s one of the reasons why Nerva was quick to give up the title Emperor to Trajan, he did not want to be assassinated, and he knew that neither the Praetorian guard or the senate would protect him. The Praetorian guard because they were easily bribed, and the senate because they were still squabbling over who the next emperor would be. With Trajan returning with all his legions, they had no choice but to make him emperor or be executed as he made himself emperor.

All the while, Washington smiled at two of the senators, knowing that in three months, their houses would lose their senate seats.

End of Book 8. 


The Story will continue in book 9, “The Passing of the Torch”. 


Afterword

Thank you so much for reading book 8 “Proxy Wars”. Please rate and review. It helps with the Amazon algorithm.

OEBPS/image_rsrc27V.jpg
Roman Empire

@)

Goramantes Arab Tribes

Saharan peoples

smyarites

Flavian (Roman Province)

Banw,






OEBPS/image_rsrc27M.jpg
~ Roman Empire

Berbers

Garamantes .
Arab Tribes

Saharan peoples

Himyarites

Flavian (Roman Province)

Bantu






cover.jpeg
Earth s New Tlmellne""'Book,S _

—C.J. Fielding





OEBPS/image_rsrc27W.jpg
.
Roman Empire
Habstene

Arab Tribes

ran peoples

Himyarites ’





OEBPS/image_rsrc27N.jpg
/

Great Waters Tribe w
Wi Terr‘rtarv. / Z —_—

Trade Alliance N

rade Outposts





OEBPS/image_rsrc27Y.jpg
Roman Empire

@)

Goramantes Arab Tribes

Saharan peoples

smyarites

Flavian (Roman Province)

Banw,






OEBPS/image_rsrc280.jpg
Roman Empire

@)

Goramantes Arab Tribes

Saharan peoples

Flavian (Roman Province)

Banw,






OEBPS/image_rsrc27P.jpg
/

Great Waters Tribe w
WiTerritory. - / 270 —
o=

Nootau tribe

Trade Alliance N

rade Outposts





OEBPS/image_rsrc281.jpg
Parthian Empire

Garsmantes.

Arab Tribes

Saharan peoples

Flavian (Roman Province)

Bant





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc27X.jpg
Himyarites.





OEBPS/image_rsrc27H.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc27Z.jpg
.
Roman Empire
Habstene

Arab Tribes

ran peoples





OEBPS/image_rsrc27R.jpg
~ Roman Empire

Berbers

Garamantes .
Arab Tribes

Saharan peoples

Himyarites

Flavian (Roman Province)

Bantu






OEBPS/image_rsrc27J.jpg
Germanic tribes

Parthian Empire

Garamantes.
Arab Tribes

Saharan peaples

Himyarites

Flavian (Roman Province)

Bantu






OEBPS/image_rsrc27S.jpg
Roman Empire

@)

Goramantes Arab Tribes

Saharan peoples

myarites

Flavian (Roman Province)

Banw,






OEBPS/image_rsrc27K.jpg
/

Great Waters Tribe w
Wi Terr‘rtnrv. / E —_—

Trade Alliance N





OEBPS/image_rsrc27U.jpg
/

Great Waters Tribe w
Scattered free tribes - / /PQ _—
=

Nootau tribe

Trade Alliance N

rade Outposts





OEBPS/image_rsrc27T.jpg
N T

Stavs

Germanic tribes

-

Fa. ‘
]

——
g Y

‘Roman Empire






