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G.W. Torbert held the door of the Municipal Building open for Herr Ludwig Berthold, his lawyer. They had been looking up records for over four hours and were tired, hungry and thirsty. As they started down the steps G.W. heard his name called. Looking around he saw Willie Ray Hudson waving to him.

“G.W. wait up. I need to talk to you,” Willie Ray called. “I been trying to get a hold of you for some time now. I haven’t had time to go all the way out to your farm. I’ve been as busy as a cat in a room full of rocking chairs.”


“Willie Ray, this is my lawyer Herr Ludwig Berthold. We been working all morning and on our way to get something to eat. Why don’t you join us and you can buy the beer,” G.W. invited. “By the way, what’s the best place to eat here in town now days?”


“Well, there’s a new place, The Thuringian Gardens, that just opened. They have real good beer and the foods not bad.” Willie Ray continued, “They don’t have a building yet but they have some tables and chairs set up under the trees. It’s real nice there.”


After getting a table and ordering beer and sandwiches G.W. turned to Willie Ray. “Okay, what’s the deal? You didn’t stop me just for my company. So what can I do for you,” G.W. asked?


“G.W. you know that I’ve been put in charge of agriculture and making sure we can grow enough food to carry us over the coming winter. With no deliveries to the stores we are back to eating what we can grow. On top of that we have to try to feed the refugees that are starting to flock in.” Willie Ray rubbed the back of his neck. “There are some that say we should run the refugees out and keep the food for ourselves.”


G.W. shook his head emphatically. “That’s what most of the towns around here are doing but in the long run it would be a serious mistake for us to do the same thing. I just came back from my honeymoon a few weeks ago and I saw the refugees on the roads.”


Willie Ray looked up when he heard that statement. “You know I heard rumors you got married but I didn’t believe them. I’ve been telling everybody who told me that that they were damn fools to believe such a story.”


“Well, maybe I’m the damn fool. But I met a lady who fills my life and I decided I wouldn’t get many more chances to be happy. So I asked her and she said yes. She’s out with Herr Berthold’s wife shopping now.” G.W. grinned, “I’ll introduce you before we leave town today. Now, what is it you want me to do?”


“I’m trying to get a grange organized and I need someone to go around to the villages around here and talk to them about our seeds and machinery. I’ve sent some people out but they haven’t made much progress.” Willie Ray shook his head sadly. “They don’t speak the language and I’ll admit some of them come across as arrogant and condescending. Frankly, from what I hear about the way they acted, if they had treated me that way I would have kicked their rear ends for them and run them off with a shotgun. The local German farmers were polite to them and quietly showed them the door.”


“So why do you want me? You know I’m not the most diplomatic guy in the world,” G.W. inquired? “Besides I have a farm to run and a new family. And I have a problem in that valley the summer people owned. On top of which it looks like it might be three or four more years before they can run power back out to my farm. In addition I’m back to plowing with a mule.”


Willie Ray nodded, “I heard about that valley flooding and maybe washing off half you farm if you don’t do something. I don’t know what I can do about that but I can help with some of the other stuff.”


Looking around to order another beer Willie Ray saw Mike Stearns and Henry Dreeson getting ready to sit down. He waved them over and introduced them to Herr Berthold, who hadn’t said anything but listened quietly. After everyone was seated again Willie Ray turned back to G.W. “I know you have the personality of a porcupine in heat but you speak the language and you know farming. I don’t know how much American money will be worth in the coming months. But if you will work for me for six months I will have some of the refugees sent to your place to work. I’ll also see that you get the conversion installed on your tractor and truck to use natural gas or methanol.”


Mike Stearns nodded, “G.W. that’s a good deal. Everybody wants those conversion kits. We will install the conversion and if your crops run short because you were working for the grange we will make it up. But it’s vital we get the knowledge of the machinery and seeds and new crops out to the surrounding countryside. That should give us better harvests next year and we won’t have the shortages we are facing now.”


G.W. chewed slowly on his sandwich. “That’s a good offer but I need more. You heard us talking about the valley above my farm flooding possibly washing away my farm?”


Mike shook his head, “I’m afraid there isn’t much we can do about that. We don’t have much in the way of resources to do that big a project.”


“I don’t need help with that. I’m already working on the problem,” G.W. said. “The physical part of the problem I can handle myself.”


Henry Dreeson looked up, “What do you need help with then? Like Mike said we don’t have a lot of resources we can give you so what do you need?”


G.W. looked over at Herr Berthold,  “Give me that legal description of the slope from the valley to the back of my farm.” Looking back at Willie Ray, Henry Dreeson and Mike Stearns he said, “First, I want you to sign a deed giving me the land from the valley to the back of my farm. Herr Berthold and I spent the whole morning checking the ownerships of the valley and that slope. The slope is county land and has never been used for anything but growing brush.”


Willie Ray looked over at Mike and Henry, “He’s right. That land is county land because it’s worthless and no one ever wanted it. It’s too shaded to grow much except brambles and scrub brush.”


Mike looked at Henry and then nodded to G.W. “Okay, I guess we can do that but why do you want it if it’s so worthless?”


G.W. sighed, “Because I’m going to have to dig a channel for the water down that slope and in five or ten years I don’t want some bureaucrat coming around asking did I get permission to dig that channel. Bureaucrats are like cockroaches, you can beat them back for a while but you can never get rid of them.”


Henry Dreeson leaned back in his chair. “You said that was the first thing you needed. I see no problem with signing over the scrubland. Of course, you know if we ever end up back in the Twenty First century again the deed we sign will probably be worthless. What else did you need?”


“The second thing is I need you to exercise your right of eminent domain as the government in what’s left of Marion County and give me a deed to the valley and everything in it.” G.W. grinned, “All I need is some nice legal documents and deeds from the government. Won’t cost you anything but a few pieces of paper and some ink.”


Mike, Henry and Willie Ray looked at each other in puzzlement. Finally Mike asked, “I don’t see a problem. From what I heard that whole valley is going to be under about eight or ten feet of water. So we can condemn it and give you title but why?”


G.W. looked over at Willie Ray. “You never met Donald and Paula did you? They were the summer people who owned the valley.” When Willie Ray shook his head G.W. continued, “Nice people. They came over to visit a couple of time when they were here on vacation. Donald was a stockbroker with Merrill Lynch and Paula had her own interior decorating business. Donald used to talk about how his family came from Germany back just before the civil war.”


G.W. sat silent for a moment. “Yep, real nice people. Donald and Paula Wettin from Philadelphia. That’s why I want title to the valley. When I was on my honeymoon I found out there are a number of Wettin’s in this part of Germany. I don’t want them coming in here one day and claiming the valley or the lake by then. It could be in court for years if they claim to be Donald’s sole living relatives.”


Henry Dreeson opened his mouth twice to say something and then remained silent. Mike Stearns and Willie Ray sat with there mouths open. Herr Berthold suddenly looked thoughtful. 


G.W. suddenly stood up and smiled, “Gentlemen, here comes my wife. I would like you all to meet her.”
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