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  Soon, we will publish a short story weekly which you can download for free through our Quick Reads program. To sign up for our mailing list, learn more about our books and our Quick Reads program, click here.




  The Ice King




  Part One




  The Spanish man laughed at Frederick Tudor. ‘It is a marvelous product,’ he said, ‘but I don’t think anyone in their right mind wants to buy ice, especially here in Cuba.’




  Frederick Tudor shifted in his chair. He had pale skin, red cheeks and thin eyebrows. In front of him was a large block of ice. There was some liquid water on the surface of the ice, but it was still quite solid.




  ‘This is a business like no other business, Mr. Hernandez,’ Frederick said. ‘No one in Cuba has even seen ice before. You would be the first person to supply it to the country. I will cut it from the lake on my property back in Boston and bring it to you by ship. Havana restaurants will never be the same.’




  ‘And what will I do with this ice?’ Mr. Hernandez asked.




  ‘Ice cream, cold drinks, refrigeration – the sky’s the limit. Ice will change Cuba.’




  Mr. Hernandez folded his hands. He smiled under a thin little mustache. ‘Can you show me this… ice cream?’




  ‘Yes!’ Frederick almost jumped out of his seat. It would take him an hour or so to get the products, but he knew this may be his only opportunity to sell the ice he had carried all the way from Boston.




  Frederick Tudor’s business idea was a true gamble: no one in Boston thought selling ice was a good idea. His friends told him he was crazy, and a few of them had even stopped talking to him. He’d first had the idea to sell ice a few years before, while travelling in Cuba in the late 1700s. He saw how hot the place was and knew it would benefit from ice. Luckily for Frederick, he came from a rich family, and was able to buy a ship to transport the blocks of ice himself. His only problem was that he had been trying to sell ice for several years and now he was running out of money.




  Using fresh cream, vanilla and sugar, Frederick prepared a small amount of ice cream the way his family did in Boston. The Spanish businessman ate the ice cream with a smile on his face.




  ‘It is wonderful, Mr. Tudor,’ he said, finishing the bowl. Ice cream hung from the tips of his mustache. ‘But I’m afraid I can’t buy ice from you. There is simply no demand in Cuba for ice.’




  ***




  Frederick Tudor arrived back in Boston with an empty ship. The ship wasn’t empty because he had sold all the ice; the ship was empty because all the ice had melted. His brother, William, met him at the harbor.




  ‘How did it go?’ William asked. He didn’t make eye contact with his younger brother. He could tell by his demeanor that the ice hadn’t been sold.




  ‘Ice should be priceless,’ Frederick said, ‘yet no one is interested in the product. Most of the people I meet have never even seen ice, yet they don’t realize its commercial potential.’




  ‘It just isn’t working,’ William said, ‘and people are constantly talking about it around here.’




  ‘What do you mean?’




  William thought about showing his younger brother the article from the Boston Globe. The article openly joked about Frederick’s business venture, calling it “slippery speculation”. The article jokingly referred to Frederick as the Ice King, stating that it would be better for him to build an ice castle and sit in it all summer than to try and sell the stuff.




  ‘Don’t worry,’ William said, ‘we can begin harvesting ice for next year and try again.’




  ‘I’m…’ Frederick swallowed. A few seagulls dipped in the air above the harbor. They dived down to the water, towards their prey. ‘I’m sorry for failing again.’




   




  Part Two




  Frederick and William Tudor retired to their farm for the winter. They would spend most of the winter there, harvesting ice from the lake on their property. Harvesting ice wasn’t easy work. It involved very sharp tools and a pulley system to drag the ice blocks across the frozen lake.




  First, they cut a block of ice from the lake. With the help of a few local boys, the two Tudor brothers used ropes anchored to the shore of the lake to drag the ice to the other side, where it was stacked. Later, they would move the ice to a storage room, where it would remain until it was shipped in the spring.




  Like he had the years before, Frederick sailed to Cuba to sell ice the following spring. His family was nearly bankrupt by this point, and he had to take out a loan from the bank to pay for the voyage.




  ‘This is our last chance,’ William said before Frederick left the harbor.




  ‘I will sell it,’ he said with conviction in his eyes. ‘There is fifty tons of ice in that ship; someone will realize there’s a fortune to be made.’




  Unfortunately, the summer of 1812 was one of the hottest summers Havana had ever experienced. Frederick was covered in sweat every day of the voyage, and would sit in the cargo bay of the ship for hours, trying to cool off next to the blocks of ice. By the time his ship reached Havana, all the ice had melted.




  Frederick was left with a cargo bay full of liquid. With nothing to sell, Frederick turned back to Boston.




  ***




  At the age of twenty-eight, Frederick Tudor was thrown in prison because he couldn’t pay his debts to the bank. It was one of the saddest days of his life, the day he went from a free man to a prisoner. The jailers showed up at his home early in the morning and handcuffed him. As they led him away, he said goodbye to his wife and his brother.




  ‘I’ll figure this out,’ he called to William, ‘I won’t let this business ruin us.’




  William shook his head. It was clear he no longer believed selling ice would bring them any money.




  Frederick was sentenced to jail for five months. This meant he would get out just before ice harvesting season started. He didn’t know where he would get money from, but he wouldn’t give up on his dream; he would ship and sell ice no matter what it took.




  It was in jail that he began truly thinking about his business. There were two problems: he didn’t have customers, and he didn’t have a proper way to store ice. His disaster in Cuba earlier that year only reminded him of this.




  ‘So how do I make a profit with ice?’ Frederick asked himself time and time again in his prison cell.




  Boston didn’t have an export industry; it didn’t even ship anything to other states in the United States. Because of this, almost every ship left Boston harbor empty. The ships would take goods from other countries or regions and bring them back to Boston to sell.




  ‘They leave empty… they return full…’ he said one night. This gave him an idea: rather than buying his own ship and shipping the ice, what if he paid another empty ship to take his supply. He could pay a lot less because the ship would be empty anyway.




  ‘Cheap shipping…’ he mumbled to himself before falling back to sleep.




  A week into his prison sentence, Tudor obtained a piece of paper and wrote down three objectives:




  

    

      1) Storage

    




    

      2) Shipping

    




    

      3) Selling

    


  




  He drew a line through shipping because he had solved this problem. He would save money by using empty ships that were leaving Boston anyway. This gave him two other problems to solve.




  He thought long and hard about his hometown, and the industries that were available there. While Boston didn’t export much, they did build a lot of wooden structures. Boston was one of the first big cities in the United States, and because of this, there was always construction happening.




  Frederick began drawing a design for a new ice storage unit. This new unit would have two separate walls with a space between them. In this space he would put sawdust collected from all the construction sites around Boston. Sawdust was essentially free, meaning that it wouldn’t cost him a lot to get some.




  ‘New storage system… also cheap,’ he said to himself during one of the horrible prison dinners.




  This new prospect excited Frederick. There were essentially two things about his business that didn’t cost him anything – the ice and the sawdust. This meant he had low overhead costs, which meant he could create a profit if he could only solve the third problem.




  

    

      1) Storage

    




    

      2) Shipping

    




    

      3) Selling

    


  




  By the time Frederick got out of prison five months later, he had a clear idea regarding how he could sell the ice. Now he needed to find someone that he could convince to pay for his final attempt at his ice business.




   




  Part Three




  ‘So let me get this straight,’ Frederick Tudor’s brother-in-law said, ‘you’ve figured out a way to cheaply ship the ice and store it.’




  ‘Yes,’ Frederick said, ‘and I’ve also figured out a way to sell it, given some time.’




  ‘Go on…’




  Frederick sat with his brother-in-law, Robert Gardiner, at a local pub. Gardiner was a wealthy man who didn’t like to waste his money. He knew of Frederick’s years of misfortune in the ice trade and was very reluctant to invest. In fact, the only reason he was there was because his wife had begged him to go.




  ‘As I told you, I’ve figured out a way to store the ice using a double-shelled structure with sawdust between the walls.’




  ‘Double-shelled?’




  Frederick nodded excitedly. ‘Yes, imagine a building with two walls separated by an open area of sawdust between the two walls. This allows for insulation, which will stop the ice from melting.’




  ‘Got it,’ Robert said.




  ‘I want to build three of these storage units in Havana; then the restaurants won’t have to worry about storing the ice blocks themselves. We will deliver it to them once they run out.’




  ‘And how will you convince them that they need ice in the first place?’




  ‘Every year that I visit, all the restaurant owners I’ve met down there meet me again and ask me for a bowl of ice cream,’ Frederick explained. ‘I will use ice cream to convince them that this is a good business idea. I’ll teach them how to make it, and they can make and sell it. Once ice cream becomes popular in Havana, there will be other demands for ice. I’m sure of this.’




  ‘What do you need then?’




  ‘I need enough money to fund this for two years. By 1815, I expect to make a profit.’




  Robert finished his beer reached his hand across the table. ‘You have a deal, Frederick. Let’s sell ice together.’




  ***




  That spring, Frederick sailed to Cuba with seventy tons of ice. He had the ice packed in boxes that were separated from other boxes using sawdust as a buffer. None of the ice melted by the time it had reached Cuba.
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