HIGH HUNT

David Eddings

BALLANTINE BOOKS+ NEW YORK
Copyright © 1973 by David Eddings
This edition contains the complete text of the origina hardcover edition.

All rights reserved under Internationa and Pan-American Copyright Conventions, including the right to
reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form. Published in the United States by Balantine Books,
adivison of Random Housg, Inc., New Y ork, and smultaneoudy in Canada by Random House of
Canada Limited, Toronto. Originaly published by G. P. Putnam's Sons.

Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 72-87613 ISBN 0-345-32887-6

All the charactersin thisbook arefictitious, and any resemblance to actua personsliving or dead is
purely coincidenta.

Manufactured in the United States of America

Firgt Bdlantine Books Edition: March 1986 Third Printing April 1990

For JUFELEE
The more things change

The more they remain the same.

Prologue



When we were boys, before we lost him and before my brother and | turned away from each other, my
father oncetold us a story about our grandfather and adog. We wereliving in Tacomathen, in one of the
battered, sagging, rented houses that stretch back in my memory and mark the outlines of a childhood
spent unknowingly on the bare upper edge of poverty. Jack and | knew that we weren't rich, but it didn't
redly bother usall that much. Dad worked in alumber mill and just couldn't seem to get ahead of the
bills. And, of course, Mom being the way she was didn't help much either.

It had been araw, blustery Saturday, and Jack and | had spent the day outside. Mom was off
someplace as usua, and Dad was supposed to be watching us. About all he'd done had been to feed us
and tell usto stay the hell out of trouble or he'd bite off our ears. He dways said tuff like that, but we
were pretty sure he didn't really meanit.

The yard around our house was cluttered with alot of old junk abandoned by previous tenants— rusty
car bodies and discarded appliances and the like— but it was agood place to play. Jack and | were
involved in one of the unending, Structureless games of hisinvention thet filled the days of our boyhood.
My brother — even then thin, dark, quick, and nervous— was anatural ringleader who settled for
directing my activities when he couldn't round up agang of neighborhood kids. | went dong with him
most of the time — to some extent because he was older, but even more, | suppose, because even then |
redly didn't much give adamn, and | knew that he did.

After supper it was too dark to go back outside, and the radio was on the blink, so we started tearing
around the house. We got to playing tag in the living room, ducking back and forth around the big old
wood-burning hesting stove, giggling and yelling, our feet clattering on the worn linoleum. The Old Man
was trying to read the paper, squinting through the dime-store glasses that didn't seem to help much and
made him look like atotd stranger — to me at least.

Hed glance up at usfrom timeto time, scowling inirritation. "Keep it down, you two," hefindly said.
We looked quickly at him to seeif heredly meant it. Then we went on back out to the kitchen.

"Hey, Dan, | betchal can hold my breath longer'n you can," Jack challenged me. So wetried that a
while, but we both got dizzy, and pretty soon we were running and yelling again. The Old Man hollered
at usacoupletimesand finally came out to the kitchen and gave us both afew whacks on the fanny to
show usthat he meant business. Jack wouldn't cry — hewasten. | wasonly eight, so | did. Then the
Old Man made us go into the living room and st on the couch. | kept sniffling loudly to make him fed
sorry for me, but it didn't work.

"Useyour handkerchief” wasdl he said.

| sat and counted the flowers on the stained wallpaper. There were twelve rows on the left Sde of the
brown water-splotch that dribbled down the wall and seventeen on the right side.

Then | decided to try another tactic on the Old Man. "Dad, | haveto go."

"You know whereitis."

When | came back, | went over and leaned my head againgt his shoulder and looked at the newspaper
with himto let him know | didn't hold any grudges. Jack fidgeted on the couch. Any kind of enforced

nonactivity was sheer torture to Jack. He'd take ten spankingsin preference to fifteen minutes of sitting in
acorner. School was hdl for Jack. The hours of gtting still were amaost more than he could stand.



Findly, he couldn't take anymore. "Tdl usastory, Dad."

The Old Man looked at him for amoment over the top of his newspaper. | don't think the Old Man
really understood my brother and his desperate need for diversion. Jack lived with hisveins, like Mom
did. Dad just kind of did what he had to and let it go at that. He was pretty easygoing — | guess he had
to be, married to Mom and dl like hewas. | never redly figured out wherel fit in. Maybe didnt, even
then.

"What kind of agtory?" hefinally asked.

"Cowboys?' | said hopefully.

"Naw," Jack vetoed, "that'skid stuff. Tell usabout deer hunting or something.”

"Couldn't you maybe put a couple cowboysinit?' | insgsted, still not willing to give up.

Dad laid his newspaper aside and took off his glasses. "So you want meto tell you a story, huh?”

"With cowboys,” | said again. "Be sure you don't forget the cowboys.”

"l don't know that you two been good enough today to rate astory.” It wasakind of ritual.

"Well be extra good tomorrow, won't we, Dan?" Jack promised quickly. Jack was aways good at
promising things. He probably meant them, too, a the time anyway.

"Yeah, Dad," | agreed, "extra, extra, specid good."
"That'll bethe day,” the Old Man grunted.

"Comeon, Dad," | coaxed. "Y ou can tell stories better'n anybody." | climbed up into hislap. | was
taking achance, since| was gill supposed to be sitting on the couch, but | figured it was worth the risk.

Dad smiled. It wasthefirgt time that day. He never smiled much, but | didn't find out why until later. He
shifted mein hislap, leaned back in the battered old armchair, and put hisfeet upon the coffee table. The
wind gusted and roared in the chimney and pushed against the windows while the Old Man thought afew
minutes. | watched his weather-beaten face closely, noticing for thefirgt time that he was getting gray hair
around hisears. | felt a sudden clutch of panic. My Dad was getting ol d!

"| ever tell you about the time your granddad had to hunt enough mest to last the family al winter?' he
asked us.

"Arethere cowboysinit?'

"Shut up, Dan, for cripes saked" Jack told meimpatiently.

"l just want to be sure.”

"Y ou want to hear the story or not?" the Old Man threatened.

"Yeah," Jack said. " Shut up and listen, for cripes sakes."



"It was back in thewinter of 1893, | think it was," Dad started. "It was severa years after the family
came out from Missouri, and they were trying to make ago of it on awheat ranch down in Adams

"Did Grandpalive on ared ranch?' | asked. "With cowboys and everything?"

The Old Man ignored the interruption. " Things were pretty skimpy thefirst few years. They tried to raise
afew beef-cows, but it didn't work out too well, so when the winter came that year, they were clean out
of meat. Things were so0 tough that my uncles, Art and Dolph, had to get jobsin town and stay a a
boardinghouse. Uncle Beale was married and out on his own by then, and Uncle Tod had gone over to
Sesttle to work in the lumber mills. That meant that there weren't any men on the place except my dad
and my granddad.”

"He was our great-granddad,” Jack told me importantly.

"l know that," | said. "l ain't that dumb.” | leaned my head back against Dad's chest so | could hear the
rumble of hisvoiceinside my head again.

"Great-Granddad wasin the Civil War," Jack said. "Y ou told usthat onetime.”
"Y ou want to tell thisor you want meto?' the Old Man asked him.
"Yeah," | said, not lifting my head, "shut up, Jack, for cripes sakes."

"Anyhow," the Old Man went on, " Granddad had to stay and tend the place, so he couldn't go out and
hunt. Dad was only seventeen, but there wasn't anybody el seto go. Well, the nearest big deer herd was
over around Coeur d'/Alene Lake, up in the timber country in Idaho. There weren't any game laws back
then — at least nobody paid any attention to them if there were— so aman could take as much as he
needed.”

Thewind gusted againgt the house again, and the wood shifted in the heating stove, sounding very loud.
The Old Man got up, lifting me easily in hisbig hands, and plumped me on the couch beside Jack. Then
he went over and put more wood in the stove from the big linoleum-covered woodbox against the wall
that Jack and | were supposed to keep full. He dammed the door shut with an iron bang, dusted off his
hands, and sat back down.

"It turned cold and started snowing early that year," he continued. "Granddad had thisold .45-70
single-shot heldd carried in the war, but they only had twenty-six cartridge casesfor it. He and Dad
loaded up dl those cases the night before Dad |eft. They'd pulled the whedls off the wagon and put the
runners on as soon asthe snow really set in good, so it was dl ready to go. After they'd finished loading
the cartridges, Granddad gave my dad an old pipe. Way he looked at it, if Dad was old enough to be
counted on to do aman'swork, he was old enough to have his own pipe. Dad hadn't ever smoked
before — except a couple times down in back of the school house and once out behind the barn when he
wasakid.

"Early the next morning, before daylight, they hitched up the team — Old Dolly and Ned. They pitched
the wagon-bed, and they |oaded up Dad's bedding and other gear. Then Dad called his dogs and got
them in the wagon-bed, shook hands with Granddad, and started out.”

"I'll betchahewas scared,” | said.



"Grown men don't get scared,” Jack said scornfully.

"That's where you're wrong, Jack," the Old Man told him. "Dad was plenty scared. That old road from
the house wound around quite a bit before it dropped down on the other side of the hill, and Dad dways
said hedidn't darelook back even once. He said that if he had, he'd have turned right around and gone
back home. Theré's something wrong with a man who doesn't get scared now and then. It's how you
handleit that counts."

| know that bothered Jack. He was adwaystelling everybody that he wasn't scared — even when |
knew hewaslying about it. | think he believed that growing up just meant being afraid of fewer and fewer
things. | was dways sure that there was more to it than that. We used to argue about it alot.”

"You ain't scared of anything, are you, Dad?" Jack asked, an edge of concernin hisvoice. It was amost
like an accusation.

Dad looked at him along time without saying anything. ™Y ou want to hear the story, or do you want to
ask abunch of questions?" It hung in the air between them. | guessit was awaysthere after that. | saw it
getting bigger and bigger in the next few years. Jack was dways too stubborn to change his mind, and the
Old Man was dwaystoo bluntly honest to lieto him or evento let him believealie. And | wasin the
middle — like aways. | went over and climbed back up in my father'slap.

The Old Man went on with the story asif nothing had happened. " So there's Dad in this wagon-bed ded
— seventeen yearsold, al aone except for the horses and those two black and tan hounds of his."

"Why can't we have adog?' | asked, without bothering to raise my head from his chest. | averaged
about once aweek on that question. | aready knew the answer.

"Y our mother won't go for it." They aways caled each other "your mother” and "your father.” | can't
think of more than two or three times while we were growing up that | heard either one of them usethe
other'sname. Of course most of the time they werefighting or not spesking anyway.

"WEell, Uncle Dolph had |oaned Dad an old two-dollar mailorder pistol, .32 short. Dad said it broke
open a thetop like akid's cap gun and wouldn't shoot worth adamn, but it was kinda comfortable to
have it dong. Uncle Dolph shot a Swedein the belly with it acouple yearslater — put him in the hospita
for about 9x months.”

"Wow!" | said. "What'd he shoot him for?"

"They were drinking in asaloon in Spokane and got into afight over something or other. The Swede
pulled aknife and Uncle Dolph had to shoot him."

"Geel" Thiswas a pretty good story after dll.

"It took Dad dl of three daysto get up into the timber country around the lake. Old Dolly and Ned
pulled that ded at a pretty steady trot, but it was along ways. First they went on up out of the wheat
country and then into the foothills. It was pretty londly out there. He only passed two or three farmsaong
the way, pretty broken-down and sad-looking. But most of the time there wasn't anything but the two
shallow ruts of the wagon road with the yelow grass sticking up through the snow here and there on each
side and now and then tracks where awolf or a coyote had chased arabbit across the road. The sky
wasdl kind of gray most of the time, with the clouds kind of low and empty-looking. Oncein awhile
thereld be afew flakes of snow skittering in thewind. Most generally it'd clear off about sundown, just in



timeto get icy cold at night.

"Come sundown heid camp in thewagon, al rolled up in his blankets with a dog on each side. HEd
listen to the wolves howling off in the distance and stare up at the stars and think about how faraway they
were." The Old Man's voice kind of drifted off and hiseyes got akind of faraway look in them.

The wood in the stove popped, and | jumped alittle.

"Well, it had gotten redl cold early that year, and when he got to the lake, it was frozen over — ice so
thick you coulda driven the team and wagon right out on it, and about an inch of snow on top of theice.
He scouted around until he found a place that had alot of deer-sign and he made camp there.”

"What's deer-sign, Dad?" | asked.

"Tracks, mogtly. Droppings. Places where they've chewed off twigs and bark. Anyhow, he pulled up
into this grove, you see — hig, first-growth timber. Some of those trees were probably two hundred feet
tall and fifteen feet at the butt, and there wasn't any of the underbrush you see in the woods around here.
The only snow that got in under them was what had got blown in from out in the clearings and such, so
the ground was pretty dry."

From where | sat with my head leaned against the Old Man's chest, | could seeinto the dark kitchen. |
could just begin to build adark pine grove lying beyond the doorway with my eyes. | dusted the
linoleum-turned-pine-needle floor with a powder-sugar of snow made of the dim edge of a streetlight on
the corner that shone in through the kitchen window. It looked about right, | decided, about the way Dad
described it.

"He got the wagon set where he wanted it, unhitched the horses, and started to make camp.”
"Did hebuild afire?" | asked.
"One of thefirg thingshedid," the Old Man said.

That was easy. The glow of the pilot light on the stove reflected asmall, flickering point on the
refrigerator door. It was coming aong just fine.

"Well, he boiled up some coffee in an old cast-iron pan, fried up some bacon, and set some of the
biscuits Grandmad packed for him on arock near the fire to warm. He said that about that time he'd
have given the pipe and being grown-up and al of it just to be back home, Sitting down to supper in the
big, warm, old kitchen, with the friendly light of the cod-oil lamps and Grandma's cooking, and the night
coming down around the barn, and the shadowsfilling up the lines of footprintsin the snow leading from
the house to the outbuildings." Dad's voice got faraway again.

"But he ate his supper and called the dogs up close and checked his pistol when he heard the wolves
gart to howl off in the distance. There probably wasn't anybody within fifty miles. Nothing but treesand
hillsand snow al around.

"Well, after hed finished up with al the things you have to do to get acamp in shape, he sat down ona
log by thefire and tried not to think about how |onesome he was."

"He had those old dogs with him, didn't he, Dad?' | asked, "and the horsesand al? That's not the same
asbeing dl done, isit?" | had athing about londlinesswhen | was akid.



Dad thought it over for aminute. | could see Jack grinding histeeth inirritation out of the corner of my
eye, but | didn't redlly look over at him. | had the degp-woods camp I'd built out in the kitchen just right,
and | didn't want toloseit. "I don't know, Dan," the Old Man said findly, "maybe the dogs and the
horsesjust weren't enough. It can get awful lonesome out there in the timber by yourself like that —
awful lonesome™

| imagine some of the questions | used to ask when | was akid must have driven him right up the wall,
but hed dwaystry to answer them. Mom was usualy too busy talking about herself or about the people
who were picking on her, and Jack was too busy trying to act like agrown-up or getting people to pay
attention to him to have much timefor my questions. But Dad adways took them serioudly. | guesshe
figured that if they were important enough for me to ask, they were important enough for him to answer.
Hewaslikethat, my Old Man.

The wood popped in the stove again, but | didn't jump intime. | just dipped the sound on around to the
campfireinthekitchen.

"Wdl, he sat up by hisfiredl night, so he wouldn't deep too late the next morning. He watched the
moon shine down on theice out on the lake and the shadows from hisfire flickering on the big tree trunks
around his camp. He was pretty tired, and he'd catch himself dozing off every now and then, but hed just
fill up that stubby old pipe and light it with acoa from the fire and think about how it would be when he
got home with awagon-load of deer mest. Maybe men his older brothers would stop treating him like a
wet-behind-the-ears kid. Maybe they'd listen to what he had to say now and then. And he'd catch
himsdlf drifting off into the dream and dipping down into deep, and held get up and walk around the
camp, slamping his feet on the frosty ground. And held have another cup of coffee and sit back down
between his dogs and dream some more. After along, long time, it started to get just alittle bit light way
off along one edge of the sky."

Thefaint, pae edge of daylight wastricky, but | finaly managed it.

"Now these two hounds Dad had with him were trained to hunt a certain way. They were Pete and Old
Budll. Pete was ayoung dog with not too much sense, but heldd hunt al day and half the night, too, if you
wanted him to. Buell was an old dog, and he was as smart asthey come, but he was getting to the point
where held awholelot rather lay by the fire and have somebody bring him his supper than go out and
work for it. Theideabehind deer hunting in those days was to have your dogs circle around behind the
deer and then start chasing them toward you. Then when the deer ran by, you were supposed to just sort
of bushwhack the ones you wanted. It's not really very sporting, but in those days you hunted for the
mest, not for the fun.

"Wll, as soon asit started to get light, Dad sent them out. Pete took right off, but Old Buell hung back.
Dad findly had to kick him in the tail to make him get away from thefire.”

"That'smean,” | objected. | had the shadowy shapes of my two dogs near my reflected-pilot-light fire,
and | sure didn't want anybody mistreating my old dogs, not even my own grandfather.

"Dog had to do his share, too, in those days, Dan. People didn't keep dogs for pets back then. They
kept them to work. Anyway, pretty soon Dad could hear the dogs baying, way back in the timber, and
he took the old rifle and the twenty-six bullets and went down to the edge of the lake."

"Hetook hispistal, too, I'll bet," | said. Out in my camp in the forests of the kitchen, | took my pistol.



"l expect hedid, Dan, | expect he did. Anyway, after alittle bit, he caught aflicker of movement back
up a camp, out of the corner of hiseye. Helooked back up the hill, and there was Old Budll dinking
back to thefirewith histail between hislegs. Dad looked redl hard at him, but he didn't dare move or
make any noise for fear of scaring off the deer. Old Budll just looked right straight back at him and kept
on dinking toward thefire, one step at atime. He knew Dad couldn't do athing abouit it. A dog can do
that sometimes, if he's smart enough.

"Well, it seemsthat Old Pete was able to get the job done by himself, because pretty soon the deer
started to come out on theice. Well, Dad just held off, waiting for more of them, you see, and pretty
soon theré's near onto a hundred of them out there, al bunched up. Y ou see, adeer can't run very good
on ice, and he sure don't like being out in the open, so when they found themsalves out there, they just
kind of huddled up to see what's gonna happen.”

| could see Jack leaning forward now, his eyes bright with excitement and hislips drawn back from his
teeth alittle. Of course, | couldn't look straight at him. | had to keep everything in place out on the other
Sde of the doorway.

"So Dad just laysthat long old rifle out across the log and touches her off. Then he started loading and
firing asfast as he could so's he could get as many as possible before they got their sense back. Well,
those old black-powder cartridges put out an awful cloud of smoke, and about half the time he was

shooting blind, but he managed to knock down seventeen of them before the rest got themsalves
organized enough to run out of range.”

"Wow! That'salot of deer, huh, Dad?' | said.

"As soon as Old Pete heard the shooting, he knew his part of the job was over, so he went out to do a
little hunting for himsdlf. The dogs hadn't had anything to eat since the day before, so he was plenty
hungry, but then, adog hunts better if he's hungry — so doesaman.

"Anyway, Dad got the team and skidded the deer on in to shore and commenced to gutting and
skinning. Took him most of the rest of the day to finish up.”

Jack dtarted to fidget again. Hed gone for dmost a haf hour without saying hardly anything, and that
was dways about hislimit.

"Isadeer very hard to skin, Dad?"' he asked.
"Not if you know what you're doing.”

"But how come hedid it right away likethat?' Jack demanded. "Eddie Salvridge's old man said you
gottaleave the hide on adeer for at least aweek or the meat'll spoil.”

"l heard him say that, too, Dad,” | agreed.

"Funny they don't leave the hide on a cow then when they butcher, isn't it?' the Old Man asked. "At the
daughterhouse they adways skin 'em right away, don't they?'

"I never thought of that," | admitted.

Jack scowled sllently. He hated not being right. | think he hated that more than anything esein the
world.



"Along about noon or s0," Dad continued, "here comes Pete back into camp with afull belly and blood
on hismuzzle. Old Budl went up to him and sniffed a him and then started casting back and forth until he
picked up Petestrail. Then he lined out backtracking Peteto hiskill."

Jack howled with sudden laughter. "That sure was one smart old dog, huh, Dad?' he said. "Why work if
you can get somebody elseto do it for you?"

Dad ignored him. "Old Pete had probably killed afawn and had eaten hisfill. Anyway, my dad kinda
watched the dogs for afew minutes and then went back to work skinning. After he got them al skinned
out, he salted down the hides and rolled them in a bundle — sold the hides in town for enough to buy his
own rifle that winter, and enough | eft over to get his mother some yard goods shed wanted. Then he drug
the carcasses back to camp through the snow and hung them al up to cool out.

"He cleaned up, washing his hands with snow, fed the team, and then boiled up another pan of coffee.
Hefried himsdf abig mess of deer liver and onions and heated up some more of the biscuits. After he
ate, he sat onalog and lit his pipe.”

"I'll bet hewastired,” Jack said, just to be saying something. "Not being in bed dl the night before and
al that."

"He till had something left to tend to,” Dad said. "It was dmost dark when he spotted Old Budll dinking
back toward camp. He was out on the open, coming back along the trail Pete had broken though the
snow. Hisbelly looked full, and his muzzle and ears were dl bloody the same way Pete's had been.”

"He found the other dog's deer, I'll betcha." Jack laughed. "Y ou said he was asmart old dog.”

Beyond the kitchen doorway, one of my shadowy dogs crept dowly toward the warmth of the pilot-light
campfire, hiseyes sad and friendly, like the eyes of the hound some kid up the block owned.

"Well, Dad watched him for aminute or two, and then he took hisrifle, pulled back the hammer, and
shot Old Buell right between the eyes.”

Theworld beyond the doorway shattered like a broken mirror and fell apart back into the kitchen again.
| jerked up and looked straight into my father'sface. It was very grim, and his eyes were very intent on
Jack, asif heweretdling my brother something awfully important.

He went on without seeming to notice my startled jump. "Old Buel went end over end when that bullet
bit him. Then he kicked a couple times and didn't move anymore. Dad didn't even go over to look at him.
Hejust reloaded the rifle and set it where it was handy, and then he and Old Pete climbed up into the
wagon and went to bed.

"The next morning, he hitched up the team, loaded up the deer carcasses, and started back home. It
took him three days again to get back to the wheat ranch, and Granddad and Grandmawere sure glad to
seehim." My father lifted me off hislap, leaned back and lit acigarette.

"It took them agood two daysto cut up the deer and put them down in pickling crocks. After they
finished it al up and Dad and Granddad were Sitting in the kitchen, smoking their pipes with their sock
feet up on the open oven door, Granddad turned to my Dad and said, " Sam, whatever happened to Old
Budl, anyway? Did he run off?"



"Well, Dad took a deep breath. He knew Granddad had been awful fond of that old hound. 'Had to
shoot him," he said. "Wouldn't hunt — wouldn't even hunt his own food. Caught him feeding on Pete's
kill.

"Widl, | guess Granddad thought about that for awhile. Then hefinally said, '‘Only thing you could do,
Sam, | guess. Kind of ashame, though. Old Buell was agood dog when he was younger. Had him along
time"

Thewind in the chimney suddenly sounded very loud and cold and lonesome.

"But why'd he shoot him?' | finally protested.

"He just wasn't any good anymore,”" Dad said, "and when a dog wasn't any good in those days, they
didn't want him around. Same way with people. If they're no good, why keep them around?’ He looked
sraight at Jack when he said it.

"Well, | surewouldn't shoot my own dog,” | objected.

Dad shrugged. "It was different then. Maybe if thingswere still the way they were back then, the world
would bealot eeser tolivein.”

That night when we werein bed in the cold bedroom upgtairs, listening to Mom and the Old Man yelling
at each other down in theliving room, | said it again to Jack. "l surewouldn't shoot my own dog.”

"Aw, yourejust akid,” hesaid. "That wasjust astory. Grandpadidn't really shoot any dog. Dad just
sadthat."

"Dad doesn't tell lies" | said. "'If you say that again, I'm gonna hit you."

Jack snorted with contempt.

"Or maybe I'll shoot you," | said extravagantly. "Maybe some day I'll just decide that you're no good,
and I'll take my gun and shoot you. Bang! Just like that, and you'll be dead, and I'll betcha you wouldn't
likethat at dl."

Jack snorted again and rolled over to go to deep, or to wrestle with the problem of being grown-up and
dill being afraid, which wasto worry a him for therest of hislife. But | lay awake for along time staring
into the darkness. And when | drifted into deep, the forest in the kitchen echoed with the hollow roar of
that old rifle, and my shadowy old dog with the sad, friendly eyestumbled over and over in the snow.

In the years sSince that night I've had that same dream again and again — not every night, sometimes only
once or twice ayear — but it'sthe only thing | can think of that hasn't changed since | was aboy.

The Gathering



1

| guessthat if it hadn't been for that poker game, I'd have never really gotten to know my brother. That
puts the whole thing into the realm of pure chance right at the outset.

I'd been drafted into the Army after college. | sort of resented the whole thing but not enough to run off
to Canada or to go tojail. Some of my buddies got kind of excited and made alot of noise about
"principle’ and what-not, but | was the one staring down the mouth of that double-barrelled shotgun
caled either/or. When | asked them what the hell the difference was between the Establishment types
who stood on the sdelinestelling me to go to Nam and the Antiestablishment types who stood on the
sddinestelling meto go to afederd penitentiary, they got decidedly huffy about the whole thing.

Sue, my girlfriend, who felt she had to call and check in with her mother if we were going to befive
minutes late getting home from amovie, told me on the eve, asthey used to say, of my departure that
sheld run off to Canadawith meif | really wanted her to. Since | didn't figure any job in Canadawould
earn me enough to pay the phone bill shedd run up calling Momma every time she had to go to the biffy, |
nobly turned her down. She seemed awfully relieved.

| supposethat ultimately | went in without any fuss because it didn't really mean anything to me one way
or the other. None of it did.

Asitadl turned out, | went to Germany instead of the Far East. So | soaked up Kultur and German beer
and played nursemaid to an eight-inch howitzer for about eighteen months, holding off the red threst. |
finished up my hitch inlate July and came back on atroopship. That'swhere | got into the poker game.

Naturdly, it was Benson who roped meinto it. Benson and | had been inducted together in Sesttle and
had been in the same ouitfit in Germany. He was a nice enough kid, but he couldn't walk past adeck of
cardsor apair of diceif hislife depended onit. HEd been at me a couple times and 1'd brushed him off,
but on the third day out from Bremerhaven he caught mein the chow line that wandered up and down the
gray-painted corridors of the ship. He knew | had about twenty dollars | hadn't managed to spend before
we were shipped out.

"Comeon, Alders. What the hdl? It's only for small change." His eyes were dready red-rimmed from
lack of deep, but Msfatigue pocketsjingled alot. He must have been winning for achange.

"Oh, horseshit, Benson," | told him. "'l just don't get that much kick out of playing poker."
"What thefuck dseisthereto do?'

He had apoint there. I'd gotten tired of looking at the North Atlantic after about twenty minutes. It's
possibly the dullest stretch of ocean in theworld — if you're lucky. Anyway, | know heéld be at me until |
sat infor awhile, and it redly didn't make that much difference to me. Maybe that'swhy | started
winning.

"All right, Arsch-loch." | gavein. "I'll take your goddamn money. It doesn't make ashit to me." So, after
chow, | went and played poker.

The game wasin the forward cargo hold. They'd restacked the five hundred or so duffle bags until there
was a clearedout place in the middle of the room. Then they'd rigged atable out of a dozen or so bags, a
dab of cardboard, and a Gl blanket. The light wasn't too good, and the placed smelled of the bilges, and



after you've sat on some guy's extrapair of bootsinsde his duffle bag for about six hours, your assfeds
like he's been walking on it, but we stuck it out. Like Benson said, what €l se wasthere to do?

The game was seven-card stud, seven players. No spit-in-the-ocean, or no-peek, or
three-card-lowbdl. There were seven players— not dways the same seven guys, but there were dways
seven players.

Thefirst day | sat in the game most of the play wasin coins. Even so, | came out about forty dollars

ahead. | quit for the day about midnight and gave my sest to the Spec-4 who'd been drooling down my
back for three hours. He was till there when | drifted back the next morning.

"l guess you want your seet back, huh?"

"No, go ahead and play, man."

"Naw. I'd better knock off and get some deep. Besides, | ain't held decent hand for the last two hours."
Hegot up and | sat back down and started winning again.

The second day the paper money started to show. The pots got bigger, and | kept winning. | wondered
how much longer my streak could go on. All the laws of probability were stacked against me by now.
Nobody could keep winning forever. When | quit that night, | was better than two hundred ahead. |

stood up and stretched. The cargo hold wasfull of guys, adl sitting and watching, very quietly. Word gets
around fast on atroopship.

On the morning of the third day, Benson findly went broke. He'd been giving up his place at the table for
malybe two-hour stretches, and he'd grab quick catnaps back in one of the corners. He looked like the
wrath of God, his blond, blankly young face stubbled and grimy-looking. The cards had gone sour for

him late the night before— not completely sour, just sour enough o that he was pretty consstently
holding the second-best hand at the table. That can get awfully damned expensive.

It was on the sixth card of agame that he tossed in hislast three one-dollar bills. He had three cards to
an ace-high straight showing. A fat guy at the end of the table was dealing, and he flipped out the
down-cards to Benson, the Spec-4, and himsdlf. The rest of us had folded. | could tell from Benson's
face that held filled the straight. He might aswell have had abillboard on the front of his head.

The Spec-4 folded.

"You'rehigh," thefat deder said, pointing at Benson's ace.

"l ain't got no money to bet," Benson answered.

"Tough titty."

"Comeon, man. | gotit, but | can't bet it."

"Bet, check, or fold, fella" the deder said with afat smirk.

Benson looked around desperately. There was a sort of house rule against borrowing at the table. "Wait
aminute," he said. "How about thiswatch?' He held out hisarm.



"| got awatch," the dedler said, but he looked interested.

"Come on, man. | got that watch when | graduated from high school. My folks give ahundred and a half
for it. It'll sureashell cover any bet in this chickenshit little poker game."

Thefat guy held out his hand. Benson gave him the watch.

"Giveyou five bucks."

"Bullshit! That watch isworth ahundred and ahdf, | told you."

"Not to me, it ain't. Five bucks."

"Fuck you, Bugter. Y ou aint gittin' my watch for no lousy five bucks."

"l guessyou better throw in your hand then, huh?'

"Chrigt, man, gimme a break."

"Comeon, fella," thefat guy said, "you're holdin' up the game. Five bucks. Takeit or leaveit.”

| could see the agony of indecision in Benson'sface. Five dollarswasthe current bet limit. "All right,” he
sadfindly.

He bet two. The deder raised him three. Benson called and rolled over hishole cards. He had his
draight. Hisface was jubilant. He looked more like akid than ever.

Thefat guy had aflush.

Benson watched numbly, rubbing hisbare left wrigt, asthe chortling fat man raked in the money. Findly
he got up and went quickly out of the cargo hold.

"Hey, man," thefat deder caled after him, "I'll give you abuck apiecefor your boots." He howled with
laughter.

Another player took Benson's place.
"That was kinda hard,” amaster sergeant named Riker drawled mildly from the other end of the table.
"That's how we play the game where | come from, Sarge," the fat man said.

It took metwo daysto get him, but | finally nailed him right to the wall. The pots were occasiondly
getting up to forty or fifty dollars by then, and the fat man was on alosing stresk.

He had two low pair showing, and he was betting hard, hoping to get even. It was pretty obviousthat he
had afull house, seven and threes. | had two queens, anine and the joker showing. My hand looked like
apat straight, but | had two acesin the hole. My aces and queens would stomp hell out of his sevensand
threes.

Except that on the last round | picked up another ace.



He bet ten dollars. | raised him twenty-five.

"l @n't got that much,” he said.

"Toughtitty."

"l got you beat."

"Y ou better call the bet then."

"Y ou can't just buy the fuckin' pot!"

"Cdl or fold, friend." | wasenjoyingit.

"Come on, man. You can't just buy thefuckin' pot!" "Y ou dready said that. How much you got?"

"I got twelve bucks." He thought | was going to reduce my bet so he could cal me. Hisfacerelaxed a
little.

"You got awatch?' | asked him quietly.

He caught on then. "Y ou bastard!" He glared a me. He sure wanted to keep Benson'swatch. "Y ou ain't
gettin' thiswatch that way, fela"

| shrugged and reached for the pot.
"What the hell you doin?" he squawked.
"If you're not gonnacal —”

"All right, dl right, you bastard!" He pedled off Benson'swatch and threw it in the pot. "There, you're
cdled.”

"That makes seventeen,” | said. "Y ou're dill eight buckslight.”
"Fuck you, felal That goddamn watch isworth a hundred and fifty buckd"

"l saw you buy it, friend. The price wasfive. That'swhat you paid for it, S0 | guessthat'swhat it'sworth.
Y ou got another watch?"

"You an't gettin' my watch."

| reached for the pot again.

"Wait aminute! Wait aminute!” He pulled off his own watch.
"That'stwenty-two," | said. "Y ou're il light.”

"Come on, man. My watch isworth more than five bucks."

"A Timex? Don't be stupid. I'm giving you abresk |etting you havefiveonit." | reached for the pot



agan.

"l antgot nothindse”

"Tell you what, sport. I'll give you abuck apiece for your boots."
"Wheat the fuck you want my fuckin' boots for?"
"Yougonnacal?'

"All right. My fuckin' bootsarein.”

"Put 'em on the table, sport.”

He scowled at me and started unlacing his boots. "There," he snapped, plunking them down on the table,
"yourecdled."

"You'retill abuck light." I knew | wasbeing aprick about it, but | didn't giveadamn. | get that way
ometimes.

He stared a me, not saying anything.

| waited, letting him sweat. Then | dropped in on him very quietly. "Y our pants ought to cover it." Some
guy laughed.

"My pantd" he dmost screamed.

"Onthetable" | said, pointing, "or | take the pot.”

"Fuck yal"

| reached for the pot again.

"Wait aminute! Wait aminute!" His voice was desperate.

He stood up, emptied his pockets, and yanked off Ms pants. He wasn't wearing any shorts and his
nudity was grosdy obscene. He threw the pants a me, but | deflected them into the center of the table.
"All right, you son of abitch!" he said, not Stting down. "Let's see your pissy little straight beat a
full-fuckin' house!" Herolled over histhird seven.

"l haven't got agtraight, friend.”

"Then| win, huh?'

| shook my head. "Youlose." | pulled the joker away from the queens and the nine and dowly started
turning up my buried aces. "One. Two. Three. And four. Isthat enough, friend?’ | asked him.

"Je-sus Chrigt!" some guy said reverently.

Thefat man stood looking at the acesfor along time. Then he ssumbled away from the table and dmost
ran out of the cargo hold, hisfat behind jiggling with every step.



"I dill say it'samighty hard way to play poker,” Sergeant Riker said softly as| hauled inthe
merchandise.

"l figured he had it coming,” | said shortly.

"Maybe s0, son, maybe so, but that still don't make it right, doesit?"

And that finished my winning streak. Riker proceeded to give me a series of very expensive poker
lessons. By thetime | quit that night, | was back down to four hundred dollars. | sent the fat guy'swatch,
boots, and pants back to him with one of hisbuddies, and went up on deck to get someair. The engine
pounded in the stedl deck plates, and the wake was streaming out behind us, white against the black
water.

"Smoke, son?" It was Riker. He leaned againgt the rail beside me and held out his pack.

"Thanks," | said. "'l ran out about an hour ago."

"Nicenight, ain't it?" Hisvoice was soft and pleasant. | couldn't redly pin down hisdrawl. It was sort of
Southern.

| looked up at the stars. "Yeah,” | said. "I've been down at that poker table for so long I'd amost
forgotten what the stars looked like."

The ship took alarger wave at adiagond and rolled with an odd, lurching kind of motion.
"You gtill ahead of the game, son?" he asked me, hisvoice serious.
"Alittlebit," | said cautioudly.

"If itwasme," he said, "l wouldn't go back no more. Y ou've won yourself alittle money, and you got
your buddy's watch back for him. If it wasme, I'd just call 'er quits.”

"I was doing pretty well therefor awhile" | objected. "I think | was about fifteen hundred dollarsto the
good before | started losing. I'll win that back in just afew hours, the way the pots have been running.”

"Y ou broke your string, son,” Riker said softly, looking out over the water. ™Y ou been losin' ‘cause you
was ashamed of yoursdlf for what you doneto that heavyset boy."

"1 dill think he hed it coming to him," | insisted.

"l @n't arguin' that," Riker said. "Like asnot he did. What I'm sayin', son, isthat you're ashamed of
yoursdlf for bein' the one that come down on him like you done. | been watchin' you, and you ain't set
easy since that hand. Funny thing about luck — it won't never come to aman who don't think he's got it
comin’. Do yoursdf afavor and stay out of the game. Y ou're only gonnalose from here on out.”

| was going to argue with him, but | had the sudden cold certainty that he was right. | looked out at the
dark ocean. "'l guess maybe the bit about the pantswas going alittle too far,” | admitted.

"Yeah," he sad, "your buddy's watch woulda been plenty.”



"Maybe | will stay out of thegame,” | said. "I'm about al pokered out anyway."
"Yeah," hesad, "well be gettin' home pretty quick anyway."
"Couple, three days, | guess.”

"Well," hesaid, "I'm gonnaturn in. Been nice takin' to you, son." He turned and walked off down the
deck.

"Good night, Sergeant Riker," | cdled after him.

Hewaved his hand without looking back.

So | quit playing poker. | guess|'ve aways been a sucker for fatherly advice. Somehow | knew that
Riker wasright though. Whatever the reason, I'd lost the feding I'd had that the cards were going to fall
my way no matter what anybody tried to do to stop them. If I'd have gone back the next day, they'd
have cleaned me out. So the next day | watched the ocean, or read, and | didn't think about poker.

Two dayslater we did into New Y ork Harbor. 1t was early morning and foggy. We passed the Statue
and then stacked up out in the bay, waiting for atug to drag us the rest of the way in. We dl stood out on
deck watching the sun stumble up out of the thick banks of smoke to blearily light up the buildingson
Manhattan Idand.

Itsafunny fedling, coming home when you don't redly have anything to come hometo. | leaned back
againg abulkhead, watching al the other guysleaning over therall. | think | hated every last one of them
right then.

Two grubby tugboats finaly came and nudged us across the bay to apier over in Brooklyn. Early asit
was, there must have been athousand people waiting. Therewas alot of waving and shouting back and
forth, and then they dl settled down to wait. The Army's good at that kind of thing.

Benson dragged his duffle bag up to where | was and plunked it down on the deck. | till hadn't told him
| had hiswatch. | didn't want him sdlling it again so he could get back in the game.

"Hey, Alders," he puffed, "I been lookin' for you dl over thisfuckin' tub.”

"I've been right here, kid."

"Fedsgood, gettin' home, huh?' he said.

"It'sdtill along way to Seettle,” | told him. Hisenthusiasm irritated hell out of me.
"Y ou know what | mean.”

"Sure.”

"Y ou think maybe they might fly us out to the West Coast”?"

"l doubt it,” | said. "l expect anicelong trainride.”

"Shit!" He sounded disgusted. ™Y ou're probably right though. The way my luck's been goin' lately, they!ll



probably make mewalk."
"You'rejust feding picked on.”

Eventually, they started unloading us. Those of us bound for West-Coast and Midwest separation
centers were loaded on buses and then we sat there.

| watched the mass family reunion taking place in the dim gloom under the high roof of the pier. There
wasalot of crying and hugging and so forth, but we werent involved in any of that. | wished to hell we
could get going.

After about ahdf hour the buses started and we pulled away from the fedtivities. | douched low inthe
seat and watched the city dide by. Severd of the guyswere pretty boisterous, and the bus driver had to
tell them to quiet down severd times.

"Look," Benson said, nudging mein theribs. "Eine amerikanische Fraulein.”

"Quit showing off," | said, not bothering to look.

"What the hdl'sbuggin' you?' he demanded.

"I'mtired, Benson."

"You beentired al your life. Wake up, man. Y ou're home."

"Big goddamn ded ."

Helooked hurt, but he quit pestering me.

After they'd wandered around for awhile, the guyswho were driving the busesfindly found atrain
gation. There was a sergeant there, and he caled roll, got us on the train, and then hung around to make
sure none of usbugged out. That's Army logic for you. Y ou couldn't have gotten most of those guys off
that train with amachine gun.

After they got permission from the White House or someplace, the train started to move. | gavethe
sergeant standing on the platform the finger by way of farewell. | wasin afoul humor.

Firg there was more city, and then we were out in the country.

"Wein Pennsylvaniayet?' Benson asked.

"l think s0."

"How many states we gonnago through before we get back to Washington?'
"Ten or twelve. I'm not sure.”

"Shit! That'll take weeks."

"It just seem likeit,” | told him.



"I'm dyin' for adrink.”

"Y ou'retoo young to drink."

"Oh, bullshit. Troubleis, I'm broke."

"Don't worry about it, Kid. I'll buy you adrink when they open the club car.”

"Thanks," he said. "That game cleaned me out.”

"l know."

We watched Pennsylvaniadide by outside.

"Different, hun?' Benson said.

"Yeah," | agreed. "Morethan just alittle bit."

"But it'shome, man. It'sal part of the same country.”

"Sure, Kid," | said flatly.

"Y ou don' give ashit about anything, do you, Alders?' Sometimes Benson could be pretty sharp. "Being
in Germany, winning dl that money in the game, coming home— none of it redly means anything to you,
doesit?’

"Don't worry abouit it, Kid." | looked back out the window.

Hewasright though. At first 1'd thought | was just cool — that 1'd findlly achieved aleve of indifference
to the materia world that's supposed to be the prelude to peace of mind or whatever the hell you call it.
Thelast day or s0, though, I'd begun to suspect that it was more just plain, old-fashioned aienation than
anything else— and that's a prelude to a vacation at the funny-farm. So | looked out at the farmland and
the grubby backsides of little towns and redlly tried to fed something. It didn't work.

A couple guys came by with adeck of cards, trying to get up agame. They had mefigured for abig
winner from the boat, and they wanted a shot at my ass. | was used up on poker though. 1'd thought
about what Riker had told me, and | decided that | wasn't redly agambler. | was abad winner. At least
| could have let that poor bastard keep his pants, for Christ's sake. The two guyswith the cards got a
little snotty about the whole thing, but | ignored them and they finaly went away.

"Y ou oughtaget in," Benson said, hiseyeslighting up.

"I've had poker,” | told him.

"I don't suppose you'd want to loan me afew dollars?' he asked wistfully.

"Not to gamblewith,” | told him.

"l didnt think s0."

"Comeon, Kid. I'll buy you adrink."



"Sure" he said.

The two of uswalked on down the swaying aidesto the club car. | got mysdlf about half in the basket,
and | felt better.

In Chicago there was another mob of relaives waiting, and there was agenerd repetition of the scene
on the dock back in New Y ork. Once we changed trains though, we highballed right on through.

| spent alot of timein the club car with my heels hooked over the rung of abar stoal, tdling liesand war
doriesto adightly cross-eyed Wave with an unlimited capacity for Budweiser and apair of tightly
crossed legs. At odd moments, when | got sick of listening to her high-pitched giggle and raucous voice,
I'd ease back up the train to my seat and Sit staring at North Dakota and Montana diding by outside. The
prairie country was burned yellow-brown and looked like the ass-end of no place. After awhilewe
climbed up into the mountains and the timber. | felt better men.

| had afew wild daydreams about maybe looking up the guy Sue had told me about in her last letter and
kicking out afew of histeeth, but | finaly decided it wouldn't be worth the effort. He was probably some
poor creep her mother had picked out for her. Then | thought about blousing her mother's eye, and that
was alot more satisfying. It's hard to hate somebody you've never met, but | could work up a pretty
good head of steam about Susan's mother.

| generaly wound up back at the club car. I'd pee my cockeyed Wave of whomever she'd promoted to
beer-buyer first class and go back to pouring Budweiser into her and trying to convince her that we were
both adults with adult needs.

Anyhow, they dropped us off in Tacoma about five thirty in the morning on the fourth day after we'd
landed in New Y ork. My uniform was rumpled, my head was throbbing, and my stomach felt like it had
ablowtorch ingde. Thefamiliar OD trucks from Fort Lewiswere waiting, and it only took about an hour
to deliver us back to the drab, two-story yellow barracks and bare drill fields I'd seen on ahalf dozen
posts from Fort Ord to Camp Kilmer.

They fed us, issued us bedding, assigned us space in the transient barracks, and then fell usout into a
formation in the company street. While they weretdling us about dl the silly-ass games we were going to
play, my eyesdrifted on out across the parade ground to the inevitable, blue-white mound of Mount
Ranier, looming up out of the hazy foothills. | was dirty, rumpled, hung over, and generaly sick of the
whole damned world. The mountain was till the same corny, picture-postcard thing it had always been
— aready-made tourist attraction, needing only abeer sign on the summit to make it complete. I'd made
bad jokes about its ogtentatious vulgarity dl the way through college, but that morning after having been
away for so damned long, | swear | got alump in my throat just looking &t it. It wasthefirst timel'd
redly fdt anything for along time.

Maybe | was human after all.

2

THEY weren't ready to start processing us yet, so they filled in the rest of the day with the usua
Mickey-Mouse crap that the Army always comes up with to occupy aman's spare time. At four-thirty,



after frequent warnings that we were il in the Army and subject to court-martial, they gave us passes
and told usto keep our noses clean. They redlly didn't sound too hopeful about it.

| walked on past the mob-scene in the parking lot — parents, wives, girlfriends, and the like, crying and
hugging and shaking hands and backd apping — and headed toward the bus stop. 1'd had enough of al
that tuff.

"Hey, Alders" someoneydled. "Y ou want alift into town?" It was Benson naturaly. Hed been
embarrassingly grateful when I'd given him back the watch, and | guess he wanted to do something for
me. Hisfolkswere with him, atall, sunburned man and alittle woman in aflowered dresswho was
hanging onto Benson'sarm like grim desath. | could see that they weren't redlly wild about having a
stranger dong on their reunion.

"No thanks," | said, waving him off. " See you tomorrow." | hurried on so he wouldn't havetimeto ingst.
Benson was a nice enough kid, but he could be an awful pain in the ass sometimes.

The bus crawled dowly toward Tacoma, through a sea of traffic. By thetime | got downtown, I'd
worked up ared thirst. | hit one of the Pacific Avenue bars and poured down three beers, one after
another. After German beer, the Stuff till tasted just awee bit like stud horsepiss with the foam blown off
even with the acclimating I'd done on thetrain. | sat in the bar for about an hour until the place started to
fill up. They kept turning the jukebox up until it got to the pain level. That'swhen | left. The sun wasjust
going down when | came back out on the street. The sides of al the buildings were washed with a
coppery kind of light, and everybody's face was bright red in the reflected glow.

| loitered on down the sdewalk for awhile, trying to think of something to do and watching the assorted
Gl's, Airmen, and swab jockeys drifting up and down the Avenue in twos and threes. They seemed to be
trying very hard to convince each other that they were having agood time. | walked dowly up oneside
of the Street, stopping to look in the pawnshop windows with their clutter of overpriced junk and ignoring
repeated invitations of swesty little men to "come on in and look around, Soljer.”

| stuck my noseinto a couple of the penny arcades. | watched a pinball addict carry on his misdirected
love affair with a seductively blinking nickle-grabber. | even poked afew dimesinto apegp-show
machine and watched without much interest while arather unpretty girl on scratchy film took off her
clothes.

Up the gtreet acouple girlsfrom one of thelocal colleges were handing out "literature.” They both had
straight hair and baggy-looking clothes, and it appeared that they were doing their level best to look as
ugly as possible, even though they were both not redlly that bad. | knew the type. Most of the Gl'swere
ignoring them, and the two kids |ooked allittle desperate.

"Here, soldier,” the short one said, mistaking my look of sympathy for interest. Shethrust alesflet into
my hand. | glanced at it. It informed methat | was engaged in an immora war and that decent people
looked upon me as a swaggering bully with bloody hands. Further, it told methat if | wanted to desert,
there were people who were willing to help me get out of the country.

"Interesting,” | said, handing it back to her.

"What'sthe matter?' she sneered. "Afraid an MP might catch you with it?"

"Not particularly,” | said.



"Forget him Clydine," the other one said. That sopped me.
"Isthat redlly your name?' | asked thelittle one.
"Sowhat?'

"I'vejust never met anybody named Clydine before.”

"Isanything wrong with it?" she demanded. She was very short, and she glared up a me belligerently.
"I'm not here for apickup, fdla

"Neither am |, girlie” | told her. | didikebeing cdled "fdla" | dways have.

"Then you gpprove of what the government'sdoing in Vietnam?' She got right to the point, old Clydine.
No sidetracksfor her.

"They didn't ask me."

"Why don't you desert then?'

Her chum pitched in, too. "Don't you want to get out of the country?"

"I'vejust been out of the country,” | objected.

"We'rejust wasting our time on thisone, Joan,” Clydine said. "Heisn't even politicaly awvare.”
"It'sbeenred,” | told them. "I'll dways remember you both fondly."

They turned their backs on me and went on handing out pamphlets.

Farther up the street another young lady stopped me, but she wasn't offering politics. Shewas
surprisingly direct about what she was offering.

Next adirty-looking little guy wanted to give mea"red artistic” tattoo. | turned him down, too.
Farther dong, a Gl with wasted-looking eyebd|stried to sell mealid of grass.

| went into another bar — afairly quiet one— and mulled it around over abeer. | decided that | must
have had the look of somebody who wanted something. | couldn't really make up my mind why.

| went back on down the street. It was a sad, grubby street with sad, grubby people oniit, dl hystericaly
afraid that some GI with money on him might get past them.

That thought stopped me. The four hundred I'd won wasin my blouse pocket, and | sure didn't want to
get rolled. It was close enough after payday to make alone Gl a pretty good target, o | decided that I'd
better get off Pacific Avenue.

But what the hell does aguy do with himself on hisfirst night back in the States? | ticked off the
possibilities. | could get drunk, get laid, get rolled, or go to amovie. None of those sounded very
interesting. | could walk around, but my feet hurt. | could pick afight with somebody and get thrownin
jail — that one didn't sound like much fun at al. Maybe | could get ahamburger-to-go and jump off a



bridge.
Most of the guysI'd come back with were hip-deep in family by now, but | hadn't even bothered to let

my Old Lady know | was coming back. Theless| saw of her, the better we'd both fed. That left Jack. |
findly got around to him. Probably it wasinevitable. | supposeit had been in the back of my mind dl

dong.

| knew that Jack was probably till in Tacoma someplace. He dways came back here. It was hishome
base. He and | hadn't been particularly close since we'd been kids, and 1'd only seen him about three
times snce the Old Man died. But thiswas family night, and he wasit. Ordinarily, | wouldn't have driven
amileout of my way to seehim.

"Pissonit," | said and went into a drugstore to use the phone.

"Hello?' His voice sounded the same as | remembered.

"Jeck? ThisisDan."

"Dan? Dan who?"

Now therésagreat start for you. Givesyou area warm glow right in the gut. | amost hung up.

"Y our brother. Remember?' | said dryly.

"Dan? Redly?1 thought you were in the Army — in England or someplace.”

"Germany," | said. "l just got back today."

"Y ou stationed out here at the Fort now?"

"Y eah, I'm at the separation center.”

"Y ou finishing up aready? Oh, that'sright, you were only in for two years, weren't you?"

"Yeah, only two," | said.

"It'smy brother," he said to someone, "the one that's been in the Army. How the hell should | know? —
Dan, where are you? Out at the Fort?'

"No, I'm downtown."

"Pitchin' yoursdf aliberty, huh?'

"Not redly,” | said. "I've only got three more daystill | get out, and | think I'll keep my nose clean.”
"Good idea— hey, you got anything on for tonight? | mean any chickie or anything?'

"No," | said, "just kicking around. | thought I'd just give you acal and let you know | was il dive, is
dl"

"Why don't you grab abus and bag on out? I'd come and pick you up, but Margaret's workin' tonight,



and she'sgot the car.”
"Y our wife?'

"Y eah — and I've got to watch the kids. I've got some beer in the fridge. We can pop open afew and
tak oldtimes"

"AU right," | said. "How do | find the place?’
"I'm out on South TacomaWay. Y ou know which busto take?"
"l think | can remember.”

"Get off at Seventy-eighth Street and come down the right hand side. It'sthe Green Lodge Trailer Court.
I'm in number seventeen — a blue and white Kenwood."

"OK," | told him. "I'll be out in ahaf hour or 0."
"I'll belookin' for you."

| dowly hung up. Thiswas going to be amistake. Jack and | hadn't had anything in common for years
now. | pictured an evening with the both of us desperately trying to think of something to say.

"Might aswell get it over with," | muttered. | stopped by aliquor store and picked up apint of bourbon.
Maybe with enough anesthetic, neither one of uswould suffer too much.

| sat on the bus reading the ads pasted above the windows and watching people get off and on. They
were mostly old ladies. There's something about old ladies on buses— have you ever noticed? I've
never been ableto put my finger on it, but whatever it is, it makes me want to vomit. How's that for an
inscription on atombstone? "Here Lies Daniel Alders— Old Ladies on Buses Made Him Want to
Puke."

Then | sat watching the streets and houses go by. | ill couldn't really accept any of it asactudity. It dl
had an dmost dreamlike quaity — like coming inin the middle of amovie. Everybody dseisdl wrapped
up in the story, but you can't even tell the good guys from the bad guys. Maybe that's the best way to put
it.

The bus dropped me off at Seventy-eighth, and | saw the sickly green neon GREEN LODGE
TRAILER COURT sign flickering down the block. | popped the sedl on the pint and took a good belt.
Then | walked on down to the entrance.

It was one of those "just-twenty-minutes-from-Fort Lewis' kind of places, with graveled streets
sprinkled with chuckholes. Each trailer had itstired little patch of lawn surrounded by achicken-wire
fence to keep the kids out of the streets. Assorted broken-down old cars moldered on flat tires here and
there. What few trees there were looked pretty discouraged.

It took me awhileto find number seventeen. | stood outside for afew minutes, watching. | could see my
brother putzing around insde — thin, dark, moving jerkily. Jack had always been like that — nervous,
fast with hishands. Hed aways had quick grin that hed turn on when he wanted something. His success
with women was phenomend. He moved from job to job, awayslanding on hisfeet, dwaystrying to
work adedl, never quite making it. If he hadn't been my brother, I'd have called him a small-tune hustler.



| sood outside long enough to get used to hisface again. | wanted to get past that strangeness stage
when you say al kinds of silly-ass things because most of your attention is concentrated on the other
person's physica appearance. | think that's why reunions of any sort go sour — people are so busy
looking at each other that they can't think of anything to say.

Findly I went up and knocked.

"Dan," hecdled, "isthat you? Comeonin."

| opened the screen door and stepped inside.

"Hey there, little brother, you'relookin' pretty good," he said, grinning broadly at me. Hewaswearing a
T-shirt, and | could see the tattoos on hisarms. They had aways bothered me, and | dways tried not to
look at them.

"Hello, Jack," | said, shaking hishand. | tried to come on red codl.

"God damn,” he said, il grinning and hanging onto my hand. "1 haven't seen you in three or four years
now. Last time waswhen | came back from Cdiforniathat time, wasn't it? | think you were dill in
college, weren't you?'

"Yeeh, | think s0," | said.

"Y ou've put on some beef since then, huh?' He playfully punched mein the shoulder. "What are you
now? About ahundred and ninety?"

"One-eighty,” | said. "A lot of it's German beer.” | dapped my belly.

"Y ou'relookin' better. Y ou were pretty scrawny last time | seen you. Sit down, sit down, for Chrissake.
Here gimme your jacket. It'stoo fuckin' hot for that thing anyway. Don't you guys get summer uniforms?”

"Minearedl rolled up in the bottom of my duffle bag,” I told him, pulling off the jacket. | saw him briefly
glance at the pint | had tucked in my bdt. | wasn't trying to hideit.

He hung my blouse over akitchen chair. "How about a beer?"

"Sure." | put the brown-sacked pint on the coffee table and sat down on the dightly battered couch. He
was fumbling around in the refrigerator. | think hewas alittle nervous. | got akick out of that for some
reason.

| looked around. Thetrailer waslike any other — factory-made, filled with the usua chegp furniture that
was guaranteed to look real plush for about Sx weeks. It had the peculiar smell trailers ways have and
that odd sense of transence. Somehow it suited Jack. | think he'd been gravitating toward atrailer dl his
life. At least hefit in someplace. | wondered what | was gravitating toward.

"Herewe go," he said, coming back in with a couple caps of beer. "I just put the kids to bed, so we've
got the place to oursalves." He gave me one of the cans and sat in the armchair.

"How many kids have you got?' | asked him.



“Two — Marlene and Patsy. Marlene'stwo and a haf, and Patsy's one.”

"Good dedl," | said. What the hell else can you say? | pushed the pint over to him. "Here, have abelt of
bourbon."

"Drinkin' whiskey," he said gpprovingly.
We both had a belt and sat looking at each other.
"Wdl," | sadinandy, "what are you up to?" | fished out acigarette to give mysdf something to do.

"Oh, not ahdluvalot redly, Dan. I've been workin' down me block at the trailer sales place and helping
Soane at his pawnshop now and then. Y ou remember him, don't you? It'sarea good deal for me
because | can take what he owes me out in merchandise, and it don't show up on my income tax.
Margaret'sworkin' in adime store, and the trailer's paid for, so we're in pretty good shape.”

"How'sthe Old Lady? Y ou heard from her lately?" It had to get around to her sooner or later. | figured
I'd get it out of the way.

"Mom? She'sin Portland. | hear from her once in awhile. She's back on the sauce again, you know.”

"Oh, boy," | said with disgust. That wasredly the last damned straw. My mother had written methis
long, tearjerker letter while | wasin Germany about how she had seen the light and was going to give up
drinking. I hadn't answered the damned thing because | redlly didn't give a shit one way or the other, but
I'd kind of hoped she could make it. | hadn't seen her completely sober since | was about twelve, and |
thought it might be kind of aswitch.

"Y ou and her had a beef, didn't you?"' Jack asked, lighting a cigarette.
"Not really abeef,” | said. "It just al kind of built up. Y ou weren't around after Dad died.”

"Naw. | saw things goin' sour long before that. Man, | wasin Navy boot camp three days after my
seventeenth birthday. | barely made it back for the funerd.” Hejittered the cigarette around in his hands.

"Yeah, | remember. After you left, shejust got worse and worse. The Old Man hung on, but it findly
just wore him down. Hisinsurance kind of set usup for awhile, but it only took her ayear or so to piss
that away. She was sure Mrs. High Society for awhile though. And then, of course, dl the boyfriends
started to show up — like about aweek after the funera. Slimy bastards, every one of them. | tried to
tell her they were just after the insurance money, but you never could talk to her. Sheknew it al.”

" She hasn't got too much upstairs,” Jack agreed, "even when she's sober.”

"Anyway, about every month, one of her barroom Romeoswould break it off in her for a couple of
hundred and split out on her. Sheld cry and blubber and threaten to turn on the gas or some damned
thing. Then after aday or so sheld get dl gussied up in one of those whorehouse dresses she's partid to
and go out and find true love again.”

"Sounds like ared bad scene."

"A bummer. A two-year bummer. | cut out right after high school — knocked around for ayear or so
and then wound up in college. It'sagood place to hide out.”



"Y ou seen her since you split?

"Coupletimes,” | said. "Once | had to bail her out of jail, and once she came to where | was staying to
mooch some money for booze. Gave methat 'After al, | am your mother' routine. | told her to stick it in
her ear. | think that kind of withered things."

"She hardly ever mentions you when | see her," Jack said.

"Maybeif I'm lucky shell forget me altogether,” | said. "I need her about like | need leprosy.”

"Y ou know something, little brother?" Jack said, grinning a me, "you can be an awful cold-blooded
bastard when you want to be."

"Comes from my gentle upbringing,” | told him. "Have another belt." | waved at the whiskey bottle.

"I don't want to drink up all your booze," Jack said, taking the pint. "Remember, | know how much a Gl
makes."

"Go ahead, man,” | said. "Take agoddamn drink. | hit it big in astud-poker game on the troopship. I'm
fat city." | knew that would impress him.

"Won yoursdf abundle, huh?!

"Shit. | wasfifteen hundred ahead for awhile, but there was this old master sergeant in the game —
Riker his name was— and he gave me poker lessonstill who laid the last chunk."

"How much you come out with?"*

"Couple hundred,” | said cautioudy. | didn't want to encourage theideathat | wasrich.

"Walkin' around money anyway," he said, taking adrink from the pint. He passed it back to me, and |
noticed that his hands weren't redlly clean. Jack had always wanted ajob where his hands wouldn't get
dirty, but I saw that he hadn't made it yet. | suddenly felt sorry for him. He was smart and worked hard
and tried his damnedest to makeit, but things dways turned to shit on him. I could see him twenty years
from now, dill hustling, sill scurrying around trying to hit just theright dedl.

"You got agirl?' he asked.

"Had one," | said. " She sent me one of those letters about Six months ago.”

"Rough.”

| shrugged. "It wouldn't have worked out anyway." | got alittletwingewhen | said it. | thought I'd pretty
well drowned that particular cat, but it still managed to get aclaw in my guts now and men. I'd catch
mysaf remembering things or wondering what she was doing. | took a quick blast of bourbon.

"Lotsawomen," Jack said, emptying his beer. "Just like Streetcars.”

"Sure" | said. | looked around. The furniture was a bit kid-scarred, and the TV sat was small and
fluttered alot, but it was someplace. | hadn't had any place for so long that I'd forgotten how it felt. From



where | was sitting, | could see amirror hanging at adant on the wall of thelittle passage leading back to
the bedrooms. The anglewasjust right, and | could see the rumpled, unmade bed where | assumed he
and hiswifedept. | thought of telling him that he might be making a public spectacle of hislovelife, but |
decided that was hisbusiness.

"What'd you take in college anyway?" Jack demanded. "I never could get the straight of it out of the Old
Lady."

"English, modtly,” | said. "Literature.”

"English, for Chrissake! Nouns and verbs and dl that shit?"

"Literature, Stud," | corrected him. " Shakespeare and Hemingway, and dl that shit. | figured thiswould
be the issue that would blow the whole reunion bit. As soon as he gave me the "What the hell good isthat
shit?" routine, he and | would part company, fast. I'd about had a gutful of that reaction in the Army.

He surprised me. "Oh," he said, "that's different. Y ou dways did read alot — even when you were a
kid."

"It gives me asubgtitute for my own dightly screwed-up life.”
"Y ou gonnateach?'

"Not right away. I'm going back to school firg."

"| thought the Old Lady told me you graduated.”

"Yeah," | said, "but I'm going on to graduate schoal.”

"No shit?' He looked impressed. "I hear that's pretty rough.”
"I think | can hack it."

"Y ou dways were the smart one in the connection.”

"How's your beer holding out?' | asked him, shaking my empty can. | was starting to relax. Wed gotten
past dl thetouchy issues. | lit another cigarette.

"No sweat," he said, getting up to get two more. "If | ran out, the gal next door has a case stashed away.
Well haveto replace it before her old man gets home, but Marg ought to be here before long, and then
I'll havewheds"

"Hey," | caled after him. "I meant to ask you about that. | thought your wife's name was Bonnie."
"Bonnie?Hdl, | dumped her three years ago.”

"Didn't you have alittle girl there, too?"

"Y eah. Joanne." He came back with the beer. | noticed that the trailer swayed alittle when anyone

waked round. "But Bonnie married some goof over at the Navy Y ard, and he adopted Joanne. They
moved downtoL.A."



"And before that it was—"

"Bernice. She wasjust akid, and she got homesick for Mommie."

"You use up wives at ahdluvarate, old buddy."

"Just want to spread al that happiness around as much as| can." He laughed.

| decided that | liked my brother. That's ahdluvathing to discover dl of a sudden.

3

A car pulled up outside, and Jack turned his head to listen. "I think that's the Mama Cat," he said.
"Sounds like my old bucket." He got up and looked out the window. "Y eah, it's her." He scooped up the
empty beer cansfrom the coffee table and dumped them in the garbage sack under the sink. Then he
hustled outside.

They camein aminute or so later, Jack rattier ostentatioudy carrying two bags of groceries. | got the
impression that if | hadn't been there, he wouldn't have bothered. My current siter-in-law was agirl of
average height with pale brown hair and adightly sullen look on her face. | imagine al Jack's women got
that look sooner or later. At any rate Margaret didn't seem just exactly wild about having a strange Gl
brother-in-law turn up.

"Well, swestie," Jack said with an overdone jovidity, "what do you think of him?"

| stood up. "Hello, Margaret,” | said, smiling at her aswinningly as| could.

"I'm very happy to meet you, Dan," she said, a brief, automatic smileflickering over her face. Shewas
szing me up carefully. | don't imagine the pint and the haf-full beer can on the coffee table made very
many points. "Are you stationed out here at the Fort now?" | could tdll that she had visons of my moving

in on them as a semipermanent houseguest.

"Wadl," | said, "not redly what you'd cal stationed here. I'm being discharged hereisdl. As soon asthey
cut meloose, I'll be moving back up to Seeitle.” | wanted to reassure her without being too obvious.

She got the message. "Well, let me get this Stuff put away and then we can talk.” She pulled off thelight
coat she waswearing and draped it over one of the kitchen chairs.

| blinked. She had the largest pair of breasts I've ever seen.
| knew Jack liked hiswomen that way, but Margaret was smply unbelievable.

"lan't she something?" Jack said, leering at me as he wrapped a proprietary arm about her shoulders.
The remark sounded innocent enough, but al three of us knew what he meant.

"Comeon, Jack," she said, pushing him off. "I want to get dl this put away so | can St down.” She
began bustling around the kitchen, opening cupboards and drawers. The kitchen area was separated



from the living room by awaist-high divider, so we could talk without ydling.

"Dan just got back today," Jack said, coming back and plunking himself on the couch. "He'sbeenin
Germany for acouple of years."

"Oh?" shesaid. "I'll bet that wasinteresting, wasn't it, Dan?"

"It's got Southeast Asabeet al to heck,” | said.

"Did they let you travel around any — | mean visit any of the other countries over there?”
"Oh, yeah. | visted afew places."

"Did you get to London at al?1'd surelike to go there.” Her voice sounded alittle wistful.
"l wasthere for about ten dayson leave,” | told her.

"I never madeit up there," Jack said. "When | waswith the Sixth Fleet, we stayed pretty much in the
Mediterranean.”

"Did you get to see any of the groups while you werein London?' Margaret persisted. Sheredly
wanted to know; shewasn't just asking to have something to say.

"No," | said. | didn't want to tell her that groups weren't particularly my thing. She might think | was
trying to put her down.

"My wifésagroup-nut," Jack said tolerantly. "That one cabinet thereis stacked full of abums. Must be
twenty of thedamn thingsin there."

"I dig them,” she said without apologizing. "Oh, Jack, did you get the kids to bed OK?"

"All fed, bathed, and tucked in," hetold her. "Y ou know you can trust meto take care of things.”
"Patsy's been getting alittle stubborn about going to bed,” she said. "She's at that age, | guess.”
"l didn't have no problems,” Jack said.

"Areyou guys hungry?' she asked suddenly. Woman's eternal answer to any socid Stuation — feed
‘em. It'sinthe blood, | guess.

"l could eat,” Jack said. "How about you, Dan?"
"Wdl —"
"Sureyou can," heingsted. "Why don't you whip up apizza, Mama Cat? One of those big ones."

"Itl takeawhile," she said, opening hersdf abeer. She turned on the overhead light in the kitchen. She
looked tired.

"That's OK," hesaid. "Well, Dan, what are you going to do with yoursalf now that you're out?' He said
it asif he expected meto say something important, something that would impress hell out of Margaret.



"I'll be starting in at the U in October,” | told him. "I got al the papers processed and got accepted and
al by mail. I'd have rather gone someplace e se, but they were going to bring me back here for
separaion anyway, so what the hell?!

"Boy, you sure run rampant on this college stuff, don't you?' He still tried to use words he didn't know.

"Keeps me off the Sreets at night.” | shrugged.

"Dan," Margaret said. "Do you like sausage or cheese?' She was rummaging around among the pots and
pans.

"Either one, Margaret,” | said. "Whichever you folkslike."

"Makethe sausage, swestie," Jack said. He turned to me. "We get this frozen sausage pizza down at the
market. It'sthe best yet, and only eighty-nine cents.”

"Soundsfing" | said.

"You ever get pizzain Germany?' Margaret asked.

"No, not in Germany,” | said. "I had afew in Itay though. | went down there on leave once.”

"Did you get to Naples?' Jack asked. "We hauled in there once when | was with the Sixth Fleet."

"Just for aday,” | said. "'l wasrunning alittlelow on cash, and | didn't have timeto redly see much of it."

"Weredly pitched aliberty in Naples," he said. "1 got absolutely crazed with acohol.” We drifted off
into reminiscing about how we'd won various wars and assorted small skirmishes. Wefinished the pint
and had afew more beerswith the leathery pizza. Margaret relaxed alittle more, and | began to fedl
comfortable with them.

"Look, Dan," Jack said, "you've got amonth and a haf or so before you start back to school, right?
Why don't you bunk in heretill you get squared away? We can move the two curtain-climbersinto one
room. Thistrailer has three bedrooms, and you'd be red comfortable.”

"Hdll, Jack," | said, "1 couldn't do that. I'd be underfoot and al.”

"Notroubleat dl," hesad. "Right, Marg?"

"It wouldn't redly be any trouble,” she said alittle uncertainly. She was considerably less than
enthusiadtic.

"No," | said. "It just wouldn't work out. I'd be keeping odd hours and —”
"l get it." Jack laughed knowingly. "Y ou've got some tomato lined up, huh?'Y ou want privacy." | dontt
know if I'd ever heard anyone say "tomato" for real before. It sounded odd. "Well, that's no sweat. We

can—"'

"Jack, how about that little trailer down the street at number twenty-nine?' Margaret suggested. "Doesn't
Clem want to rent that one out?"'



He snapped hisfingers. "Just thething,” he said. "It'salittle forty-foot eight-wide— kind of ajunker
redly — but it'saplace to flop. He wants fifty amonth for it, but seeing as you're my brother, I'll be able
to beat him down some. It'll be just the thing for you.” He seemed redlly excited about it.

"Wel —" | said doubtfully. | wasn't redlly sure | wanted to be that close to my brother.

"It'll give you abase of operations and you'll be right here close. Well be able to get together for some
elbow-bendin' now and then.”

"OK," | sad, laughing. "Who do | talk to?" It was easier than arguing with him. | hadn't relly made any
plansanyway. It was dmost asif we were kids again, Jack making the arrangements and me going along
with him because | redlly didn't care oneway or the other. It felt kind of good.

"You just leave everything to me," Jack said importantly. Hed aways liked to take over — to manage
things for people— and he'd dways make abig dedl out of everything. He hadn't redlly changed at dll.
"I'll check it over from stem to stern and make old Clem give you some decent furniture from the lot —
He ownsthe place where | work aswell asthis court. We've got awhole warehouse full of furniture.
Well put in agood bed and a halfway decent couch — we might even be ableto scroungeup aTV set
from someplace.”

"Look, Jack," | said, "it's only going to be amonth or so. Don't go to any specid trouble.” | didn't want
to owe him too much. Owing peopleisabum trip.

"Trouble? Hell, it'sno specid trouble. After al, you're my brother, ain't you. No brother of mineisgoing
to live in some broken-down junker. Besides, if you've got some tomato lined up, you'll want to make a
favorable impression. That countsfor alot, doesn't it, Marg?'

"You redly will want some new stuff inthere," she agreed. "Nelsonslived in there before, and Eileen
wasn't the neatest person in theworld." Now that | wasn't going to movein with them Margaret seemed
to think better of me. | could see her point though.

"Neat?' Jack snorted, lighting acigarette. "Shewas adob. Not only was she aboozer, she wasthe
court punchboard besides. Old Nels used to dap her around every night just on genera principles— he
figured she probably laid three guysaday just to keep in practice, and usudly hewas guessin' on the low
sde”

"How would you know about that, Mister Alders?' Margaret demanded.

"Just hearsay, sweetie, just hearsay. Y ou know me."

"That'sjustit," shesad, "l do know you."

"Now, swestie—"

There was a heavy pounding on the side of thetrailer. | jumped. "OK, in there," avoice bellowed from
outside, "thisisarad."

"Hey," Jack said, "that's Soane." Heraised hisvoice. "Y ou'll never take us aive, Copper!" It sounded
like agamethat had been going on for along time.



A huge, balding man of about forty camein, laughing in ahigh-pitched giggle. Hisfacewasred, and he
wore adightly rumpled suit. He looked heavy, but it wasn't redlly fat. He seemed tofill up thewhole
trailer. Hisgrin sprawled dl over hisface and he seemed to bejust alittle drunk. He had a half-case of
beer under onearm.

"Hi, Margaret, honey," he said, putting down the beer and folding her in abear hug. "How's my
girlfriend?’

"Soane, you drunken son of abitch," Jack said, grinning, "quit pawin' my wife and shake handswith my
brother Dan. Dan, Ca Soane."

"Dan?" Soane asked, turning to me. "Aren't you Alders college-man brother?”

"Hewent in the Army after he got out of college,” Jack said. "He's out at the separation center now."
"Y ou on leave?" Soane asked, shaking my hand.

"| told you, Cdl," Jack said, "he's a the separation center.

He's gettin' out. Why don't you listen, you dumb shit?* The insults had the ring of an established ritud, so
| didn't butt in.

"Hey, that's areason for aparty, isn't it?' Soane said.
"lan't everything reason enough for you?" Jack demanded, till grinning.
"Not everything. | didn't drink more than acase or two at my Old Lady'sfunerd.”

"Dan here's been drinkin' German beer," Jack boasted. "He can put you under the table without even
stlin' thedudt in histhroat.”

"Didn't we meet a coupletimes afew years back?' Soane asked me, pulling off his coat and settling
downinachair.

"I think s0," | said.
"Surewedid. It waswhen Alders herewas sill married to Bonnie." Heloosened histie.
"Yeah," | said, "l bdieveit was."

Wetaked for about an hour, kidding back and forth. At first Soane seemed alittle smple— that giggle
and dl — but after awhile| redized that he was redly pretty sharp. | began to be very glad that I'd
caled Jack and come on out hereto his place. It began to look like | had some family to come hometo
after dl.

About eleven or so we ran out of beer, and Sloane suggested that we dip out for a couple glasses of
draft. Margaret pouted alittle, but Jack took her back into the hallway and talked with her for afew
minutes, and when they came back she seemed convinced. Jack pulled on asport shirt and ajacket, and
Sloane and | got ourselves squared away. We went outside.

"I'll be seeing you, Margaret,” | said to her as she stood in the doorway to watch us leave.



"Now you know theway," she said in asort of offhand invitation.

"Be back in an hour or so, sweetie," Jack told her.

She went back ingde without answering.

Wetook Jack's car, adightly battered Plymouth with alot of milesoniit.

"I won't ride with S oane when he's been drinking," Jack said, explaining why we'd left Soane's Cadillac.
"The son of abitch hastotaded five carsin the last two years."

"I have ahdluvatime gettin', insurance." Soane giggled.

We swung on out of thetrailer court and started off down South TacomaWay, past the car lotsand
parts houses.

"Go on out to the Hideout Tavern," Soane said. He was sprawled in the back seet, his hat pushed down
over hisnose.

"Right," Jack said.

"I hear that aman can do some pretty serious drinking in Germany,” Sloane said to me.

"Calvin, you got abeer bottlefor abrain," Jack told him, turning a corner.

"Just interested, that's dl. That's the way to find out things— ask somebody who knows."

"A man can Say pretty drunk if hewantsto,” | said. "Lots of strange booze over there.”

"Likewhat?' Sloane asked. He seemed redlly interested.

"Well, therés this one— Steinhager, it's called — tastes kind of like a cross between gin and kerosene.”
"Oh, God" — Jack gagged —"it sounds awful.”

"Yeah," | admitted, "it's moderately awful, dl right. They put it up in stone bottles— probably because it
would eat itsway out of glass. Screws your head up something fierce."

Wewheded into the parking ot of abeer joint and went inside, still talking. We ordered pitchers of

draft and sat in abooth drinking and talking about liquor and women and the service. The tavern was one
of those usua kind of places with lighted beer sgnsall dong the top of the mirror behind the bar. It had
the usua jukebox and the usua pinball machine. It had the uneven dance floor that the bartender had to
walk acrossto ddiver pitchers of beer to the guys sitting in the booths along the far wall. There were the
solitary drinkers hunched at the bar, staring into their own reflectionsin the mirror or down into the foam
on their beer; and there was the usua group of dice playersat the bar, rolling for drinks. I'vebeenina
hundred joints like it up and down the coast.

| realized that | was enjoying myself. Sloane seemed to be honestly having agood time; and Jack, in
spite of the fact that he was trying his damnedest to impress me, seemed to redlly get akick out of seeing
me again. That unholy dead fedling I'd been fighting for the last months or so was gone.



"We got to get Dan somecivilian clothes," Cd was saying. "He can't run around in auniform. That'sthe
kiss of death asfar aswomen are concerned.”

"I've got some civviescoming in,” | said. "'l shipped them here amonth ago — parce post. They're
probably a the Generd Ddivery window downtown right now."

"I've got to ran downtown tomorrow," Jack said. "I'll stop by and pick them up for you."
"Don't | haveto get them mysdlf?' | asked. "1 mean, don't they ask for ID or anything?'
"Hell, no," Jack scoffed. ™Y ou can get anybody's mail you want at the Genera Ddlivery window."

"Kindashakesaguy'sfaith in the Hew Hess Government,” | said. "I mean, if you can't trust the goddamn
Pogt Office Department — say, maybe we ought to take our business to somebody dse.”

"Who you got in mind?" Sloane asked.

"l don't know, maybe we could advertise— 'Ddliver mail for fun and profit' — something like that.”
"I'm dmost sure they'd find some way to send you to Leavenworth for it," Jack said.

"Probably,” | agreed. "They're awfully touchy about somethings. I'd sure gppreciateit if you could pick
those things up for me though. If you can, dump them off at a cleaner's someplace. | imaginethey're

pretty wrinkled by now." | emptied my beer.

"Another round, Charlie," Sloane cdled to the barman. "Put your money away," hetold meas| reached
for my wdlet. "Thisismy party.”

About ahalf hour later, akind of hard-faced brunette camein. She hurried across to the booth and sat
down beside Cal. She glanced back at the door several times and seemed to be alittle nervous. "Hi,
Daddy," she said. She madeit sound dirty.

"Hello there, baby," he said. "Thisis Alders brother, Dan. Dan, thisisHelen."

"Hi," she said, nodding briefly a me. "Hi, Jack."

| looked carefully at her. She had makeup plastered on about an inch thick. It was hard to see any
expression under al that gunk. Maybe she didn't have any expression.

She turned back to Sloane with an urgent notein her voice. "Baby's got a problem, Daddy.” It till
sounded duty. | decided that | didn't like her.

"Well, tell Daddy." Sloane giggled self-conscioudy.
Sheleaned over and whispered in his ear for amoment. Hisface turned alittle grim.
"OK," hesaid shortly, "wait in the car — driveit around in back."

She got up and went out quickly.



"Dumb bitch!" Sloane muttered. " She's been gettin' careless and her Old Man's suspicious. I'd better get
her aroom someplace until he coals off."

"Is he pretty steamed?"’ Jack asked. "Y ou've got to watch yoursdlf with that husband of hers, Cd. | hear
he'sared mean mother."

"He just wantsto clout her around alittle," Soane said. "Seeif he can shake afew answers out of her.
I'd better get her out of sight. I'll have her swing me by your trailer lot, and I'll pick up my car. Then well
ditch herson aback street. | know a place where she can hole up.” He stood up and put afive-dollar bill
on the table. "Hate to be a party-poop but —” He shrugged. "I'll probably see you guystomorrow.
Drink thisup on me, OK?' He hurried across the dance floor and on out, his hat pulled down low likea
ganggter in athird-rate movie.

"That dumb bastard's gonna get himsdlf al shot up one of these days,” Jack said grimly.

"He cat around alot?'

"All thetime. He's got aded with hiswife. He bringsin the money and doesn't pester her in bed, and she
doesn't ask him where he goes nights.”

"Home cookin' and outsde lovin'?' | said. "Sounds great."

Jack shrugged. "It costs him afortune. Of course, he'sgot it, | guess. He's got the pawnshop, and a used
car lot, and he owns a piece of two or three taverns. He's got a big chunk of thisjoint, you know."

"No kidding?"

Jack nodded. "Y ou wouldn't think so to look at him, but he can buy and sell most of the guys up and
down the Avenue just out of hisfront pockets. Y ou ought to see the house helivesin. Real plush.”

"Niceto haverich friends" | said.

"And don' let that dumb face fool you," Jack told me. "Don't ever do business with Ca unless|'m there
to keegp an eye on him for you. Hell gyp you out of your fillings— friend or no friend.”

"Surewouldn't guessit to look at him."

"Lotsof guysthink that. Just be sure to count your fingers after you shake hands with him.”

"What's the deal with this— baby — whatever her nameis?’

"Helen? She's married to some Air Force guy out a McChord Field — Johnson, hisnameis. HE's away
alot and she likes her nookie. Sloane's had her on the string for a couple of months now. | tried her and
then passed her on. Her Old Man's area mean bastard. He kicked the livin' shit out of one guy he
caught messin' with her. Put the boots to him and broke both hisarms. She'sreal wild in the sack, but
she'sgot afoul mouth and shelikesit dirty — you know. Also, she's a shade on the stupid side. | just
didn't likethe smdl of it, so | dumped her in Soane'slap.”

"You'reared friends," | said.

"Soane can handleit,” Jack said. He looked warily around the bar and then at the door severa times.



"Hey, let's cut out. That Johnson guy might comein here, and I'd rather not be out in plain Sight in case
he's one or two guys behind in hisinformation. | think | could handle him, but the stupid bastard might
have agun on him. | heard that he's that kind."

"I ought to be getting back out to the Fort, anyway."

"I'll buzz you on out," Jack said, pocketing Sloane'sfive.

Wewalked on out to the parking lot and climbed into Jack's Plymouth. We were mostly quiet on the
way out to the Fort. | wasalittle high, and it was kind of pleasant just to Sit back and watch the lights go
past. But | was alittle less sure about the arrangement than | had been earlier in the evening. Therewas
an awful lot going on that | didn't know about. Therewas no way | could back out gracefully now

though. Likeit or not, | was going to get reacquainted with my brother. | dmost began towish I'd
skipped the whole thing.

4

THE following Saturday | got out of the Army. Naturaly, they had to have alittle ceremony. Indtitutions
awaysfed they haveto have alittle ceremony. I've never been ableto figure out why redly. I'm sure
nobody really give arat's ass about al that nonsense. In this case, we walked in aline through aroom;
and alittle warrant officer, who must have screwed up horribly somewhere to get stuck with the detall,
handed each of usalittle brown envel ope with the piece of paper init. Then he shook handswith us. |
took the envelope, briefly fondled his sweaty hand, walked out, and it was all over.

"Y ou sure you got my address, Alders?' Benson asked as we fished around in the pile for our duffle
bags.

"Yeah, kid, | gotit," | told him.

"Lester,” awoman's voice yodeled from the parking lot.

"That'smy mom," Benson said. "'l gottago now."

"Takecare, kid," | told him, shaking his hand.

"Besure and write me, huh? | mean it. Let'skeep in touch.”

"Lester! Over here”

"| gottarun. Solong, Dan." It wasthe only timein two years held ever used my first name.

"Bye, Les" | sad.

Hetook off, weighted way off-baance by his duffle bag. | watched him go.

| stood looking at the parking lot until | located Jack's Plymouth. | dung the duffle bag by the strap from

my left shoulder and headed toward my brother's car. 1t'sfunny, but | dmogt fdt alittle sad. | even
sduted apassing captain, just to seeif it felt any different. It did.



Jack was leaning againgt the side of his car. "Hey, man, you sure throw asharp highball." He grinned as|
came up. "Why didn't you just thumb your nose at the bastard?”

| shrugged. "He's il inand I'm out. Why should | bug him?"
"You dl ready? | mean have you got any more bullshit to go through?"

"All finished,” | said. "'l just done been civilianized. | got my divorce papersright here” | waved the
envelopea him.

"Let's cut out, then. I've got your civviesin the back seet."

I looked around once. The early afternoon sun blasted down on the parking lot, and the yellow barracks
shimthered in the hest. It looked strange aready. "Let'sgo," | said and climbed into the back sedt.

Therewasaguy stting in the front seet. | didn't know him.

"Oh," Jack said, "thisis Lou McKlearey, abuddy of mine. Worksfor Soane.”

McKlearey was lean and sort of blond. I'd have guessed him at about thirty. His eyeswere avery cold
blue and had afunny look to them. He stuck out his hand, and when we shook hands, he seemed to be
trying to squeeze thejuice out of my fingers.

"Hi, Dogface," he said in araspy voice. He gave me afunny feding— amost like being in the vicinity of
afused bomb. Some guys are like that.

"Ignore him,” Jack said. "Lou's an ex-Marine gunnery sergeant. He just ain't had timeto get civilized
yet"

"Let'sget out of here, hun?' Suddenly | couldn't stand being on Army ground anymore.

Jack fired up the car and whedled out of the lot. We barreled on down to the gate and eased out into the
red world.

"Man," | sad "it'slike getting out of jail."

"Anyhow, Jackie," McKlearey said, apparently continuing what he'd been talking about before| got to
the car, "we unloaded that crippled Caddy on aNigger sergeant from McChord Field for aflat grand.
Y ou know them fuckin' Niggers; you can paint ‘Cadillac’ on ababy buggy, and they'll buy it."

"Couldn't hetdl that the block was cracked?' Jack asked him.

"Shit! That dumb spade barely knew where the gas peda was. So we upped the price on the Buick to
four hundred over book, backed the speedometer to forty-seven thousand, put in new floor mats, and
dumped it on ared-neck corpord from Georgia. He traded usa'57 Chevy stick that was al gutted out.
We gave him two hundred trade-in. Found out later that the crooked son of a bitch had packed sawdust
in the transmission — oldest stunt in the book. Y ou just can't trust areb. They're so goddamn stupid that
they'll try stuff you think nobody's dumb enough to try anymore, so you don't even bother to check it out.

"Wdll, we flushed out the fuckin' sawdust and packed the box with heavy grease and then sold that pig



for two and a quarter to some smart-ass high school kid who thought he knew al about cars. Shit! |
could sal athree-whed '57 Chevy to the smartest fuckin' kid in the world. They'redl hung up on that
dog — Niggers and Caddies, kidsand '57 Chevies— it's all the same.

"S0, by the end of the week, we'd moved around eight cars, made aflat fifteen hundred clear profit, and
didn't have adamn thing left on the lot that hadn't been there on Monday morning.”

"Chrigt" — Jack laughed —"no wonder Sloane throws money around like adrunken sailor.”

"That lot of hisisafuckin' gold mine" McKlearey said. "It'slike havin' alicenseto stedl. Of course, the
fact that he's so crooked he hasto screw himsalf out of bed in the morning doesn't hurt ether.”

"Man, that's the goddamn truth," Jack agreed. "How you doin’ back there, Dan?"
"I'm 4till withyou," | said.

"Here," he said. He fumbled under the seat and came out with a brown-bagged bottle. He poked it back
a me. "Ceebrate your newfound freedom.”

"Amen, old buddy,” | said fervently. | unscrewed the top and took along pull at the bottle, fumbling with
my necktie at the sametime.

"Y ou want meto haul into agas station so you can change?' he asked me,

"I can manage back here, | think," | told him. "Two hundred guys got out this morning. Every gas Sation
for thirty miles has got aline outside the men's room by now."

"Y ou're probably right,” Jack agreed. "Just don't get us arrested for indecent exposure.”

It took me amile or two to change clothes. | desperately wanted to get out of that uniform. After |
changed though, | rolled my Gl clothes very carefully and tucked them away in my duffle bag. | didn't
ever want to wear them again — or even look at them — but | didn't want them wrinkled up.

"Wadl," | said when I'd finished. "I may not be too neet, but I'm acivilian again. Haveadrink." | passed
the bottle on up to the front sest.

Jack took a belt and handed the jug to McKlearey. He took adrink and passed the bottle back to me.
"Have another rip,” he said.

"Let's stop and have a couple beers," | suggested. | suddenly wanted to go into abar — a place where
there were other people. | think | wanted to seeif | would fit in. | wasn't aGl anymore. | wanted to
redly seeif | wasacivilian.

"Mama Cat's got some chow waitin'," Jack said, "but | guess weve got timefor acouple.”

"Any placell do," | said.

"l know just how hefedls, Jackie," Lou said. "After ahitch, aman needsto unwind abit. When | got out

thelast timein Dago, | hit thisjoint right outside the gate and didn't leave for aweek. Haul in at the Patio
— it'sjust up the Street."



"Yeah," Jack agreed, "seemsto mel got al juiced up when | got out of the Navy, too. Hey, ain't that
funny? Army, Navy, Marines— dl of usin hereat once." It was the kind of thing Jack would notice.

"Maybe we can find afly-boy someplace and have asummit conference,” | said.

Jack turned off into the dusty, graveled parking lot of a somewhat overly modern beer joint.
“I'mbuying,” | said.

"OK, little brother," Jack said. "Let's go suck up some suds." We piled out of the car and walked in the
bright sunlight toward the tavern.

"Thisisanew one, it it?" | asked.
"Not really," Jack told me, "it's been here for about ayear now."

Wewent inside. It was cool and dim, and the lighted beer signs behind the bar ran to the type that
sorinkled the wallswith endlessy varying patterns of different colored lights. Tasteful beer signs, for
Chrissake! | laid atwenty on the polished bar and ordered three beers.

The beer was good and cold, and it felt fine just to St and hold the chilled glass. Jack started telling the
bartender that I'd just got out, and that | was his brother. Somehow, whenever Jack told anybody
anything, it was dwaysin relaion to himsdf. If held been telling someone about aflood, it would bein
terms of how wet he'd gotten. | guess| hadn't remembered that about him.

Lou sat with usfor awhile and then bought aroll of nickels and went over to the pinbal machine. Like
every jarhead I've ever known, hewalked at a tiff brace, shoulders pulled way back and his gut sucked
in. Marine basic must be ared bitch-kitty. He started feeding nickelsinto the machine, till standing at
attention. | emptied my beer and ordered another round.

"Easy man," Jack said. "Y ou've got ahelluvalot of drinkin' to do before the day's over, and I'd hate to
seeyou get al kicked out of shape about halfway through. We've got a party on for tonight, and you're
the guest of honor.”

"Y ou shouldn't have done that, Jack,” | said. What I'd really meant to say wasthat | wished to hell he
hadn't.

"Look," hesaid, "my brother doesn't get out of the Army every day, and it'sworth ablowout.” | knew
there was no point arguing with him.

"IsMarg realy waiting?' | asked.

"Sure" he said. "She's got steak and al the trimmings on. I'm supposed to cal her and let her know
we're on theway."

"Wdll," | said, "we shouldn't keep her waiting. Hey, Jack, who'sthis McKlearey guy anyway?" |
thumbed over my shoulder at Lou.

"Heworks at Sloan€'s used car lot. | knew him when | wasin the Navy. We met in Y okosuka onetime
and pitched aliberty together. He's got ten yearsin the Corps — went in a seventeen, you know the
type— washed out on amedica — mdaria, | think. Probably picked it up in Nam.”



"Bad sceng” | said. "He seemsalittle— tight — keyed-up or something."

"Oh, Lou's OK, but kind of watch him. He's aruthless son of abitch. And for God's sake don't lend him
any money — you'll never seeit again. And don't cross him if you can help it — | mean redlly crosshim.
He'sarea combat Marine— you know, natural-born killer and al that shit. Hewasaguard in aNavy
brig one time, and some poor bastard made a break for the fence. McKlearey waited until the guy was
up againgt the wire so he couldn't fall down and then blasted him seven times between the shoul der
bladeswith a .45.1 knew aguy who was in there, and he said that McKlearey unloaded so fast it
sounded like a machine gun. Waked 'em right up the middle of the guy's back.”

"Kill im?*

"Blew him dl to pieces. They had to pick him up in asack.”

"Littleextreme,” | said.

"That'sa Gyrenefor you. Sometimes they get kill-happy."

| finished my beer. "Wdl," | said, "if you're done with that beer, | think I'm ready to face the world again.
Besdes, I'm coming down with abad case of the hungries.”

"Right," hesaid, draining hisglass. "Hey, Lou, let'sgo.”

"Surething," McKlearey said, concentrating on the machine. "Just aminute— goddamniit!" The
machinelit TILT, and dl the other lights went out. "1 just barely touched the bastard,” he complained.

"Wegot to go, anyway," Jack said. "Y ou guys go on ahead, and I'll give Marg aquick buzz."
Lou and | went back on out in the sunlight to Jack's Plymouth and had another belt from the bottle.

"I'd just hit therollover," Lou said, "and | had ared good chance at two intheblue." His eyes had the
unfocused look of aman who'sjust been in the presence of the object of his obsession.

"That pay pretty good?' | asked.

"Hundred and sixty games," he said. "Eight bucks. Goddamn machines get rea touchy when you've got
half achanceto win something.”

"| prefer dots," | said. "Therewasthis one over in Germany | could hit three times out of four. It wasall
in how you pulled the handle.”

He grunted. Sotsweren't histhing. He wasn't interested.

"She's puttin' the steaks on right now," Jack said as he came across the parking lot. He climbed in
behind the whed. "They'll be dmost ready by the time we get there." He spun us out of the nearly empty
lot and pointed the nose of the car back down the highway.

We pulled in beside histrailer about ten minutes later and went on in. Margaret came over and gave me
aquick kiss on the cheek. She seemed alittle self-conscious about it. | got the feding that the " cousinly”
kiss or whatever wasn't just exactly naturd to her. "Hi, Civilian," she said.



"That's the nicest thing anybody ever said to me," | told her, trying to keep my eyes off the front of her
blouse.

Wedl had another drink — whiskey and water thistime— while Marg finished fixing dinner. Then we
sat down to the steaks. | was hungry and the food was good. Once in awhile I'd catch myself looking at
McKlearey. | ill didn't have him figured out, and | wasn't really surel liked him. To me, helooked likea
whole pile of bad trouble, just looking for someplace to happen. Some guys are like that. Anyway, just
being around him made me fedl uncomfortable. Jack and Margaret seemed to like him though, so |
thought maybe | was just having atouch of the"first day out of the Army squirrelies.

After dinner Marg got the kids up from their naps, and | played with them alittle. They were both pretty
young, and most of the playing consisted of tickling and giggles, but it waskind of fun. Maybeit wasthe
booze, but | don't think so. The kidsweren't really talking yet, and you don't have to put anything on with
akid that age. All they care about isif you like them and pay attention to them. That hour or so

straightened me out more than anything that happened the rest of the day. We flopped around on the
floor, grabbing at each other and laughing.

"Hey, Civilian," Jack said. "Let'sdump your gear over a your trailer. | want you to see how we got it
fixed up.”

"Sure," | said. "Uncle Dan's gottago now, kids," | told the girls. Marlene, the oldest — about two —
gave meabig, wet kiss, and Patsy, the baby, pouted and began to cry. | held her until she quit and then
handed her to Marg. | went to the door where Jack was waiting.

"You guysgo ahead,” Lou said. "I got my shoes off. Besides, | want to watch the balgame.”

| glanced at theflickering TV sat. A smeary-looking baseball game was going on, but I'd swear he
hadn't been watching it. | caught a quick glance between him and Margaret, but | didn't pay much
attention.

"Y ou guys going to be down there long?' Margaret asked.

"We ought to unpack himand dl," Jack said. "Why?'

"Why don't you put the girlsout in the play yard then — so | can get the place cleaned up?’

"Sure," Jack said. "Dust McKlearey, too — since he's a permanent pan of that couch now."

Lou laughed and settled in alittle deeper.

"Well takethejug," Jack said.

"Sure," Lou answered. "'l want to rest up for tonight anyway."

Jack and | put thelittle girls out in thelittle fenced-in yard and drove his Plymouth down the street to the
trailer I'd rented. We hauled my duffle bag out of the back seat and went in.

It was hot and stuffy inside, and we opened al the windows. Thetrailer was smdl and dingy, with big
waterstains on the wood paneling and cracked linoleum on the floor. Jack had been able to scrounge up
anearly new couch and agood bed, aswell asafew other odds and ends of furniture, asmall TV s,



dishes, and bedding. It was kind of atrap, but like he said, it was a place to flop. What the hell?

"Pretty good, huh?' he said proudly. "A red bachelor pad." He showed me around with a proprietary
attitude.

"It'sgreat,” | said asconvincingly as| could. "l sure do appreciate al you've donein here, Jack."

"Oh, hdll, it'snothing," he said, but | could see that he was pleased.

"No, | mean it— cleaning up the placeand dl."

"Margaret did that,” he said. "All | did was put the arm on Clem for the furniture and stuff.”

"Let'shaveadrink,” | said. "Christen the place.”

"Right." He poured some whiskey in the bottom of two mismatched glasses and we drank. My ears
were getting alittle hot, and | knew I'd have to ease up abit or I'd be smashed before the sun went
down. It had been ared strange day. It had started at Six that morning in amothball-smelling barracks,
and now I'd left dl of that for good. Soon I'd be going back to the musty book-smell and the interminable
discussons of art and redlity and the meaning of truth. Thiswas akind of never-never land in between.
Maybe it was a necessary transition, something real between two unredities— aways assuming, of

course, that thiswasreal.

We hauled my duffle bag and my civvies back to thetiny little bedroom and began hanging thingsup in
the little two-by-four closet and stashing them in the battered dresser.

"Y ou gonnabuy aset of wheels?' he asked.

"l guess I'd better. Nothing fancy, just good and dependable.”

"L et's see what we can finagle out of Soane tonight.”

"Look, Jack," | said, "l don't want to cashin on—"

"He can afford it," Jack interrupted. "Y ou go to one of these two-by-four lots on the Avenue, and they'll
screw you right into thewall. Me and Lou and Sloane will put you into something dependable for under

two hundred. It may not look too pure, but it'l go. I'll seeto it that they don't fuck over you."

| shrugged. Why fight aguy when he'strying to do you afavor?"OK," | said, "but for astraight deal —
| want to pay for what | get."

"Don't worry," Jack said.

"Wher€'s the big blowout tonight?' | asked him.

"Over a Soane's place. Man, wait'll you see his house. It's agoddamn mansion.”
"McKlearey going to be there?'

"Oh, sure. Lou'll show up anywhere theré's free booze."



"He'san odd one.”

"Lou'sOK. Youjust gottaget used to himisal."

"Wadl," | said, depositing my folded duffle bag in the bottom of the closet, "I think that's about got it."
"Pretty good little pad, huh?' he said again.

"It'1l work out just fine," | said. "Hey, you want to run me to astore for aminute? 1'd better pick up some
supplies. | guess| can't just run down to the friendly nelghborhood mess hal anymore.”

"Not hardly.” Helaughed. "But, hell, you could eat over at my place tomorrow."

"Oh, no. I'm not fit to live with until about noon. Marg and | get along fairly well, and | sure don't want to
mildew the sheetsright off the bat.”

"What dl you gonnaneed?'

"Just staples — coffee, beer, aspirin — you know."

"Get-we| stuff." Helaughed again.

We went out and climbed into his car.

"Hadn't you better let Marg know where werre going?' | asked him as he backed out into the stret.
"Man, it's sure easy to see you've never been married. That's the first and worst mistake aguy usualy
makes. Y ou start checkin' in with the wife, and pretty soon she starts expectin’ you to check in every five
minutes. Man, you just go when you want to. It doesn't take her long to get the point. Then she Sarts
expectin' you when she seesyou.”

The grocery store waslarge and crowded. It took me quite awhile to get everything. | wasn't familiar
with the layout, and it was kind of nice just to mingle with the crowd. Actudly, | wound up getting alot
more than I'd intended to. Jack kept coming across things he thought | really ought to have on hand.

"Now you'll be ableto survivefor afew days," he told me aswe piled the sacksin the back sest of his
ca.

We drove back to my trailer, unloaded the groceries, and put the stuff that needed to be kept cold inthe
noisy little refrig beside the stove. Jack picked up the whiskey bottle, and we drove his car back up to his
trailer. We got out and went up to the door. The screen was latched.

"Hey," Jack yelled, rattling the door, "open the gate.”

Lou got up from the couch, looking alittle drowsy and mussed. "Keep your pantson,” he said,
unlocking the door.

"Why in hell'd you lock it?" Jack asked him.

"l didn't lock it," Lou answered. "1 dropped off to deep.”



"WherésMarg?'

"I think | just heard her in the can.”

"Marg," Jack ydled, "what the hell'd you lock the front door for?"

"Wasit locked?' Her voice was muffled.

"No, hell, it wasn't locked. I'm just askin' because | like the sound of my own voice."

"I don't know," her voice came back. "Maybe it's getting loose and dipped down by itself.”

He snapped the latch up and down severd tunes. It seemed quite tiff. "It couldn't have," he yelled back
a her, "it'stightern hell.”

"Well, | don't know. Maybe | latched it mysalf from force of habit." Thetoilet flushed, and she came out.
"So why don't you beat me?"

" just wanted to know why the door was latched, that's all.”

"Lou and | were having amad, passonate affair,” she snapped, "and we didn't want to be interrupted.
Satidfied?'

"Oh," Jack sad, "that's different. How wasit, Lou?"’
"Just dandy,” Lou said, laughing uneesily.
"Let'ssee now,” Jack said, "am | supposed to shoot you, or her, or both of you?”

"Why not shoot yourself?' Margaret suggested. "That would be the best bet — you have got your
insurance dl paid up, haven't you?"

Jack laughed and Margaret seemed to relax.
"Whered you guys take off to in the car?' she asked me.

"We made agrocery run," Jack said. "Had to lay in afew essentials for him — you know, beer, aspirin,
AlkaSdltzer — staples.”

"We saw you take off," she said. "We kinda wondered what you were up to."

"Hey, Alders," Lou said, "what time are we supposed to be at S.oane's?!

"Jesus,” Jack said, "you're right. We better get cranked up. We've got to pick up Carter.”
"Who'she?" | asked.

"Another guy. Worksfor the city. Youll likehim."

"WEell haveto stop by aliquor store, too, won't we?' | said.



"What for? Soane's buying.”

"Soane dwayshbuys," McKlearey said, putting on his shoes. "Held beinsulted if anybody showed up at
oneof hisparlieswith their own liquor.”

"Sure, Dan," Jack said. "It's one of the ways he gets his kicks. When you got as much money asold
Cavin'sgot, you've dready bought everything you want for yoursdlf so about the only kick you get out of
itisspendin' it where other guys can watch you."

"Conspicuous consumption,” | said.

"S oane's conspicuous enough, al right," Jack agreed.

"And he can consume about twice as much as any three other guysin town." Lou laughed.

"Well probably belate," Jack told Margaret.

"Nokidding," shesaid dryly.

"Come on, you guys," Jack said, ignoring her. We went out of thetrailer into the danting late-afternoon
un.

"I'll take my own car," McKlearey said. "Why don't you guys pick up Carter? I've got to swing by the
car lot for aminute.”

"OK, Lou," Jack said. "Seeyou at Soanesplace." Heand | piled into his Plymouth and followed
McKlearey on out to the street. | knew that my brother wasn't stupid. He had to know what was going
on with Margaret. Maybe he just didn't care. | began not to like the fedl of the whole situation. | began to
wish I'd stayed the hell out of that damned poker game.

5

MIKE Carter and Betty, hiswife, lived in a development out by Spanaway Lake, and it took Jack and
me about three-quarters of an hour to get there.

We pulled into the driveway of one of those square, boxy houses that looked like every other one on the
block. A heavyset guy with black, curly hair came out into the little square block of concrete that served
asafront porch.

"Wherein hell have you bastards been?' he caled as Jack cut the motor.

"Don't get dl worked up,” Jack yelled back aswe got out of the car. "Thisismy brother, Dan." He
turned his face toward me. "That |lard-ass up thereis Carter — Tacomas answer to King Kong."

Mike glanced around quickly to make sure no one was watching and then gave Jack the finger, "Wie
geht's?’ he said to me grinning.

"Esgeht mir gut,” | answered, almost without thinking. Then | threw some more a him to seeif heredly



knew any German. "Und wie geht's Ihnen heute?!

"Mit diesesund jenes" he said, pointing at his legs and repesting that weary joke that al Germans seem
to think isso hystericaly funny.

"Esfreut mich,” | said dryly.

"How long were you in Germany?" he asked, coming down the steps.

"Eighteen months."

"Where were you Sationed?!

"Kitzingen. Then later in Wertheim.”

"Ach s0?1ch war zwel Jahren in Munchen.”

"Die Haupstadt von the Wet? Ganz glucklich!™

Jack chortled gleefully. " See, Mike, | told you held be able to sprechen that shit aswell asyou.”

"He'sbeen at me al week to talk German to you when he brought you over,” Mike said.

"Man" — Jack laughed —"you two sounded like a couple of rea Krauts. Too bad you don't know any
Japanese like | do. Then we could dl talk that foreign shit. Bug hdll out of Soane." Very dowly, mouthing
the words with exaggerated care, he spoke a sentence or two in Japanese. "Know what that means?

"One-two-three-four-five?' Mike asked.

"Comeon, man. | said, 'How are you? Isn't thisafloe day?" He repeated it in Japanese again.

"Couldn't proveit by me" | said, letting him have hissmall triumph.

He grinned at both of us, obvioudy very proud of himsdlf. "Hey, Mike, how's that boat comin'?* he
asked. "Isit gonnabe ready by duck season?’

"Shit!" Mike snorted. "Come on out back and look at the damn thing."

We trooped on around to the back of the house. He had a fourteen-foot boat overturned on a pair of
sawhorses out by the garage. It was surrounded by alitter of paint-scrapings which powdered the
burned-out grass.

"Look at that son of abitch," Mike said. "I've counted twelve coats of paint adready, and I'm still not
down to bare wood. It feels pretty spongy in acouple places, too — probably rotten underneath. I'm
afraid to take off any more paint— probably al that's holding it together.”

Jack laughed. "That's what you get for doin' businesswith Thorwaldsen. He dipped you the Roya
Swedish Weenie. | could havetold you that."

"That surewon't do me much good right now," Mike said gloomily.



We went into the house long enough for me to meet Betty." Shewasabig, pleasant girl with a sweet
face. | liked her, too.

Then the three of uswent out and piled into Jack's car. Betty stood on the little porch and waved aswe
pulled out of the driveway.

Jack drove on out to the highway, and we headed back toward town through the blood-colored light of
the sunst.

"Y ou have yoursdlf asteady Schatziein Germany?' Mike asked me.

"Last few months| did,” | told him. "Up until then | was being faithful to my ‘One and Only' back herein
the States. Of course 'One and Only' had adifferent outlook on life.”

"Got yoursdf one of those | etters, huh?

"Eight pageslong,” | said. "By the end of the fourth page, it wasal my fault. At the end of the last page, |
was elghteen kinds of an unreasonable son of abitch — you know the type.”

"Oh, gosh, yes." Mike laughed. "We used to tack ours up on abulletin board. So then you found
yourself a Schatzie?'

| nodded. " Girl named Heidi. Pretty good kid, really.”

"l got mysdlf tied up with anympho in atown just outsde Munich,” Mike said. " She even had her own
house, for God's sake. Her folks were loaded. | spent every weekend and all my leave-time over at her
place. Exhausting!" Herolled hiseyes back in his head. "1 was absolutely used when | came back to the
States™

I laughed. " She had it pretty well made then. At least you probably didn't get that 'Marry me Chee-Eye,
und take meto der land uf der big P-X' routine.”

"No chance. | said good-bye over the telephone five minutes before the train | eft.”

"That'sthe smart way. | figured | knew thisgirl of mine pretty well — hell, I'd done everything but hit her
over the head to make her realize that we weren't a permanent thing. | guess none of it sunk in. She must
have had visons of avine-covered cottage in Pismo Beach or some damned thing. Anyway, when | told
her | had my orders and it was Auf Wiedersehen, shejust flat flipped out. Started to scream bloody
murder and then tried to carve out my liver and lights with a butcher knife."

They both laughed.

"You guysthink it'sfunny?' | said indignantly. ™Y ou ever try to take an eghteen-inch butcher knife away
from ahysterical woman without hurting her or getting castrated in the process?!

They howled with laughter.

| quite suddenly felt very shitty. Heidi had been a swest, trusting kid. In spite of everything I'd told her,
she'd gone on dreaming. Everybody's entitled to dream once in awhile. And if it hadn't been for her, God
knows how I'd have gotten through the first few months after that Ietter. Now | was treating her like she
was adirty joke. What makes aguy do that anyway?



"I had alittle Jap girl try to knifemein Tokyo once," Jack said, stopping for atraffic light. "1 just kicked
her in the ssomach. Didn't get a scratch. | think she was on some kinda dope — most of them gooks are.
Anyway she just went wild for no reason and started wavin' this harakari knife and screamin’ a mein
Japanese. Both of us bare-assed naked, too."

The light changed and we moved on.
"How'd you get the knife away from the German girl?' Mike asked.

| didn't really want to talk about it anymore. "Got hold of her wrigt," | said shortly. "Twisted her am a
little. After shedropped it, | kicked it under the bed and ran like hell. One of the neighbor women
beaned me with apot on my way downstairs. The whole afternoon was just an absolute waste.”

They laughed again, and we drifted off into anew round of war stories. | was glad we'd gotten off the
subject. | was 4till alittle ashamed of mysdif.

It took usagood hour to get to Sloane's house out in Ruston. The sun had gone down, and the streets
werefilled with the pae twilight. People were fill out in their yards, guys cutting their lawns and kids
playing on the fresh-cut grass and the like. Suddenly, for no particular reason, it turned into avery specia
kind of evening for me.

Ruston perches up on the side of the hill that rises steeply up from both sides of Point Defiance. The
plush part, where Sloane lived, overlooks the Narrows, along neck of salt water that runs down another
thirty milesto Olympia. The Narrows Bridge lies off to the south, the towers spearing into the sky and the
bridge itsdf arching in onelong step across the mile or so of open water. Theridge that rises sharply from
the beach over on the peninsulaisthick with dark fir trees, and the evening sky isamost dways
spectacular. It may just be one of the most beautiful placesin the whole damned world. At least I've
aways thought 0.

Soane's house was one of the older places on the hill — easily distinguishable from the newer places
because the shrubs and trees were full grown.

We pulled up behind McKlearey's car in the degpening twilight and got out. Jack's Plymouth and
McKlearey's beat-up old Chevy looked badly out of place— sort of like amobile poverty area.

"Pretty plush, huh?' Jack said, hisvoice alittle louder than necessary. The automatic impulse up here
wasto lower your voice. Jack resisted it.

"l smel money," | answered.

"It'sdl over the neighborhood,” Mike said. "They gotta have guys comein with specid rakesto keep it
from littering the Streets.”

"Undghtly stuff," | agreed aswe went up Sloane's brick front walkway.
Jack rang the doorbell, and | could hear it chime way back in the house.
A small woman in adark suit opened the door. "Hello, Jack — Mike," she said. She had the deepest

voice I've ever heard come out of awoman. "And you must be Dan," she said. "I've heard so much
about you." She held her hand out to me with agrace that you've got to be born with. I'm just enough of



adob mysdlf to appreciate good breeding. | straightened up and took her hand.

"It'sapleasure to meet you, Mrs. Sloane,” | said.

"Claudia" shesad, smiling. "Please cdl me Claudia”

"Claudia" | said, smiling back at her.

We went on into the house. The layout was abit odd, but | could see the reason for it. The house faced
the street with its back to the view — at least that's how it looked from outside. Actualy, the front door
smply opened onto along halway that ran on through to the back where the living room, dining room,
and kitchen were. The carpets were deep, and the paneling wasrich.

"You have alovely home," | said. | guessthat's what you're supposed to say.

"Why, thank you, Dan," she said. She seemed genuinely pleased.

Theliving room was huge, and the west wal was dl glass. Over beyond the dark upswell of the
peninsula, the sky was dowly darkening. Down on the water, asmall boat that |ooked like alighted toy
from up there bucked the tide, moving very dowly and kicking up alot of wake.

"How on earth do you ever get anything done?’ | asked. "I'd never be able to get away from the
window."

She laughed, her deep voice making the sound musicd. "1 pull the drapes,” she said. Shelooked up at
me. She couldn't have been much over five feet tall. Her dark hair was very smooth — amost deek. |
quickly looked back out the window to cover my confusion. Thiswas one heluvalot of woman.
There was a patio out back, and | could see Sloane manhandling abeer keg across the flagstones.
McKlearey sprawled in alawn chair, and it didn't look asif he was planning to offer any help. Soane
glanced, red-faced, up at the window.

"Hey, you drunks, get the hell on out herel" he bellowed.

"We're set up on the patio,” Claudiasaid.

"Thinkin' ahead, eh, Claude?' Jack said boisteroudly. "If somebody gets sck, you don't have to get the
rug cleaned.”

| cringed.
"Wdl," shesad, laughing, "it's cooler out there."
"Which one of you bastards can tap akeg?' Sloane screamed. "I'm afraid to touch the goddamn thing.”

"Helpisontheway," Mike called. We went on through the dining room and the kitchen and on out to
the patio through the diding French doors.

"I'm sure you fellows can manage now," Claudiasaid, picking up apair of black glovesfrom the kitchen
table and coming over to stand in the open doorway. "1 have to run, so just make yoursalves at home."
Sheraised her voice dightly, obvioudy taking to Soane. " Just remember to keep the screens closed on



the French doors. | don't want ahouse full of bugs.”

"Yes, maam,” Sloane ye ped, coming to attention and throwing her amock salute,

"Clown," shesaid, smiling. She started to pull on the gloves, smoothing each finger carefully. "Oh,
Calvin, | finished with the books for the car lot and the pawnshop. Be sure to put them where you can
find them Monday morning — before you swandive into that beer keg."

"Have we got any money?' Ca asked.

"WEell get by," she said. "Be sure and remind Charlie and Md out at the Hideout that I'll be by to check
their books on Tuesday.”

"Right," he said. Heturned to us. "My wife, the IBM machine.”

"Somebody hasto do the books," she said placidly, still working on the gloves, "and after | watched this
great financier add two and two and get five about ninetimes out of ten, | decided that it was going to be
up to meto keep us out of bankruptcy court." She smiled sweetly at nun, and he made aface.

"I'm s0 glad to have met you, Dan," she said, holding her hand out to me again. Her deep musica voice
sent ashiver up my back. "I'm surel'll be seeing you again.”

"I'd hate to think we were driving you out of your own house," | said Sincerely.

"No, no. | have ameseting downtown, and then I'm running over to Yakimato visit an aunt. I'd just bein
theway here anyway. Y ou boys havefun." Sheraised her voice again. "I'll see you Monday evening,
Cdvin."

He waved a brusque farewel | and turned his attention back to the beer keg.

She looked a him for amoment, sighed, and went smoothly on back into the house. | suddenly wanted
very much to go down to the patio and give Sloane a good solid shot to the mouth. A kiss on the cheek
by way of good-bye wouldn't have inconvenienced him al that much, and it would have spared her the
humiliation of that public brush-off.

| went dowly down the three steps to the patio, staring out over the Narrows and the dark timber on the
other sde.

There was asudden burst of spray from the keg and asolid "klunk" as Mike set the tap home. "There
you go, men," hesaid. "The beer-drinking lamp islit.”

"Wadll, ahoy there, matey," Jack said, putting it on abit too much.

Thefirg pitcher was foam, and Sloane dumped it in the fishpond. "Drink, you little bastards." He giggled.
Somebody, Claudia probably, had set atrayful of beer mugs up on a permanently anchored picnic table
under one of thetrees. | got one of them and filled it at the keg and drifted over to the edge of the patio
where the hill broke sharply away, running down to the tangled Scotch-broom and madrona thicket
below.

| could hear the others horsing around back at the keg, but | ignored them for the moment, concentrating



on thefading line of daylight ong the top of the hills across the Narrows.
"Pretty, hun?'

It was Sloane. He stood with amug of beer, looking out over the water. "1 used to come up here when |
was akid and just look at it. Weren't many houses or anything up here men.”

Somehow | couldn't picture Sloane as akid.

"I made up my mind then that someday | was gonnalive up here," hewent on. "Took me along time, but
| madeit.”

"Wasit worth it?' | couldn't resst asking him. | didn't like him much right then.

"Every lousy, scratching, money-grubbing, fuckin' minute of it," he said with astrange intengity.
"Sometimes| St up herelookin' out at it, and | just break out laughing at al the shit | had to crawl
through to get here.”

"Weadl do funny things," | said. Now he had me confused.

"I'd have never madeit without Claudia," he sad. " She'srealy something, isn't she?'

"She'sared lady,” | said.

" She was hoppin' tablesin abeer bar when | met her," he said. "She had it even then. | can meet guys
and swing dealsand dl, but she'sthe one who putsit dl together and makesit go. Shelsoneinamillion,
Dan."

"I cantdl that,” | said. How the hell do you figure aguy like Sloane?

"Hey, you bastards,” Jack caled to us, "thisisaparty, not a private little conflab. Come on back here."

"Just showin' off my scenery,” Cal said. The two of uswent back to the keg.

Sloane went over and pawed around under one of the shrubs. "As soon as you guys get al squared
away," hesad, "I've got alittle goodie herefor you." He pulled out a haf-gallon jug of clear liquid.

"Oh, shit!" Jack said. "Auburn tanglefoot. Goddamn Sloane and his pop-skull moonshine.”
"Guaranteed to have been aged at least two hours." Sloane giggled.

"I thought the government men had busted up dl those ftillsyears ago,” Mike said.
"Noway," Jack said. "Auburn'd blow away if it wasn't anchored down by al those pot sills.”

McKlearey got up and took the jug from Sloane. He opened it and sniffed suspicioudy. "Y ou sure this
guff isdl right?'

"Pure, one-hundred-per-cent rotgut,” Sloane said.

"l mean, they don't spike it with wood acohoal, do they?' There was anote of worry in Lou's voice.



"Sometimes they do that. Makesaguy go blind. Hiseyesfal out.”

"What's the sense of poisoning your customers?' Sloane asked. ™Y ou ain't gonna get much repest
businessthat way."

"I've heard that they do it sometimes, isdl,” McKlearey said. "They spike it with wood alcohal, or they
use an old car radiator instead of that copper coil — then the booze gets tainted with al that gunk off the
solder. Either way it makesaguy go blind. Fuckin' eyesfal right out.”

"Bounce around on the floor like marbles, huh, Lou?" Jack said. "I can seeit now. McKlearey's eyes
bouncin' off across the patio with him chasin' ‘'em.” He laughed harshly. He knew about Lou and
Margaret, al right. There was no question about that now.

"I don't think I want any,” McKlearey said, handing the jug back to Soane.

"Old Lou'sworried about his baby-blue eyebals," Jack said, rubbing it in.

"l just don't want any. OK, Alders?"

"Well, I'm gonnahave some," Mike said, reaching for the jug. "I cut my teeth on Auburn moonshine. My
eyes might get alittle loose now and then, but they sure as hell don't fall out." Herolled the jug back over
hisarm professondly and took along belt.

"Now, there's an old moonshine drinker," Jack said. "Notice the way he handlesthat jug.”

We passed the jug around, and each of ustried to emulate Mike's technique. Frankly, the stuff wasn't
much good — I've gotten a better taste siphoning gas. But we al smacked our lips appreciatively, said
some silly-assthing like "damn good whiskey," and had aquick beer to flush out the taste.

McKlearey ill refused to touch the stuff. He went back to hislawn chair, scowling.

"Hey, man,” Jack said, "I think my eyes are gettin' loose." He pressed hisfingersto hiseydids.

"Fuck you, Alders" Lou sad.

"Yeah," Jack said. "They're definitely gettin' loose— oops! There goes one now." He squinted one eye
shut and started pawing around on the flagstones. "Come back here, you little bastard!”

"Aw, go fuck yoursdf, Alderd" Lou snapped. "Y ou're so goddamn fuckin' funny!"

"Oh, Mother," Jack cried, "help me find my fuckin' eyebdl.” Hewas grinding Lou for dl he wasworth.
Lou was starting to get pretty hot, and | figured another crack or two from my brother ought to do it. |
knew | should say something to cool it down, but | figured that Jack knew what he was doing. If he

wanted a piece of McKlearey, that was his business.

"Hey, you guys," Mike said, inspecting Sloane's substantid outsidefireplace, "let'sbuild afire” It wasa
smooth way to handle the Stuation.

"Why?' Soane demanded. "Y ou cold or something, for Chrissake?"



"No, but afireskindanice, isn't it?1 mean, what the hell?"
"Shit, | don't care,”" Cal said. "Come on. There'sawoodpile over behind the garage.”
Thefour of usleft McKlearey sulking in hislawn chair and trooped on over to the woodpile.

It took usawhileto get the fire going. We wound up going through the usua business of squatting down
and blowing on it to makeit catch. Findly, it took hold, and we stood around looking at it with abeery
sense of having redlly done something worthwhile.

Thenwe al hauled up lawn chairs and moved the keg over handy. Even Lou pulled himself into jointhe
group. By then it was getting pretty dark.

Soane had astereo in hisliving room, and outside speakers aswell. He was piping out a sort of
standard, light music, so it was pleasant. | discovered that a shot of that rotten homemade whiskey ina
glass of beer made a pretty acceptable drink, and | sat with the others drinking and telling lies.

| guessit was Jack who raised the whole damned thing. He was talking about some broad held laid
while he was on hisway down to Willgpa Bay to hunt geese.

"... anyhow," he was saying, "1 went on down to Willapa— got there about four thirty or five— and put
out my dekes. Colder'n abastard, and me still about haf blind with acohol. About five thirty the geese
camein— only by then my drunk had worn off, and my head felt like agoddamn baloon. Man, you
want to see an act of raw courage? Just watch some poor bastard with a screamin' hangover touch off a
12 gauge with three-inch magnum shells at ahigh-flyin' goose. Man, | till hurt when | think about it.”

"Get any geese?' | asked.

"Filled out before seven,” he said. "Even filled on malards before | started back — ared carnage. |
picked up my dekes, chucked all the birdsin the trunk, and headed on back up the pike. | hauled off the
road in Chehdis again and went into the same bar to get well. Damned if she wasn't right there on the first
gool agan.”

And that started the hunting stories. Have you ever noticed how when abunch of guys are sitting around,
the storieskind of run in cycles? First the drinking stories—" Boy did we get plastered’ — then the war
stories—" Funny thing happened when | wasin the Army" — and then the hunting stories, or the dog
stories, or the snake gories. It'samogt like aritua, but very relaxed. Nobody's trying to outdo anybody
ese It'sjudt sort of easy and enjoyable. Even McKlearey and Jack caled atruce on the eyeball
business.

| guess maybe the fire had something to do with it. Y ou get abunch of guysaround an open fire at night,
and ninetimes out of ten they'll get around to talking about hunting sooner or later. I1t'samost inevitable.
It's funny some anthropologist hasn't noticed it and made abig thing out of it.

Weadl sfted back through our themories, lifting out the thingswe'd done or storieswe'd heard from
others. We hunted pheasant and quail, ducks and geese, rabbits and squirrels, deer and bear, elk and
mountain lions. We talked guns and ammunition, equipment, camping techniques— al of it. A kind of
excitement — an urge, if you want to cal it that — began to build up. Thefaint, barely remembered
smélls of thewoods and of gun-oil came back with a sharpness that was amost real. Unconscioudy, we
al pulled our chairsin closer to thefire, tightening the circle. It wasawarm night, so it wasn't that we
needed the hest of thefire,



"Y ou know," Jack was saying, "it's a damn shame there's no season open right now. We could have a
red bal huntin' together — just the bunch of us.”

"Too goddamn hot," Lou said, pouring himself another beer.
"Not up inthe mountains, it'snot,” Mike said.
"When does deer season open?' Sloane asked.

"Middle of October," Jack said. "Of course we could go after bear. They're predators on this side of the
mountains, and the season's away's open.”

"Stick that bear hunting in your ear,” Mike said. "First you've got to have dogs, and second, you never
know when one of those big hairy bastards is gonna come out of the brush at about ten feet. Y ou got
time for about one shot before he's chewin' on your head and scatterin' your bowels around like so much
confetti.”

"Yuk!" Soane gagged. "Theresagraphic picturefor you."

"No shit, man," Mike said. "l won't go anywhere near agoddamn bear. | shot one just once. Never
again. | had an old .303 British — ten shots, and it took every goddamn one of them. That son of abitch
just kept comin'. Soaked up lead like ablotter. The guysthat hunt those babies dl carry .44 magnum
pistolsfor close work."

"Hell, man," McKlearey sad, "you can stop atank with a.44 mag."

Mikelooked at him. "Oneguy | talked to jumped abear once and hit him twice in the chest with a.300
Weatherbee and then went to the pistol. Hit him four times at point-blank range with a .44 mag before he
went down. Just literaly blew him to pieces, and the damned bear was il trying to get at him. | talked to
the guy three years later, and his hands were till shakin'. No bearsfor thislittle black duck!™

"Would a .45 stop one?" | asked.

"Naw, the military bullet'sgot ahard jacket,” Mike said. "Just goes right through.”

"No, | mean the long Colt. It'sa 250-grain soft lead bullet.”

"That oughtadoit," Jack said. "Just carryin' the weight would dow him down enough for aguy to make
arunforit."

"I've got an old Colt frontier-style stored with my clothes and booksin Seettle” | said, leaning over and
refilling my beer mug.

"No kiddin' 7' Jack said. "What the hell did you get acannon like that for?"

"Guy | knew needed money. | lent him twenty, and he gave me the gun as security — never saw him
agan. The gun may be hot for al | know."

"Ah-ha" Soane sad. "Pawnbroking without alicense!" He giggled.



"It'sgot aholster and belt — thewholebit,” | said. "I'm going to have to pick up dl that junk anyway. Il
bring it on down."

"I'd liketo seeit," Jack said, "and Sloane here knows about guns— hetakesin alot of them in pavn —
he ought to be ableto tell you what it'sworth."

"Sure," Soanesaid, "bring it in. Maybe we can dicker."

"Hey!" Mike shouted suddenly. "Shut up, you guys. | just thought of something." He leaned forward, his
dightly round face suddenly excited. "How about the High Hunt?'

"Areyou kiddin?" Jack demanded. "Y ou redly want to try the 'Great White Hunter' bit?"
"Wheat the goddamn hell isthe High Hunt?' McKlearey demanded harshly.
"Early high Cascade Mountains deer season,” Mike said, hiseyes gleaming in thefirdight.

" — In some of the roughest, emptiest, steepest, highest country in the whole fuckin' world," Jack
finished for him.

"It's not that bad,” Mike said.

"Aw, bullshit!" Jack snorted. "The damned boundaries Sart right where theroads al end. And do you
know why the roads end there? Because there's not afuckin' thing back up in there, that's why. Man,
most of that country's above the timberline”

"All dpine meadow," Mike said dmost dreamily. "It gets snowed in so early that nobody ever got a
chanceto hunt it before they opened this specia season. Some of the biggest deer in the State are up
there. One guy got anine-pointer that when four hundred pounds.”

"Eastern count, I'll bet," Jack said.

"Eastern count my ass. Full Western count — the number of points on the smalest side not counting
brow tines. Eastern count would have gone twenty — maybe twenty-one points. That was one hdluva
big deer.”

"And the guy got aherniagettin' it out of the woods." Soane giggled.
"No— hdll, they had horses."

"...and guides," Sloane went on, "and awrangler, and a camp cook, and a bartender. Probably didn't
cost more than athousand aweek for two guys.”

"It'snot dl that much,” Mike said tentatively. "I know aguy — arancher — wholll take out afair-sized
party real reasonable. Y ou could get by for fifty bucks apiece for aweek — ten days. Food extra, of
course. He'stryin' to get into the business, so he's keepin' hisrates down for the first couple years.”
Mike's voice was serious; he wasn't just talking. He was actually proposing it to usasarea possibility.
Hisface had akind of hunger on it that you don't see very often. Mike wanted thisto go, and he wanted
it bedly.

"Who the fuck wantsto pay to go up in the boonies for ten days?' McKlearey demanded harshly,



putting it down.

It hung there, dmost like it was balanced on something. | knew that if | 1&ft it dlone, McKlearey'sraspy
votefor inertiawould tip it. At that moment | wasn't redly sureif | wanted to go up into the high country,
but | was sure of onething; | didn't much like McKlearey, and | did like Mike Carter.

"It'swhat we've been talking about for the last hour,” | said, lighting acigarette. "All you guyswere so
hot to trot, and now Mike comes up with something solid — ared chance to do somered hunting, not
just alittle Sunday-morning poaching with atwenty-two out of acar window — and everybody gets
tongue-tied dl of asudden.”

"Didn't you get enough of maneuvers and bivouac and shit like that in the Army?* McKlearey
demanded, his eyes narrowing. | remembered what Jack had told me about crossing him.

"l did my share of fidd-soldiering,” | told him, "but thisis hunting, and that's different."

"Areyou gonnapay to go out and run around in the brush?' He was getting hot again. God, hewas a
touchy bastard.

"If the priceislike Mike said it was, and if we can work out the details, you're goddamn right | will." A
guy will make up hismind to do something for the damnedest reasons sometimes.

"Y ou're outayour fuckin' skull," McKlearey said, hisvoice angry and hisface getting kind of pinched in.
"Nobody'stwistin' your arm, Lou," Jack said. "Y ou don't have to go no place.”

"1 suppose you'd go along, too, huh, Alders?' For some reason, McKlearey was getting madder by the
minute. He was twisting around in his chair like aworm on a hot rock.

"Y ou damn betcha,” Jack said. "Just give me ten minutesto pack up my gear, and I'll be gone, buddy —
long gone™

"Shit!" McKlearey said. Y ou guys are just blowin' smoke outayour fuckin' ears. You ain't even got a
rifle, Alders. Y ou sure as shit can't go deer huntin’ with afuckin' shotgun.”

"I could lend you guysriflesfrom the pawnshop,” Sloane said very quietly. He was leaning back, and |
couldn't see hisface.

Mike swalowed. | think the hope that it would go had been avery faint onefor him. Now, astrange
combination of thingshad laid it right in hislap. "I'd better get apiece of paper and figure out afew
things" hesad.

"The bugs are about to get me anyway," Soane said. "L et's take the keg into the kitchen.”

We carted it indgde and sat down around the table in the breakfast nook to watch Mike write down a
long list with figures opposite eech item.

McKlearey straddled a chair over in the corner, scowling at us.

Mikefindly leaned back and took along drink of beer. "I think that'sit," he said. "Figurefifty for the
horses and the guide — that's for aweek or ten days. Food — probably twenty-five. License,



ammunition, stuff like that — another twenty-five. Most of us probably aready have the right kind of
clothes and aguy can aways borrow adeeping bag if he don't already have one. | figure aguy can get
by for ahundred.”

We sat in the brightly lighted kitchen with the layer of cigarette smoke hovering over our heads and
stared at the sheet of paper in front of Mike.

| glanced out the window &t the rusty glow of the dying fire. The hills over on the peninsulaloomed up
againg the stars.

"I'min," | said shortly.

Mike scratched his cheek and nodded. "A man owes himself one good hunt in hislife," hesaid. "It may
sart asmdl war in the Carter house, but what the hell?' He wrote his name and mine on the bottom of
the paper. "Jack?' he asked my brother.

"Why not?" Jack said. "I'll probably have to come adong to keep you guys from shooting yoursdlf in the
foot."

Mike put Jack's name down on the list.

"God damn!" Cal said regretfully. "If | didn't have the shop and thelot and —" He paused. "Bullshit!" he
sad angrily. "1 own them; they don't own me. Put my name down. I'm goin' huntin’. Pissonit!" He
giggled suddenly.

Mike squinted at theligt. "I'm not sureif Miller — that'sthisguy | know — will go along with only four
guys. We might have to scrounge up afew more bodies, but that shouldn't be too tough. Y ou guys might
think about it alittle though. I'll cal Miller on Monday and seeif we can't get together on the price of the
horses and the guide.”

"Guide?" Jack yeped. "Who the hell needs a goddamn baby-sitter? If you can't find your own damn
game, you're not much of ahunter.”

"It'sapackage ded, shithead,” Mike said. "No guy isjust gonnarent you a horse and then point you off
into the big lonely. He may not give two hootsin hell about you, but he wants that horse back.”

Jack grumbled a bit, but there wasn't much he could do about it. It was going to go; it wasreally going
to go.

Mike caled aguy he knew and found out that the season opened on September 11, just about amonth
away. "At least that'll give ustimeto get our affairsin order.” Mike laughed. ™Y ou know, quit our jobs,
divorce our wives, and thelike."

Weadl laughed.

Suddenly McKlearey stood up. HEd been dtting in the corner, nursing his beer. "Where's that fuckin’
paper?' he demanded.

Mike blinked and pulled it out of his shirt pocket.

McKlearey jerked it out of hishand, picked up the pencil Mike had been using, and laborioudy wrote



aong the bottom.
"LouisR. McKlearey," hewrote.
"What the hell —” Jack said, stunned.

"Fuck yal" Lou snapped. Then he leaned back his head and began to laugh. The laugh went on and on,
and pretty soon the rest of uswere doing it too.

"Why you sneaky son of abitch!" Jack howled. "Y ou bad-mouthed the whole ideajust to get usdll
hooked. Y ou sneaky, connivin' bastard!™

Lou laughed even harder. Maybe the others accepted Jack's easy answer, but | wasn't buying it. Not by
adamn sght, | wasnt.

After that, things got noisy. We dl got to hitting the keg pretty hard, and it turned out to be a pretty good
party after dl.

| guessit was amost threein the morning by the time we got Mike home.

"| was gonnatake you by to see Sandy," Jack said as we drove back to thetrailer court, "but it's pretty
late now." Hisvoicewasalittle durred.

"Sandy? Who's that?"

"Little something I've got on the Side. She'sared fine-lookin' head. Tends bar at one of thejoints. You'll
get achance to meet her later.”

| grunted and settled down in the seet. | redlized that | didn't know thisbrother of mineat dl. | couldn't
understand him. A certain amount of casud infidelity was to be expected, | guess, but it seemed to him to
beaway of life. Like hisjobs and hiswives, he just seemed to drift from woman to woman, dways
landing on hisfeet, dways making out, aways on the lookout for something new. Maybe that'swhy he
wasn't so worked up about Lou and Margaret. | guesstheword | was looking for was "temporary.”
Everything about him and hislife seemed temporary, dmost like hewasn't red, like nothing redlly touched
him.

| drifted off to thinking about the hunt. Maybe | was kind of temporary mysdf. | didn't have afamily, |
didn't haveagirl, and | didn't have ajob. I guess maybe the only difference between Jack and me was
that heliked it that way, and | didn't. To him the hunt was just another thing to do. To meit already
seemed more important. Maybe | could find out something about mysdlf out in the brush, something I'd
sure as hell never find out on asidewak. So | sat musing as the headlights bored, on into the dark ahead
of us.

6

I'T wasn't until Thursday that we finished up the deal on the car | was buying from Soaneslot. | guess|
got a pretty good deal onit. It was aten-year-old Dodge, and | got it for ahundred and fifty. One of the
fenderswas alittle wrinkled, and the paint wasn't too pure, but otherwise it seemed OK. Jack assured



methat | wouldn't have been able to touch it for under three hundred anywhere else on the Avenue.

It was cloudy that day, one of those days when the westher just seemsto be turned off — not hot, not
cold, not raining, not sunny — just "off." | kind of wandered around the car lot, kicking tires and so forth
while McKlearey finished up the paper work in the cluttered little shack that served as an office. | hate
waiting around like that, | get to the point where | want to run amok or something. It wasn't that | had
anything to do redlly. | just hated the standing around.

Findly Lou finished up and | took the paper and the keys from him.

"Be sureto keep an eyeon the ail,” hetold me.

"Right."

"And watch the pressure in theright rear tire."

"Surething.” | climbed in and fired it up. Louwaved as| drove off thelot. | didn't wave back.

Therée's something about having your own car — evenif it's only four whedlsand a set of pedas. You
aren't tied down any more. Y ou're not dwaysin the position of asking peoplefor alift or waiting for
buses.

| drove around for an hour or so through the shadowless light, getting the fed of the car. It was till fairly
early — maybe then thirty or even in themorning— and findly it dawned on metheat | didn't have
anyplaceto go redly. Jack was busy at thetrailer lot, and | hate to stand around and watch somebody
elsework.

I thought about taking arun up to Sesttle, but | redlly didn't want to do that. None of the peoplel'd
known would still be around. Maxwell had taken off and Larkin, too, probably. | sure as hdll didn't want
to look up my old girlfriend; that was onething | knew for sure.

Larkin. I hadn't really been thinking at dl. Last time I'd heard from him, held been teaching high school
here in Tacoma someplace. | guess1'd just associated Tacomawith guys like my brother and McKlearey
and Carter — beer-drinking, broad-chasing types. Stan Larkin just didn't fit in with that kind of picture.

Stan and | had roomed together for ayear at the university. We didn't redly have much in common, but
| kind of liked him. There aretwo waysaguy can go if he'saliberal arts mgor — provided, of course,
that he doesn't freak out together. He can assume the pose of the cultured man, polished, urbane, with
good taste and dl that goes with it. Or he can play the role of the "diamond in the rough,” coarse, even
vulgar, but supposedly intelligent in spite of it all — the Hemingway tactic, more or less. Larkin wasthe
firs type— | obvioudy wasnt.

| think liberal artsmgorsare al automaticaly defensive about it, probably because we're oversensitive.
The dum-dumsin PE with their brainsin their jockstraps, the goof-offsin Business Adminigtration, the
welrd typesin the hard sciences, and the campus politiciansin the socid sciences, have dl seenfit at one
time or another to question the masculinity of any guy inlibera arts. So we get defensive. Werise above
them, like Stan does, or we compensate, like | do. It kind of goes with the territory.

Anyway, Stan had spent ayear picking up my dirty sox and dusting my books, and then heid given up
and moved back to the dorm. Even our literary interests hadn't coincided. He wasinvolved with Dickens,
Tennyson, Wordsworth, and Pope, while | was hung up on Blake, Donne, Faulkner, and Hardy. It'sa



wonder we didn't wind up killing each other.

I'd dropped him an occasiona postcard from Europe, and heéld responded with the beautifully written
|ettersthat seemed, to me at least, dmost like my picture of Stan himsalf — nest, florid, and somehow
totdly empty of any meaning.

At least he'd be somebody to talk to.

| whedled into atavern parking lot, went in and ordered a beer. | borrowed a phone book from the
bartender and leafed through the L's. He wasthere all right: Larkin, Stanley, and right aboveit was
Larkin, Monica. Same address, same number. | remembered that he'd mentioned agirl named Monica
something or other in acouple of hisletters, but | hadn't paid much attention. Now it looked like he was
married. | don't know why, but he'd never seemed to be the type. | jotted down the number and the
address and pushed the phone book back to the bartender.

| finished my beer and had another, till debating with mysalf, kind of working mysdlf up to calling him. |
have to do that sometimes.

"Hey, buddy, you got apay phone?’ | finally asked the bartender.

He pointed back toward the can. | saw it hanging on the wall.

"Thanks," | said and went on back. | thumbed in adune and dialed the number.

"Hello?" It «till sounded like him.

"Stan?1 didn't redly think I'd caich you & home. Thisis Dan— Dan Alders”

"Dan?| thought you werein the Army."

"Just got out last weekend. I'm staying herein town, and | thought 1'd better look you up.”
"] guess s0. It'sgood to hear your voice again. Where are you?' His enthusiasm seemed well-tempered.
"Closeas| canfigure, about eighty-saven blocks from your place.”

"That's about afifteen-minute drive. Y ou have acar?'

"Just got one. | think itll makeit thet far.”

"Wdl| then, come on over."

"You surel won't be interrupting anything?'

"Oh, of course not. Come on, Dan, we know each other better than that."

"OK, Stan." | laughed. "I'll see you in about fifteen minutesthen."

"I'll bewaiting for you."

| went back to the bar and had another beer. | wasn't sure this was going to work out. | wouldn't mind



seeing Stan again, but we hadn't redly had ahdluvalot in common to begin with, and now he was
married, and that along with a couple of years can change aguy quite abit.

The more | thought about it, theless| liked it. | went out and climbed in my car. | pulled out of the lot
and headed off toward his house, dodging dogs and kids on bicycles, and swearing al theway. It had all
the makings of ared bust.

Oddly enough, it wasn't. Stan had aged alittle. He was a bit heavier, and hisforehead was getting
higher. He was combing his hair differently to cover it. Hewas il neet to the point of fussiness. His
dacks and sport shirt were flawlessy pressed, and even his shoe-soles were clean. But he seemed
genuinely glad to see me, and | relaxed a bit. He showed me around a house that waslike alittle glass
case in amuseum, making frequent references to Monica, hiswife. The house was smal, but everything
init was perfect. | could amost fed the oppressive presence of hisbride. The place was so neat that it
made me wonder where | could dump my cigarette butt. Stan gracefully provided me with an ashtray —
an oversized one, | noticed. He obvioudy hadn't forgotten my dobby habits. He had changed in more
ways than just his appearance. He seemed to be nervous — even jumpy. He acted like somebody who's
got abody inthe cellar or anaked girl in the bedroom. | couldn't quite put my finger oniit.

We sat down in the living room.

"How's Susan?' he asked me.

My stomach rolled over. "1 wouldn't know redlly,” | answered in as neutral atone as possible.

"But | thought you and she—"

"Sodid I, Stan. But gpparently she shopped around abit whilel wasin Germany. She must have found
somebody more acceptable to her mother — you know, some guy who thought that the Old Lady wasa
cross between the Virgin Mary, Joan of Arc, and Eleanor Roosevelt.”

"I'm sorry, Dan. | redly am." He meant it.

"Those are the breaks, old buddy,” | said. "It's probably al for the best anyway. Her Old Lady and |
probably would have been at each other's throats most of the time anyway. About thefirst time | told her
to stick those chest painsin her ear, the proverbid shit would have hit the proverbid fan.”

"Did she have abad heart?"

"She had auseful heart. It may have been rotten to the core, but it was as sound as the Chase
Manhattan Bank — how's that for mixing metaphors?'

"Scrambling them might be alittle more precise.”

"Anyway, the old bag would get this pained look on her face, and the old hand would start clutching at
the maternal bosom anytime Sue and | were about to leave the house. One of the great weapons of
motherhood, the fluttery ticker. My Old Lady never tried it. | don't think she was ever sober enough.”

"Y ou gill haven't much use for motherhood, have you, Dan?' he asked me, an amused look on hisface.

"Asaninditution, it ranksjust downstream of San Quentin,” | said sourly.



Stan laughed. | think that's one of the reasons he and | had gotten along. With him | could be as
outrageous as| liked, and he was aways amused. I'd never redly offended him.

"Could you drink aglass of wine?' he asked suddenly. The perfect host.
"] can dwaysdrink — anything,” | told him.

"Alders, you're aboozer, you know that?'

"It's part of my charm.” | grinned at him.

He went out to the kitchen and came back a minute later with two glasses of pink wine. "Thisisafairly
good little domestic rose," he said handing me one of the glasses.

"Thank you," | said. "Y our manners, charm, and impeccable good taste are exceeded only by your
unspeakable good |ooks."

"Steady on," he said. He glanced at hiswatch. | seemed to catch that edginess again. Maybe | was
imagining things

"How'syour gun eye?' | asked him. Oddly enough — or maybe not, when you think about it — Stan
was a spectacular shotgunner. He'd started out on skeet and trap — gentlemanly, but not very nourishing
interms of mest in the pot — and had moved on up to birds. I'd actualy seen him triple on ducks once
— onemallard coming in high, another on alow passright out in front of the blind, and awidgeon going

away likeabat out of hell. Hed just raised up and very methodically dumped al three of them, one after
another.

"Probably alittlerusty,” he said. "I've only been out to the range afew times this summer.”
"You'd better get oniit, old buddy,” | told him. "The season’s coming on, you know."

"I don't know if I'll get the chance to go out much thisyear," he said regretfully. "Monicaand | are pretty

| got another flash of that nervousness from him. Something was definitely wrong. | decided to let it
drop. | didn't want to be grinding on any open sores.

"Say," | said suddenly, "do you ever hear from Maxwel|?'

"Hewasin Cdifornialast | heard," Stan said. Maxwell had been a sometime visitor when we had
roomed together. He was a nut, but wed both liked him.

"Did heredlly bum hisdraft card that time?" | asked.

"Of course not,” Stan snorted. "He was just trying to make abig impression on agirl who had an acute
case of politics. Hetold me later that he just pulled out one of those printed ID cards— you know, the
kind that comes with the wallet — and set fire to it before anyone could see what it was. Theredl joke
wasthat he was redlly 4-F or whatever they call it."

"You'rekidding. A hulk like that?"



"He had akidney removed when he was e even. The military wouldn't touch him."
"Man" — | laughed —"what acon artist. Did he ever makeit with the girl ?"
"l suppose,” Stan said. "He usudly did, didn't he?!

"That'swhy he flunked out of schoal. If he'd spent half as much time on his classes as he did on those
elaborate campaigns of seduction, held have chewed up the department.” | took abelt of hiswine.

"Alders, you know, you're abeer drinker at heart. Y ou drink afine rose like you would a glass of draft
beer in atavern two minutes before closing time.”

"Baby, |'ve had the best. Liebfraumilch, Lacrima Christi, Piper Heldsieck — you nameit, I've swilled it."

Hewinced. "What aword — swilled. All right, now that weve gotten past the amenities, tell me, how
was Paris?" | should have known that was coming. Parisis aways the favorite city of anybody who
hasn't been to Europe.

"It'sadirty town, Stan," | said sadly, telling nun the truth. "1 think that all my life I've wanted it to be
great, but it'sjust another dirty town with alot of dirty peopletrying to stick their handsin your pockets.
Berlinwaswild, very sad; Florence was lovely — but the flood —" | shrugged. "Veniceisacrumbling
duminthe middle of asewer; Naplesisill in nibble; Romeis— well, it's Rome— amonument. If you
can get clear of thetourist traps, it'sfine. London is dignified, honorably scarred, and — where the action
is supposed to be at — cheap. The plays are good, but the eating and drinking are rotten. Y ou want my
vote, try Vienna— or Heidelberg — or Zurich. And that completes the Cook's toenail tour.”

"Germanophile,” he snorted.

"No," | said serioudy. "The others are out to make a buck, any way they can. Most of them would sl
you their little brother if their little Sster or their mother wasn't to your taste. The Germans don't givea
shit if you like them or not, and God knows they don't need your money. Benson — thisguy | knew —
and | used to ride bicycles across asmal mountain to alittle fanning village— akind of no-name sort of
place with only a church, a Gasthaus, afew other shops, and a dozen or two houses, maybe two-three
hundred people dl together. We were the only Americansin the whole damned town. We rode through
one afternoon and stopped for abeer. We just kept going back. The people thereredly got to like us,
and we liked them. They had abig party for the oldest guy in town — everybody knocked off work for
the whole day. The old boy was about ninety-seven or so. Benson and | were the only two outsiders
invited to that blast. Not just the only two Americans— the only outsiders. It was absolutely gresat.”

"Ah, the pleasures of rurd life" he said. "Swains and maidensin thefirst flower of youth.”
"Larkin," | said, "you're a phony bastard, you know that?"

"I know," hesaid, and | think he was serious. He had a habit of going into those"I'm not redlly red"
depressions. Asl| recdl, that's one of the reasons we parted company. Too much of that stuff can get on
aguy'snerves.

Then Monicacamein. | vaguely remembered seeing her around school when I'd till been there. She
was adeek brunette; and, | don't know — polished isthe word, | guess— or maybe brittle. I'd seen a
couple of girlslike her in Germany — the hundred-marks-a-night sort of girl. At first shetreated melike
apiece of garbage on the floor, but when she learned that |'d been to Europe, her attitude changed. She



started poking the usud bright questions at me, trying to make sure I'd redlly been there— though how in
hell sheld know is beyond me. She wanted to talk about Paris, naturally, and mentioned alot of names|
remembered only as the tourist-trappy kind of placesto stay away from. About the only thing we agreed
on wasthe Rodin Museum, but | think it wasfor different reasons. It began to sound asif sheld been
thereand | hadn't. | think she was alittle peeved that | didn't fake it for her as others| knew did so often,
gushing about placesthey redly couldn't stand,

samply becauseit wasthe "thing to do." | listened to her chatter politely. There was something sort of
odd here, but | couldn't quite get hold of it.

"Stanley," she said, turning to him. "Did you run those things through the washer that | asked you to this
morning?' Therewas athreat in her tone, akind of "Y ou'd better have, if you know what's good for you"
sort of thing.

"Yes, dear," he said meekly.

That wasit then. The whole thing fell into place. She had the big stick, and he knew it — and he'd been
ashamed to let mefind out. Married not more than a couple of years on the very outside, and hewas

pussy-whipped already. Poor Stan.

"Good," she said. She turned back to me and smiled briefly — like switching on alight in an empty room
and then switching it off again. Click-click. "I'd love to stay and talk with you, Dan, but I'veredly got to
run. Were trying to set up alittle dramagroup, and there are amillion details. Y ou know how it is."
Click-click went the smile again. That room was till empty.

"Oh, Stanley," shesad, "don't forget that we're going over to the Jamisons for dinner thisevening.” That

was obvioudy for my benefit. She didn't want me hanging around the house. "Wear the blue suit. You
know how conservatively Mr. Jamison dresses, and we do need their support if thislittle theater group is

going to go anywhere."

He nodded. Stan needed ingtructions on how to dresslike | needed instructions on opening beer bottles.
Itwasjust alittledig to keep himinline.

"I'll be back about fourish," shewent on, "and I'll be in the mood for a Manhattan by then. Y ou will bea
good boy and mix up asmall pitcher, won't you?'

Click-click went the smile again. What a phony bitch!

"Of course," he said. She was humiliating him, and she damned well knew it. | guess he wasn't dlowed
to have any friends that she hadn't passed on first.

"I'veredly got to run,” shesaid. "It's been lovely meeting you, Dan."
Weadl stood up, and she left. We sat down again.

"Well, Dan," Stan said, rather quickly, | thought, "what are you going to do now that youre acivilian
agan?'

"Graduate schoal, | guess,” | said.

"UpatheU?'



| nodded.

"Going into Education?’

| shook my head. " Straight English. Education courses are awaste of time.”
"Oh, | don't know. | went on and took my MS."

"Hey, Stan, that'sredly fineg" | said, ignoring the defensivetonein hisvoice. "I didn't know whether
you'd finished or not."

"Oh, yes," he said, "about ayear ago. I'm teaching high school now, but after | get alittle more
experience, I'm going to apply at severd colleges. Monicasworking on her master's, too, and well bein
excellent shape as soon as she finishes.”

"That'sfine, buddy,” | said. "I'm glad to hear it."

"We should get together afew times before you go back up to Seettle,” he said.

"Well do that, Stan. I'm alittle tied up right now. We're getting ready to go hunting in early September.”

"Hunting?' Stan said with sudden interest. "I didn't know there were any seasons open thisearly.”

"We're going up on the High Hunt — high Cascade deer season — way to hell and gone back up inthe
mountains. Weve got aguide and horses dl lined up. Were going up to the Methow River into the

country on the back side of Glacier Peak. WEll bein there for about ten days.”

"God," hesaid, "I'd redly love to do something likethat." He meant it. | must have hit anerve. "It must
be pretty expensive though.”

"Not bad — fifty skins apiece for the whole deal — food extra. There are five of us going dtogether.”

"That would be just greet,” he said longingly. "I'd been hoping to get achance to get away thisyear, but
it doesn't ook like I'll be able to make it even for birds. Monica's going to be pretty tied up during the
regular season this year — her dramagroup and al — so I'll have to manage the house." He hesitated a
moment. "l imagine your plans and arangements are dl made.”

"No. Were pretty fluid."

"Y ou know, I've been working pretty hard for the last few years— getting my degree and then getting
the house here and setting everything up just theway Monicaand | want it. | haven't had much of a
chanceto redly take alook at myself — you know, stop and redly see where | am.”

"That happensto dl of usnow and then, Stan,” | said.

"Something likethis, you know — getting away for awhile, going way back up into the mountains away
from al the rash and pressure. 1t would give aman achance to redlly think things through.”

"That'swhy I'mgoing,” | said serioudy. | lit another cigarette. "I'm at loose ends— kind of in between
the Army and schooal. It'sagood time to do some thinking."



"That'sit exactly," he said. "And the hunting is something just thrown in extraredly. It'sthe getting away
from things that counts— oh, not Monica, of course— but the other things, the pressure and dl.”

"Y ou ever been out for deer?' | asked him, trying to cover it over alittle so | wouldn't have to seethe
naked trapped look in his eyes.

"Just once," hesaid, "afew years ago. It was just absolutely greeat, even though | didn't even seeany. |
certainly envy you, Dan."

"Y ou could probably come aong, if you fed likeit," | said. | think | really threw it out to seeif held bite
atit. | didnt redly expect himto gofor it.

"Oh, | couldn't do that," he said. "I'm sure the others wouldn't want a stranger horning in." But he was
hooked. Suddenly | wanted to do him afavor. Stan and | might not have agreed about much, but |
figured he deserved a better break than held gotten. Maybe if he got away from her for awhile he could
get hisbadance again.

"I doubt if these guyswould give adamn about that. It'sjust abunch my brother knows, and we just
decided to take off and go."

"I'm sure | couldn't get away at the school!" — he paused thoughtfully —”dthough | have got some sick
leave accumulated, and in away it would be for hedlth reasons, wouldn't you say?"

"You'redoing thetaking." | laughed.

He sat back, smiling sheepishly. "I guess| do sound like I'm trying to talk mysdlf into something,” he
sad.

"l don't think the dedl with our guideisredly very firmyet,” | told him, "and it could just be that another
guy would help swing it. I'll talk with the others and see what they say, if you want meto.”

"Well," he gtarted, "don't makeit too definite. I'll haveto give it some thought and talk it over with
Monica— not that | haveto—" Heleft it hanging, but | understood. He went on quickly. "Wdll, we do
kind of like to talk things over. We make better decisons as ateam. Wefed that marriageswork better
that way, don't you agree?"

"Makessense" | said. "I'll sound out the other guys and let you know."

"I'd gppreciateit,” he sad. "But mind, nothing definite yet."

"Sure, Stan,” | said. "'l understand.”

Wekicked it around for another hour or so before | finally made an excuse to get away. Stan was al
right, but the house was so damned nest it gave me the creeps. | guessI'm just anatural-born dob.



ON Friday morning | went up to Seettle and picked up my stuff from the place where I'd had it stored. |
kind of putzed around alittle but | couldn't find anybody | knew, so | drove on back to Tacoma.

| spent most of the afternoon unpacking the stuff. 1 wound up with books al over the place. After | got it
al squared away, it dawned on methat | wasjust going to haveto pack it al up again anyway in alittle
while, but what the hell?1 like having my books and things out where | can lay my hands on them. It was
alittle crowded though. My stereo aone took up asizable chunk of the living room.

That evening | went acrosstown to the "art movie' theater to catch an Itdian flick I'd been wanting to
seefor three or four years.

"l don't see why you want to seethat silly thing anyway," Jack said when | asked him if hewanted to go
along. "l know aguy who seen it Tuesday. He said it was ared loser. Nothin' happensat all.”

"Maybe he just looked too fadt,” | said. ™Y ou want to come aong or not?"
"Naw, | don't think so, Dan," he said. "I redlly don't get much out of foreign movies.”

"Just thought I'd ask," | told him. 1t kind of bugs me when somebody puts something down that I'm redlly
enthusiastic about. Probably everybody's the same way redly.

The"art theater” was like al the others I've been to — a grubby, rattletrappy, converted neighborhood
showhouse with maybe ahundred and fifty uncomfortable seats. The lobby was painted a nauseating
shade — something like a cross between pea-soup green and antique egg-yolk yellow — and the walls
were cluttered with poster art and smeary abstracts. The popcorn counter had been replaced by card
tables covered with paper cupsfull of synthetic espresso.

The movieitself was preceded by a couple of incomprehensible short subjects, an artsy cartoon, and
about two years worth of coming attractions. Then there was the intermission, and everybody went out
to gag down some of that rotten coffee and stand around making polite conversation.

| choked on amouthful of the lukewarm ink and drifted over to lean against the wall and watch the
animds.

Acrossthelobby | spotted Stan Larkin and Monica, she looking very bright and very chic and he
hovering over her like aman with abrand-new car he's afraid someone's going to scratch. They chatted
back and forth with bright, cultured expressions on their faces, drawing afairly obviouswall around
themselves, keeping the college kids and the freaks who thought dl foreign moviesweredirty at arm's
length. With that attitude, it was pretty unlikely that either of them would notice me, but | turned my head
away from them anyway. A little bit of Monicawent along way.

When | turned my heed, | caught afamiliar face. Wherein hdl had | seen that little girl before?| was
sure | didn't know any of theloca college kids, and with the straight hair, bare feet, granny glasses, jeans,
and swesatshirt, she had to be acollege girl.

Then Joan came out of the women'sjohn, and | snapped to it. It was Clydine, the little Pacific Avenue
pamphleteer I'd met on my firgt night back in Tacoma. It was an impulse, but | needed some protective
covering in case Stan spotted me. | pushed my way through toward them.

"Clydine" | said in smulated surprise. "Joan! How are you girls anyway?"



They looked at me blankly for an ingtant, not having the faintest notion who | was. "Uh — just fing,"
Clydine sad, covering up beautifully. "We haven't ssen youin—" Sheleft it hanging, hoping I'd give her
aclue. Joan was till looking a me doubtfully, her eyesflickering to my haircut. While it wasn't exactly
Gl, it was till too short to put mein their crowd.

"Let'ssee” | said, "it must have been just before | got sent to Leavenworth.”
Their eyesbulged dightly.

"I'll bet you didn't even recognize me with this haircut and without my beard,” | said, "but they keep you
clipped pretty short in the Big House" It was alittle thick, but they bought it.

"How long have you been — out?' Joan asked sympathetically, the suspicion fading from her face.
"About aweek now."

"Wasit — | mean — well —" Clydine's eyes were brimming, and her hand had moved to touch my arm
comfortingly. | wasamartyr to the cause. She wasn't sure exactly what cause yet, but whatever it was,
shewaswith medl theway. Some girlsare like that.

| carefully arranged my faceinto what | hoped was an expression of suffering nobility. "Anything,” | sad
inavoicethick with emation, "anything is better than participating in an immora war." That ought to
narrow it down for them.

Clydine embraced meimpulsively. For amoment | thought she was going to plant ceremonial kisseson
each of my cheeks. As soon as Clydinelet go, Joan gave me aquick squeeze. | beganto fed alittle
shitty about it. The kids were pretty obvioudy sincere about the whole thing.

"Comeon, girls" | said, trying to codl it alittle. In about a minute one of them would have made a
gpeech. "It wasn't redly that bad. It's gonnatake awhole lot more than ayear and ahadf in afedera joint
to get old Dan down." | thought I'd better give them aname to hang on me.

The lobby lights blinked twice, letting us know that the projectionist was ready if wewere. | was about
to ease away gracefully.

"Wed better go find our seats," Clydine said, glomming onto my arm like grim desth. Joan caught the
other one, and | was led down the aide like areluctant bridegroom.

I'd overplayed it, and now | was stuck with them. All I'd really wanted was someone to hold Stan off
with, but they weren't about to et abonafide hero of the revolution get avay. | was hauled bodily into
the midst of agaggle of college types and plunked down into a seat between Joan and Clydine. | could
hear aripple of whisperscircling out from where |l sat, and | douched lower in my seet, wishing the floor
would open under me.

The movie was good — not as good as |'d expected, but then they never redly are— and | enjoyed it
despite the need to keep up my little masquerade.

After it was over, one hairy young cat suggested we al go up to his pad and blow somegrass. | saw an
easy out for mysdf. | took Clydine aside out in the lobby.

"Uh—look, Clydine" | said in adightly embarrassed undertone, "I don't want to crimp the party, but



my parole officer and the local office of the FBI are staying awfully closeto me. They'rejust waiting for
the chance to bust me back into the big joint, and if they caught me at a pot party, well — I'll just split out
and—"

Her eyesflashed indignantly. She had gorgeous eyes, very large. "Stay right here," she ordered me.
"Don't you dare move." Shecircled off through the crowd with her long dark hair streaming out behind
her, and her little fanny twitching interestingly in her tight jeans. She was back in about aminuteand a
half.

"It'sdl fixed, Danny," shetold me. "We're all going to the Blue Goose for beer instead.” She grabbed
my arm again. | felt Joan move in on the other side. Trapped.

The Blue Goose was a beer joint near the campus, and by the time we got there the place was packed
to the rafters. Word had leaked out.

Clydine and Joan brought mein like the head of John the Baptist. All they needed was a plate — and
maybe an ax.

"Danny," Clydine said in an undertone, "I hateto say this, but I've forgotten your last name, and if I'm
going to introduce you —"

"No last names,” | muttered to her quickly. "The FBI — | left it hanging again.

Her eyes narrowed, and she nodded congpiratoridly. "1 understand,” she said, "leave everything to me."

"I won't be ableto stay long,” | said. "I think 1've shaken off my tail but —"

The rest of the evening was like something out of avery bad spy movie or one of those Russian novels
of the late nineteenth century. | said aslittle as possible, concentrating on drinking the beer that
everybody in the place seemed intent on buying for me.

A number of girlsingsted on kissng me soundly, if indiscriminately, about the head. Even one guy witha
beard dipped up behind me and planted one on my cheek. He caled it the "kiss of brotherhood,” but if
he carries on like that with his brothers, hisfamily has serious problems. Still, it wasthefirst timel'd ever
been kissed by anybody with abeard. | can't redly say that | recommend it, al things considered.

After acouple hours| was getting alittle bent out of shape from all the beer. Mogt of the time the place
was deadly quiet. Everybody just sat there, watching me guzzle down the suds. Now | know how the girl
feelswho provides the entertainment at stag parties.

Most of the conversation consisted of half-spoken questions and cryptic answers, followed by long
intervasof dlence whilethey digested the information. "Wasit — ?' one young guy with amustache
asked.

"Yegh," | said, "pretty much.”

They thought about that.

"|sthere any kind of — well, you know — among the resisters, | mean?' another one asked.

"l don't think | should — well — the guys still insde— you know."



They kicked that around for awhile.

"Do the other inmates— 7"

"Some do. Some don't.”

That shook them.

"Do you think aguy redly ought to— ? Instead of — well, you know."

"That's something everybody's got to decide for himsdlf,” | said. | could say that with astraight face,
because | redlly believed it. "When the time comes, you're the one with your head in the megt grinder.

After al the speeches and dogans— from al possible sides— you're ill the onewho hasto decide
which button you're going to push because it's your head that's going to get turned into hamburger.”

That redly got to them.

"I'd better split now," | said, lurching to my feet. | walked heavily toward the door, feding just alittlelike
James Bond — or maybe Lenin — or just possibly like Baron Munchausen. | turned at the doorway and
gave them the peace Sign — they'd earned it. Look at all the beer they'd bought me.

"Keep thefaith,” | said in achoked-up voice. Then | went on out.

The patter of little bare feet behind metold methat | hadn't really escaped after all.

"Y ou'd better go on back to your friends, Clydine," | said, not bothering to look around.

Glom! She had me by the arm again. She pulled meto ahdt besde my car.

"Danny," she said, looking up a me. "l think you're just the most — well —” She climbed up my arm
hand over hand and pulled my face down to hers.

Despite some bad experiences, I'm not awoman-hater. On the whole, | think the idea of two sexesis
way out front of any possible dternatives. | responded to Clydine's kisswith a certain enthusiasm.

After awhile she pulled her face clear and looked at me, her big eyes two pools of compassion behind
those goggldike granny glasses.

"How long hasit been, Danny?" she whispered.

Asamatter of fact it had been alittle better than amonth.

“Toolong," | said brokenly, "too long."

Shelet go of me, opened the door of my car, and got in.

"Will there be any problem at the place where you live?' she asked matter-of-factly.

"No," | told her, garting the car.



We drove acrosstown to the trailer park in silence. Clydine nestled against my shoulder. In spite of the
shabby clothes which shewore asa sort of uniform, she smelled clean. That's a pretty common
misconception about girlslike Clydine. I've never met one yet who wasn't pretty clean most of thetime.

Asamatter of fact, thefirst thing she did when we got to my trailer wasto go into the bathroom and
wash her bare fest.

"I wouldn't want to get your sheetsal filthy," she said. She stopped suddenly, her hand flying to her
mouth. Silently she mouthed the words "I s this place bugged?' a me. Too many movies.

Motioning her to slence, | picked up my FM transistor from the coffee table and stuffed the earplug into
the side of my head. | turned it on, picking up afairly good Beethoven piano sonata— which she, of
course, couldn't hear. | made a pretense of checking out the trailer.

"It'sclean,” | told her, switching it off.

"How doesthat —”

"It'salittle modification,” | said. "An old conin the joint showed me how. Y ou get anywhere near a
microphonewith it and you pick up afeedback — you know, ahigh-pitched whistle." | jerked the plug
and switched the piano sonata back on. "And that'll blank out any directional mike from outside.” |
moved carefully to al the windows, looking out and then pulling the drapes. Then | locked the door. | go
to movies, too.

"Wereall securenow,” | said.

"Do you want to talk about it?" she asked.

| shook my head.

"| understand, Danny. Maybe after."

| wished to hell shewouldn't be so cold-blooded about it.

"Youwant adrink?' | asked. | ways get nervous. | dways have.

"Well, maybealittle one."

| mixed usacouple, hitting hersalittle hard with bourbon. | didn't want her to get away.

We sat on the couch drinking silently. | just Spped a mine. | didn't want to booze myself out of action.

Shetook off the granny glasses and laid them on the table. Without the damned things, she had a cute

little face. She was one of those short, perky little girlswho used to get eected cheerleaders before all

this other stuff came along. Then, without o much asturning ahair, she shucked off the sweatshirt. She
wasn't wearing abra.

My faint worry about the booze turned out to be pretty irrelevant.

She stood up, her frontage coming to attention like two pink little soldiers. "L et's go to bed now, shall
we?" she said and walked on back down the narrow hallway to the bedroom.



| put down my drink and turned out the lamp in the living room.
"Dont forget to bring in the transistor,” she reminded me.

| picked it up and went on back.

She had finished undressing, and she was lying on the bed. My hands began to shake. She had a crazy
build on her — red wall-to-wal girl. | Sarted to take off my shirt.

"Do you haveto leaveit on that station?" she asked, pointing at the transistor. "'l mean isthat the only
frequency that —”

"That'stheone” | said. "I'd haveto takeit al gpart to—"

"It'sOK," shesaid. "It'sjust that I've never done it with that kind of music on before. Groups most of the
time or folk rock — never Beethoven.”

At least sherecognizediit.

| was having ahdluvatimewith my shirt.

"Here," she said, ditting up, "let me." She pushed my hands out of the way and finished unbuttoning my
shirt. "Do you like having the light on?"

"It'salittlebright, isn't it?" | asked, squinting at it.
"Some men do, that's all — that'swhy | asked.”
"Do you like to be on top, or do you want meto —"

| reached down and gently lifted her chin. "Clydine, love, it's not just exactly asif we were about to run a
quarterback sneak off-tackle. We don't haveto get it al planned out in the huddle, do we? Let'sjust
improvise, makeit up aswego dong.”

She smiled up a me, amost shyly. "l just want it to be good for you, isdl,” she said softly.

"Quit worrying about it," | told her. | sat down on the bed and reached for her. "Onething though,” |
sad, cupping one of thelittle pink soldiers.

"What'sthat?' she asked, nuzzling my neck.
"How in the hdll did you ever get anamelike Clydine?'

Shetold me, but | promised never to tell anybody ese.
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“What' sthisdoing here?' Clydine was standing over me the next morning, stark naked, with my Army
blouse clutched in her little fist. She shook it a me. "What's this doing here?' she demanded again.

"Yourewrinklingit,” | said. "Don't wrinkleit."

"YoureaGil, aren't you?' she said, her voice shaking with fury. "A no-good, lousy, son-of-a-bitching,
mother-fucking GI!"

"Clydinel" | was actualy shocked. I'd never heard agirl usethat kind of language before.

"Y ou bastard!"

"Camdown," | told her, sitting up in bed.

"Motherfucker!"

"Clydine, please don't use that kind of language. It sounds very ugly coming fromagirl your age.”

"Motherfucker, motherfucker, motherfucker!" sheyelled, ssamping her foot. Then she threw the blouse
on thefloor and collapsed on the bed, sobbing bitterly.

| got up, hung the blouse back up in the closet, and padded barefoot on out to the kitchen. | got mysdf a
beer. | had abit of aheadache. Then | went on back to the bedroom. She was il crying.

"Areyou about through?' | asked her.

"Son-of-a-bitching motherfucker!" she said, her voice muffled.
"I'm getting alittletired of that,” | told her.

"Bitemy asd"

| reached over and got agood grip on her arm so she couldn't get a swing at me, then | leaned down
and bit her on the fanny, hard.

"Dan! Stop that! Ouch, goddammit! Stop that!"

| let go. I'd left apretty good set of teethmarks on her can. "Any more suggestions?' | asked her.
"Of dl the—" Shenibbed at her bottom tenderly. " Goddammit, that hurt!"

"It wasyour idea," | said, taking apull at the beer bottle.

"Can | have some?" she asked me after aminute or so. She sounded like alittle girl.

"If you promise not to throw it a me."

“I'l be good."



| gave her the bottle, and shetook adrink. "Oh, Danny, how could you? All that beautiful story about
letting them put you in prison for aprinciple. It wasdl alie, wasn't it?"

"Areyou ready to listen now?'

"l believed in you, Danny."

"Y ou want to hear this?'

"| redly believed in you."

| got up and walked on out to the living room.

After aminute she came padding out, till rubbing at her bare fanny. Her little soldierswere ill at
attention. Shewas just as cute as hell.

"All right. Let'shear it," shesaid.

"Firg off,” | said, plunking mys&lf on the couch. "I'm not a GI — not anymore anyway."
"You've deserted!" she squeded, Sitting down beside me.

"No, dear. | was discharged — honorably."

"Y ou mean you didn't even —"

"Hush," | said, "l was drafted. | thought it al over, and | went ahead and went in. | spent eighteen
monthsin Germany."

"Gearmany!"

| kissed her — hard. Our teeth clacked together. "Now I'm going to do that every time you interrupt
me," | told her.

"Bt —
| didit again. It waskind of fun.

"l did not run off to Canada. | did not go to Leavenworth. | did not go to Nam. | didn't kill anybody. |
didn't help anybody kill anybody. | drank alot of German beer. | looked at alot of castles and museums.
Then | came home.”

"But how —"

| kissed her again.

"Not so hard —" she said, her fingertips touching her mouth tenderly.

"All right. Now, on my first night back from the land of Wiener schnitzels, you and Joan braced me

down on Pacific Avenue with afistful of pamphlets— we chatted a minute or two. That's how | cameto
know your names."



Shelooked at me, her eyes widening suddenly.

"At the theater last night,” | went on, "there were some people | didn't want to talk to, sowhen | saw
you and Joan, | just moved in on you with thefirst slly-ass story that cameinto my head. After that,
thingsjust got out of hand. | did try to get awvay severd times. Y oull haveto admit that.”

"Can | talk?' she asked.

"Go ahead," | told her. "End of explanation.”

"Once we got away from the others— | mean, once we got here, why didn't you tell me?”

"Becausg, little one, you are an extremely good-looking, well-constructed, female-type person. You are
aso, and | hopeyoul'l forgive my saying this, just awee bit hooked on things palitical. | wasn't about to

take a chance on losing the old ballgame just for the sake of clearing up afew minor misconceptions. I'm
probably as honest as the next guy, but I'm not a nut about it.”

llDa.]r]y?l
IIYS?I
"Do you redly think I'm — what you said — good-looking?"

| laughed and gathered her into my arms. | kissed her vigorously about the head and neck. "Yourea
doll,” I told her.

Later, back in bed, she nudged mewith her el bow.
"Hmmm?'
"Danny, if you ever tell Joan that you haven't beenin prison, I'll kill you. I'll just kill you."

"Watch that, my little nasturtium of nonviolence. That kind of talk could get you chucked out of the
Peace Movement right on your pretty, pink patootie.”

"Fiss on the Peace Movement!" she said bluntly. "Thisis serious. Don't ever dare tell Joan. I'd be the
laughingstock of the whole campus. Do you know that | turned down a date with the captain of the
football team because | thought he was palitically immature? I've got areputation to maintain on campus,
S0 you keep your goddamn mouth shut!™

| howled with laughter. "We've got to do something about your vocabulary,” | told her.

"To hell with my vocabulary! Now | want you to promise.”

"All right, dl right. Put the gun away. My lips are sealed. Whenever I'm around Joan I'll be an ex-con. I'll
flout my prison record in everybody's face. But it's gonna cost you, kid."

"Well, it'sthe only way I'll be ableto hold up my head,” she explained.

After | drove her back to the campus and made a date for that night, 1 went on downtown to buy mysalf



some clothes. A lot of my old thingsthat I'd picked up the day before were too tight now — and
probably alittle out of date, though | redly didn't much give adamn about that. | didn't want to go
overboard on clothes, but | did need afew things.

| had afair amount of cash, the four hundred from the poker game, three hundred in mustering-out pay,
and I'd rdligioudy saved twenty-five amonth while | wasin the Army — about six hundred dollarsthere
when | got out. I had maybe thirteen hundred atogether. The car and the rent and my share of the hunt
and some walking-around money took me down to under agrand, but | figured | was still OK.

It was kind of niceto go into the stores and try on the new-smelling clothes. | got acouple pair of dacks
and a sport jacket, some shirts and ties and a couple pair of shoes— nothing redlly fancy.

About one o'clock, | bagged on back out to the Avenue and dropped into Sloan€e's pawnshop. Sloane
hed alot of new stuff init aswell asthe usua sad, secondhand junk. | thought | could see the influence of
Claudiathere. | land of hafway hoped she'd be there so | could see her again.

"Hey, Dan," Sloane said, "be right with you." He turned back to the skinny, horse-faced guy held been
talking to. "'I'm sure sorry, friend," he said, "but five dollarsisas high as1 can go. Y ou saw the window
— I've got wristwatches coming out my ears.”

"Butl an'ttryin'to sdl it," the man objected with adistinct, whining Southern drawl. "1'd bein herefirst
thing on payday to get it back. | jus gotta have ten anyway. Y 'see, m'car broke down and | had afeller
fix it fer me, and now hewon't giveit back to me'lessen | give'im at least part of the money. That'swhy
| just gotta have ten for the watch anyway."

"I'mjust assorry as| can be, friend, but | just can't do athing for you on that watch."

"I noticed the prices you got on them watches in the window,” the man said accusingly. "I didn't seeno
five-dollar watches out there."

Suddenly | remembered another five-dollar watch not too long ago.
"I'm redly sorry, friend,” Soanesaid, "But | just don't think you and | can do businesstoday."

"That there's a semdy-fi*-dollar watch,” the man said holding it out a Sloane and shaking it vigoroudly,
"an' dl | want isfor you to borrow meten fuckin' dollars on it for about ten meadly little ol* days. Now |
think that's mighty damn reasonable.”

"It could very well be, friend, but | just can't do 'er.”

"Well, migter, I'm agonnatell you som'thin'. They'sjust awhole |otta these here pawnshopsin thishere
little ol* town. | think I'll jus go out and find me one wherethey don't try to screw aféeler right into the
damn ground.”

"It'safree country, friend," Soanesad camly.

"Youjust ain't about to get no semdy-fi'-dollar watch off'n mefor no five meady fuckin' dollars. I'll tell
you that right now. And | can shoretell you one thing— you ain't gonna get no more o' my business.
And I'm shore gonnatell dl thefdlersin my outfit not to give you none o' their business neither. It bea
cold day in hell when anybody from the Hunnerd-and-Semdy-First Ree-con Platoon comesinto this
gingy little ol place!™



"I'm sorry you fed that way, friend."

"Sonnabitch!™ the man growled and stomped out of the shop.

Soanelooked at me and giggled. "I get sonofabitched and motherfuckered more than any eight other
businessmen on the block," he said. " Stupid damned rebeld! If that shit kicker paid more than fifteen for
that piece of junk, then hereally got screwed right into the ground.”

"Why didn't you tell him?"

"Doesn't do any good. They'd ahdluvalot rather believe that I'm trying to cheat them than that
somebody else dready has. That way they're smart, and I'm the one who's stupid.”

"That'saGl for you."

"Y eah. He's got al the makings of athirty-year man. Chip on his shoulder instead of ahead. What can |
do for you?'

"I thought I'd ook over your guns.”

"Sure— right over there in the rack behind the counter. Gonna decide which one to take on the hunt,
huh?'

"No, | thought I might buy one, if we can get together."

"Well, now. A real cash customer.” He hustled on ahead of meto the rack. "Here's a good-looking
.270," he said, handing me awell-polished, scope-mounted job.

"Littlerich,” | said, looking at the price tag.
"l can knock fifteen off that," he said.

'No. Thanks dl the same, Cd, but what I'veredly got in mind isan old Springfield .30-06 military.
That'sagood cartridge, and I've got alittle time to do some backyard gun-smithing.”

"Just aminute," he said, scratching hischin. "I think | might have just the thing." He led me back into the
storage room and pulled a beat-up-looking rifle down off the top shelf. He looked at the tag attached to
the trigger guard and then ripped it off. "I thought so," he said. "It'stwo weeks past due. That bastard
won't be back." He handed methe gun. "I'll let you have that onefor thirty-five dollars. It'sared pig the
way it gits, but if you want to take alittletimeto fix it up, you'll have agood weapon.”

| took it out into the shop where the light was better and checked the bore. It looked clean, no
corrosion. The stock was amess. Some guy had cut down the military stock and then had painted it with
brown enamdl. The barrd still had the lathe marks onit. | glanced at the receiver and saw that it had been
tapped and drilled for ascope. The bolt and safety had been modified.

"Allright,” | said, "I'll tekeit."

Soane had been following my eyes, and hissmilewas alittle sck. He hadn't noticed the modifications
before held quoted me the price. | wrote him acheck and tucked the gun under my arm. "Pleasure doing



businesswith you, Cavin," | said.
"l think | just got screwed,” he said ruefully.

"Win afew, lose afew, Cd baby," | said, patting his cheek. "See you around. Don't take any
semdy-fi'-dollar watches."

A man creates acertain amount of stir walking up the street with arifle under hisarm, but | kind of
enjoyed it. | put the gun on the floor in the back seat of my car and went on down a couple blocksto the
gunsmith's shop. | bought awalnut stock blank, scope mounts, ding-swivels, ading, aused four-power
scope, some do-it-yourself bluing, and ajar of stock finish. Altogether, it cost me another forty dollars. |
figured I'd done agood day's business, so | went into atavern and had a beer.

About an hour or so later the phone rang and the bartender answered it. He looked up and down the
bar. "I don't know him," he said, "just aminute." He raised hisvoice. "Is Dan Alders here?'

It aways gives me acold chill to be paged in apublic place— | don't know why. It took me a moment
to answer. "Yeah," | said, "that'sme."

It was Jack. "Y ou gonna be there awhile?" he asked.

"l suppose.”

"Sit tight then. I'll be there in about twenty minutes. | got somebody | want you to meet, OK?"
"Sure" | sad. "How'd you find me?"

"| called Soane. He said he could see your car, so | figured you might be at awater hole. | just caled dl
thejointson the Avenue.”

"Figures” | sad.

"Say," he said, hisvoice sounding guarded, "didn't you have atomato over a your pad last night?’
"Yegh"

"Pick her up at that foreign flick?'

"Sure," | said. | thought 1'd rub him allittle. " There was one there for you, too — a blonde, about five
eight, thirty-sx, twenty-four, thirty-six, I'd say. | threw her back."

"Y ou son of ahitch!" he moaned. "Don't waste 'em, for Chrissake."

"Y ou're the one who doesn't like foreign flicks," | told him.

"Not aword about any other women when | get there with this girl, OK?'
"Sure.”

About haf an hour later, Jack camein with atdl, very attractive brunette. He waved me over to a booth
and ordered a pitcher and three glasses.



"Dan," hesad, "thisis Sandy. Y ou remember — | told you about her. Sandy, thisismy long-lost
brother, Dan."

"Hello, Dan," she said quietly, not redly looking a me. She seemed frozen, somehow indifferent to
everything around her. She concentrated on her cigarette.

"Hey," Jack said, "'l hear you brokeit off in Soane."
"Hequoted theprice," | said alittle smugly, "1 didn't.”
"He clams he could have got fifty bucksfor that gun.”
"l doubt it," | said. "It'sapretty butchered-up piece.”
"What do you want it for if it's such ajunker?’

I'm going to rework it. New stock, dress down the barrel, and so forth, and it should be a pretty
far-lookingrifle”

"Soundslike alot of work to me," he said dubioudly.

"I'vegot lots of time." | shrugged.

We went on talking about guns and the hunt. Sandy didn't say much. | glanced at her from timeto time.
She seemed withdrawn and seldom looked up. She was quite anice-looking girl. | wondered how she'd
gotten tangled up with ason of abitch like my brother. Her hair was very dark and quite long — amost
aslong as Clydine's, but neater. She had long lashes which made her eyes seem huge. She seemed to
smoke ahdluvalat, | noticed. Other than lighting cigarettes, she hardly moved. There was an odd qudity
of frozen motion about her — asif she had just stopped. She bugged me. When | looked at her, it was
likelooking into an empty closet. There wasn't anything there. It was like she was dready dead.

"Hey," Jack said, "did you pick up that pistol the other day in Sesattle?"

"Yeah, it'sover a thetrailer.”

"You know," he said, "I've been thinking maybe | ought to take dong ahandgun, too. There are bears
up there, and you know what Mike was saying."

So we kicked that ideaaround for awhile. We had another pitcher of beer.

Sandy kept smoking, but she ill didn't say much.
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| worked — off and on — at the gun al the next week, and by Saturday it was beginning to take shape.
| did most of the work over at Mike's since he had avise and aworkbench in hisgarage. Also, it wasa
good placeto get away from Clydine's three-hour-long telephone calls. | began to wish that classes



would start so she'd have something to keep her busy.

| had the shape of the rifle stock pretty well roughed in, and | was working on the metd. I'd filed off the
front Sight, and now | wastaking the lathe marks off the barrel with emery cloth— avery long and
tedious job.

Betty was fedling punk, and | was checking in on her now and then to seeif shewas OK. Shehad a
recurrent kidney problem that had Mike pretty worried. She'd had to spend aweek in the hospital with it
that spring, and he was afraid it might crop up again.

| was about ready to start polishing on the barrel with fine-grade emery cloth when Betty caled me from
the back door. | made it in about two seconds flat.

"Areyou OK?" | demanded bresathlesdy.

"Oh, it'snot me' — she laughed —"I'm fine."

"Please,”" | said, "don't do that anymore. | liketo had a coronary."”
"Y ou've got aphonecal.”

"Oh, for God's sake! How did she find the number?' | grabbed up the phone. "Now look, you little
clothhead, I'm busy. | can't spend al day —"

"Hey." It was Jack. "What's got you so frazzled?"

"Oh. Sorry, Jack, | thought it was that dizzy little broad again. | swear she spends at least Six hoursa
day on the horn. I'm gtarting to get a cauliflower ear just listening to her.”

"Why don't you do something about it?"

“lam," | sad, "I'm hiding."

Helaughed. "Could you do me afavor?"

"l suppose. What?'

"I'm over here at Soan€'s pawnshop dittin' in for him. He said he was going to be back, but he just
caled and said hewastied up. I've got some stuff at the cleaners on Thirty-eighth Street — you know
the place. They close a noon today, and if | don't get that stuff outtathere, I'll be shit out of luck until
Monday. Y ou think you could make it over there before they close?

"Yeah, | think so0. I'm about due to take a beer break anyway. Will you be at the shop?'

"Yeah, I'll stick around till you get here. Sloane ought to be back before then, but you can't depend on
him."

"OK," I said, "I'll crank up and bag on over there— on Thirty-eighth Street?!

"Y eah — you know the place. Right across from that beer joint with the shuffleboard.”



"Oh. OK."

"Thanksalot, buddy. Y ou saved my bacon.”

"Sure. Seeyouin abit.”

| made sure that Betty was feding OK and then took off. My hands were getting alittle sore anyway.
The weather had begun to break, and it was one of those cloudy, windy dayswe get so oftenin
Tacoma. It'sthekind of day | redly like— cool, dry, windy, with akind of pale light and no shadows. |

made it to the cleanersin plenty of time and then swung over onto South Tacoma Way.

Soane dill hadn't shown up, and Jack was puttering around in the shop. "Thanksamillion, Dan," he said
when | cameinwith hiscleaning. "How much wasit?'

| told him and he paid me,
"How you comin' with that gun?' he asked me.

"I'm about down to the polishing stage on the barrdl,” 1 told him. "I've till got to dress off the receiver
and trigger guard. A couple more daysand | can blueit. Then I'll finish up the stock.”

"You get akick out of that stuff, don't you?"
"It'skind of fun,” | said. "Gives me something to do besides drink beer.”
"L et me show you thegun I'm takin'," he said.

We went on into the back of the shop. He took a converted military wegpon out of one of the
cubbyholes.

"Eight-nun German Mauser," hesaid.
"Good cartridge,” | told him. | looked the piece over.

Somebody'd done a haf-assed job of conversion onit, but it had al the essentids. "1t'll do the job for
you, Jack."

"Oh, hey, look at this." He reached back into another bin and came out with his hand full of .45
automatic. The damned thing looked like acannon. He stood there grinning, pointing that monster right at
my belly. | don't like having people point guns a& me— even asajoke. The goddamn things weren't
madeto play with. | was till holding the Mauser, but | was being careful with the muzzle.

"Let'sseeit,” | said, holding out my left hand.

He pulled back the hammer with the muzzle ill pointed at me. Hisface got alittle funny.

Sowly, with just my right hand, | raised the Mauser until it was pointing at him. | thumbed off the safety.
It waslike being in adream.

"All right, Jack," | said softly, "let's count to three and then find out which one of these bastards Sloane



forgot to unload.”
"Chrigt, Danny," he said, quickly turning the .45 away from me. "I never thought of that."

| lowered the Mauser and dlipped the safety back on. Jack hadn't called me Danny since we were very
littlekids.

"You ain't mad, are you?" he asked, sounding embarrassed.
"Hell, no." | laughed. Even to meit sounded alittle hollow.

We checked both guns. They were empty. Still, | think it all took some of the fun out of Jack's day. We
put the guns away and went back out into the pawnshop.

"Wherethe hell isthat damned Sloane anyway?" he said to cover the moment.

"Probably visting Helen What's-her-name,” | said. I'd run into Sloane and Helen afew times, and |
didn't like her. Maybe it was because of Claudia

"I wouldn't doubt it agoddamn bit. Say, that reminds me, you want to go on a party?'

"I'm amost ways available for aparty,” | said with more enthusasm than | redlly felt. | wanted to get
past that moment in the back room as badly as he did.

"It'sSoane'sidearedly. That'swhy | kind of wanted to wait for him to show up, but pisson him. He
ownsthis house out in Milton that he rents out — furnished. The people who werelivin' there just moved
out, and the new people aren't duein until thefirst of the month — Wednesday."

"What'sdl thisrea estate business got to do with aparty?' | asked.

"I'm gettin’ to it. Anyway, the place needs cleanin’' — you know, sweep, mop, vacuum, mow the lawvn
— that sort of shit."

"That'syour idea of aparty?'

"Keep your pants on. Now, Soanell provide the beer and the booze and some steaks and other stuff.”

"And brooms, and mops, and lawnmowers, too, | hope,” | said.

"All right, smart ass. Here'swhere the party comesin. We each bring atomato — Sloanell bring Helen,
I'll bring Sandy, and you can bring What's-her-name. Well bag on over there tomorrow afternoon about
four, hit the place alick or two — the girls can get the insgde, and well do the outsde— and then it's
party-time. Give me and Sloane a perfect excuse to get away from the wives."

| shrugged. "I'm not sure Clydine would go for the domestic scene,” | said. "That's not exactly her bag.”

"AsK her," Jack said. "l bet she goesfor it. Where else can you tir up aparty on Sunday afternoon?”

"I'll ask her," | said. It was easer than arguing with him. "But I'm not making any promises.”

"I'll bet shegoesfor it," hesaid.



"Well see”

We batted it around for about half an hour, and then Soane called. He was il tied up. Jack grumbled a
bit but promised to hang on. | wanted to swing on by thetrailer court to check my mail, and he asked me
to drop the cleaning off at histrailer so Marg could hang it up beforeit got wrinkled. | took his clothes on
out to my car again and drove on up the Avenue toward the court.

That whole business with the guns had been just spooky as hell. "Maybe someday I'll just decide that
you're no good, and I'll take my gun and shoot you. Bang! just like that, and you'll be dead, and I'll
betchayou wouldn't like that at dl." When had | said that to Jack? Somewhere back in the long, shabby
morning of our childhood. The words came echoing down to me, dong with apicture of adog rolling
over and over in the snow. | tried to shrug it off.

| saw McKlearey's car inthelot a the Green Lantern Tavern about two blocks from the court, and |
decided that if he was dtill there when | came back, 1'd haul in and buy him a beer. If we were going to
go hunting together, | was going to have to make somekind of effort to get dong with him. | fill didn't
much like him though.

When | drove past Jack'strailer, | saw thetwo little girlsout in their play-yard, and | waved at them. |
parked at my place and checked my mail — nothing, asusud. Then | dung Jack's cleaning over my
shoulder and hiked on up to histrailer. Maybe | could promote some lunch out of Marg if she didn't have
awholetrailerful of gossiping neighborstheway she usudly did.

As| cameuptothetrailer, | glanced through the front window. | saw that mirror back in the halway I'd
noticed thefirst timeI'd visited. I'd meant to tell Jack about it, but 1'd forgotten. The angle from where |
was standing gave me aview of part of the bedroom. | had visions of Margaret unveiling her monumental
breasts to the scrutiny of casual passersby. | straightened up and craned my neck to see just how much
of the bedroom you could redly see.

Margaret was on the bed with McKlearey. They were both bare-ass naked, and their hands were
awfully busy.

I have my faults, God knows, but being a Peeping Tom is not one of them. | think | was actudly frozen
to the spot. Y ou hear about that, and I've aways thought it was pure nonsense, but | honestly couldn't
move. Even as| watched, Lou raised up over her and came down between her widdly spread thighs.
Her huge, dark nippled breasts began to bob rhythmically in akind of counterpoint to Lou's bouncing,
hairy buttocks. Her head rolled back and forth, her face contorted into that expression that is not
beautiful unlessyou arethe onewho iscausingit. | don't think I'd ever fully redized how ugly the mating
of humans can look to someone who isn't involved in it. Even dogs manage to bring it off with more

dignity.

| turned around and walked on back to my trailer, suppressing astrong urge to vomit. | went inside and
closed the door. | laid Jack's clothes carefully on the couch, went to the kitchen and poured mysdlf a tiff
blast of whiskey. Then, holding the glassin my hand, | took agood belt out of the bottle. | put the bottle
down and drank from the glass. It didn't even burn going down.

The phonerang. It was Clydine.

"I've been trying to get you dl morning,” she said accusingly. "Where have you been?!



"l washbusy," | said shortly.

She Started to tell me about some article sheld just read in some New Left journa shewas dways
talking about. | grunted in appropriate places, leaning over the sink to watch Jack'strailer out of the
kitchen window. Even from here, | could see the whole damn thing rocking. I'll bet you could walk
through any trailer court in town and tell who was going at it at any given moment. Old Lou had staying
power though — | had to admit that.

"Areyou ligening to me?" Clydine demanded.

"Sure, kid," | sad. "'l wasjust thinking."

"About what?'

"Weve been invited to a party.”

"What kind of aparty?"

"Probably asex orgy,” | told her bluntly. "My brother and another guy and their girlfriends—it'sina
house"

"| thought your brother was married.”
"So'sthe other guy,” | said. | told her the details.
"No swapping?' It sounded like a question — or maybe an ultimatum, | don't know.

"| doubt it. I've met the girls— one of them would probably dig that sort of stuff, but I'm pretty surethe
other one wouldn't. Y ou want to go?'

"Why not? I've never been to an orgy."

"Comeon, Clydine" | said. "It'slike being spit on. They're not inviting you to meet their wives— just
thelr mistresses™

"S0?1'm your migtress, aren't 1? Temporarily at least.”
"It'sdifferent. I'm not married.”

"Danny, honestly. Sometimes you can be the squarest guy intheworld. | think | might get akick out of
it. Maybe | can catch some of the vibrations from their sneaky, guilty, sordid, little affairs.”

"Y ou'reanut, do you know that? Thisthing tomorrow has al the makings of asght-seeing trip through a
sawer."

"Boy, you're surein afoul humor,” she said. "What's got you bum-tripped now?"
"My brother pulled agun on me.”

"Hewhat?"'



"Just abad joke. Forget it. Are you sure you want to go on this thing tomorrow?"
"Why not?'

"That may just be the world's stupidest reason for doing anything,” | told her. "Hey, let'sgo to adrive-in
movietonight.”

"What thehdl for?"

"l want to neck," | said. "No hanky-panky. | just want to Sit in the car and eat popcorn and drink root
beer and neck — like we were both maybe sixteen or something.”

"That'saswitch. Well, why not?— | mean, sure." She paused, then said rather tentatively, "you want
meto get al gussied up — likeit was areal — well — date or something? She sounded embarrassed to
say theword.

"Y eah, why don't you do that? Wear adress. I'll even put on atie.”
"Far out,” shesad.
"And wear your contacts. Leave those hideous goggles at home.”

"Areyou sure we aren't going to— well — | mean, | wouldn't want to lose my contacts.” 1'd asked her

before why she didn't wear contact lenses. She told me she had them but didn't wear them because they
popped out when she made love. "I don't know why," she'd said, "they just pop out.” I'd laughed for ten
minutes, and she'd gotten mad at me.

"They're perfectly safe," | said. "Hang up now so | can call my brother and tell him you want to goto his
little clambake tomorrow.”

"Bye now." She hung up, then she called right back.
"What time tonight?*
| told her.

| opened mysalf abeer and sat down at the kitchen table. What in the hell was | mixed up in anyhow?
Thiswhole damned Situation had al the makings of ared messy blow-up. Christ Almighty, you needed a
damned scoreboard just to keep track of who was screwing who — whom. When they al caught up
with each other, it could wind up like World War in with bellsonit, and | was going out in the woods
with these guys — every one of them armed to the teeth. Shit O'Deare!

| didn't belong in this crowd. But then | didn't belong with aguy like Stan either, with the chic little
gatherings and the little dramagroups. Nor probably with my little Bolshevik sweetheart with her posters
and pamphlets and free love. Nor with the phony artsy crowd with the paste-on beards and the Latvian
folk-music records. Maybe for guyslike methere just aren't any peopleto redly be with. Maybe if they
were redly honest, everybody would admit the same — that al this buddy-buddy crap or "interaction™
shit was just adodge to cover up the fact that they're al absolutely aone. Maybe nobody's got anybody,
and maybe that'swhat we're dl trying to hide from. Now thereés an ugly little possibility to faceuptoin
the middle of acool day in August.



Findly Lou left. | waited awhile longer and then took the cleaning up to Jack'strailer. Marg pulled ared
bland face. She/d be atiger in apoker game. We talked afew minutes, and then | drove back over to
Mike's place and went back to work on therifle. At least that was something | could get my hands on.
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| picked up Clydine about three thirty the next afternoon, and we drove on out to Milton for the
combination Gl-party-sex-orgy Sloane had cooked up. | was still alittle soured on the whole thing, but
Clydine seemed to think it would be akind of campy gasto watch a couple of Establishment typesand
what she perssted in calling "their sordid little affairs.”

"You're beginning to sound like T. S. Eliot," | told her.

Sheignored that.

"What kind of acat isyour brother?' she asked me. "Is he anything like you?'

"Jack? Hell no," | snorted. "He's acouple years older than | am. Hewasin trouble alot when hewasa
kid. Then six yearsin the Navy right after high school. Married three times. Worksin atrailer lot —
part-time sdles and genera flunky. Drinks beer most of the time because he can't afford whiskey. Chases

women. Screws alot. He can charm the birdsright out of the trees when he wants to. Something of an
egomaniac. | guessthat coversit.”

"Typicd Hard Hat, huh?' shesaid grimly.

"Look, my little daffodil of the downtrodden, one of the thingsyou'll learn asyou grow older isthat
group labels don't work. Y ou say Hard Hat, and you get a certain picture. Then you close your mind.
But you scream bloody murder when some fortyish guy in asuit looks at you and says 'Hippi€ and then

closes hismind. These goddamn labels and dogans are just a cop-out for people who aretoo lazy to
think or don't have the equipment. Y our labelswon't work on my brother. He's completely nonpolitical.

"You know," she said quietly, "1 wouldn't take that from anybody but you. | think it's because | know
you don't care. Sometimesit gives me goose bumps dl over — how much you don't care.”

"Comeon," | said, "don't get dramatic about it. I'm just a loose endsright now, that's all.”

"Y ou'd make aterrific revolutionary,” she said. "With that attitude of yours, you could do anything. But
that'sinconsstent, isn't it? To be arevolutionary, you'd have to care about something. Oh, dear." She
sghed mightily.

| laughed at her. Sometimes she could be admost adorable.

"I'm serious’ she said. "What about the other guys?'

"Sloane? A hustler, Petit-bourgeoistype.”

"That'salabd, too, ian't it?' she demanded.



"Now you're learning. Calvin Soaneisavery complex person. He was probably fat, unloved, and poor
asachild. He went right to the root of things— money. He's a pawnbroker, aused-car dedler, a
part-owner of severa taverns, and God knows what else. Anything that'll turn abuck. HeEs got it made.
He uses hismoney the way a pretty girl uses her body. Aslong as Sloan€e's buying, everything's OK.
Maybe he's accepted the fact that nobody's really going to like him unless he pays them for it. He can't
accept honest, free friendship or affection — not even from hiswife. That'swhy he takes up with these
floozies. They're bought and paid for. He understands them. He can't redlly accept any other kind of
relationship. Don't ever tell him this, but | like him anyway — in spite of hismoney.”

"Y ou sure make it hard to hate the enemy,” she sad.

"Walt Kdly once said, 'We have met the enemy, and heisus™
"Who's Walt Kelly?"

"The guy who draws Pogo."

"Oh. | prefer Peanuts.”

"That's because you're paliticaly immature,” | told her.

She socked me on the shoulder. | think our popcorn-root-beer-drive-in-movie date the night before had
caused us both to revert to adolescence. Sheld been almost breathtaking in a skirt, sweater, and ponytail,
and without those damned glasses; but I'd stuck to my guns— we'd only necked. Both of us had gone
home so worked-up we'd been about ready to climb the walls. Sheld made some pretty pointed threats
about what she was going to do to me at the orgy.

"What about the women?' she asked. " The concubines?'

"Helen — that Sloanestrollop — isapig. She'sgot amind like a sewer and amouth to match. Evenin
the circles she, movesin, she's considered stupid since she does al of her thinking, I'm told, between her
legs. Her hushand'sin the Air Force, and he's maniacally jealous, but she cheats on him anyway. | think
she chesats just for the sake of chesting. I've about hafway got a hunch that thislittle blowout today was
her idea. Shelikes her sex down and dirty, and probably she's been thrilled by orgiesin some of the
pornography she's dway's reading — undoubtedly moving her lips while she does— and shefigures
diddling in groups has just got to be dirtier than doing it in pairs. Maybe she figures to get a bunch-punch
out of the dedl."

"Bunch-punch?"

"Multipleintercourse— gang-bang.”

"Oh. What about the other one?"

"Sandy? Y ou got me, kid. She's good-looking, but she never says anything. Y ou think I'm cool? She's
so coal, she'sjust bardly dive— or just recently dead, | haven't decided which. If you can figure her out,
let me know."

We drove on across the Puydlup River bridge and on out toward Fife and Milton.

The house Soane had out in Milton was alittle surprising. I'd half-expected one of those run-down



rabbit hutchesthat are described euphemidtically as"renta properties’ — not good enough to livein
yoursdf, but good enough to house former sharecroppers or ex-galey-daves— aways provided that
they can come up with the hundred and a quarter a month.

Sloane's house, on the other hand, was damned nice. It was an older frame place with one of those deep
porchesdl acrossthe front, and it nestled up to its eavesin big, old shrubbery. There was about a half
acre of lawn in front and probably morein back. A long driveway went up to the house and along one
sdeof it to the garage behind the house. On the other side of the driveway was a garden plot that had
pretty much gone to weeds.

| ran my car on up the driveway and pulled up just behind Sloane's Cadillac.
"Nice place," Clydine said, looking out at the white-pi cket-fence-enclosed backyard.

"Well, wdl, well," Jack said, bustling out of the house with abottle of beer in his hand. "What have we
here?'

Clydineand | got out of the car.

"My" — Jack grinned, coming through the gate—" she'salittle one, isn't she?' Hewas giving her the full
benefit of the dazzling Jack Alders smile, guaranteed to melt glaciers and ped paint at ahundred yards.

"Jack," | said, "thisisClydine."
"Clydine?How the hell'd you ever get aname like that, sweetie?'
"l wonitinaraffle" she said with aperfectly straight face,

"Shewonitinaraffle!" Jack chorded with aforced glee. "That's pretty sharp, pretty sharp. Comeonin
the house, kids. Fuel up." He waved the beer bottle at us and led the way toward the house.

"Far out," Clydine murmured to me.

"Hey, gang," Jack announced as we went in the back door, "you al know my brother Dan, and thisis his
current steedy, Clydine. Isn't that ahandle for you?' He pointed to each of the others standing around in
the kitchen and repested their names. "Tdl you what, swestie," he said to Clydine, "I'm never gonnabe
able to manage that name of yours, so I'm just gonnacal you Clyde." He winked broadly at the rest of
us

She smiled sweetly a him, and then said very pleasantly but very digtinctly, "If you do, I'll kick you right
squareinthe bdls.”

Soane shrieked with laughter, amost collapsing on the floor. Jack looked stunned but covered it well,
laughing alittle hollowly with the rest of us. Hisjawstightened up some though.

We had a couple of beers, got the girls organized, and then Jack, Sloane, and | went outside to tackle
the yard work.

| fel heir to ascythe and the chore of leveling the jungle that had been agarden. Oncel got intoit, |
discovered that in spite of the weeds, there was a pretty fair amount of salvageable produce there. By the
time | got through, I'd laid a couple bushels of assorted vegetables over on the grass strip between the



garden and the driveway — radishes, carrots, |ettuce, onions, cucumbers, and so forth. | hauled great
armloads of weeds and junk back to a brush pile behind the garage. The placelooked alot better when |
was done.

| washed off my produce at an outside faucet and put it on the back porch. Then | grabbed another beer
and went to see how Jack and Cal were doing. | found them sitting on the front porch, staring down at
the haf-mowed lawn.

"Takin' abeer break, hey, Dan?' Soane said.

"No. | finished up."

"No shit?'

They had to come out and inspect the job. Then they looked at my haul on the back porch, and then we
went back to the front porch to it and stare at the lawnmower some more.

Soanedghed. "Wdl," hesad, "l guessit'smy turnin the barrel." He waked heavily down the front
stairs and cranked up the mower.

"That tomato of yours has got kind of asmart mouth, hasn't she?' Jack said sourly, lighting acigarette.

"She just sayswhat shethinks" | told him.

"If shewaswith me, I'd dgp afew mannersinto her." Hewas il stinging from the put-down.

"You'd get your balskicked off, too," | told him. " She meant what she said abouit that."

"A tough one, huh?' he said. "Where'd you latch onto her anyway?"

"She'stheone | met at that Italian movie, remember?’

"Oh, that one. Y ou sure got aweird taste in women, isal | can say."

"Shelsahuman being,” | said, "not just astray piece of tail. Aslong asyou treat her like ahuman being,
fine. It'swhen you come on like she was a cocker spaniedl that you run into trouble.” | knew there wasn't
much point in talking to him about it. He wasn't likely to change.

"I'd fill dgp some mannersinto her if it wasme," he said.

"I don't hit women much,” | said, looking out toward the sunset.

He grunted and went down to spell Sloane on the mower.

Soane came back up the steps, puffing and sweeting likeapig. "Man," he gasped, "am | ever out of
shape. I'm gonna have to start jogging or something before we go up into the high country.”

"Y ou said amouthful there, buddy,” | said. "We probably dl should. Otherwise one of usisgoing to
blow a coronary.”

"Hey" — hegiggled —"1 likethat little girl of yours. She's cute as a button, isn't she?"



"She'saboot in the butt,” | agreed.

"Boy, did she ever get the drop on old Jack. | thought he was gonnafall right on his ear when she
threstened to bust hisbalsfor him."

"1 think he's till alittle sore about it."

"Heisn't used to havin’ women react that way to hisline.”

"She just doesn't buy the glad-hand routine,” | said, "and Jack doesn't know any other gpproach.”

"How'd you manage to latch onto her?”

"You'd never believeit," | said.

llTry m"

| told him about it.

"No kidding?' he said, laughing. Then athought flickered across hisface. "Say, sheisnt auser, isshe?|
mean, alot of those kids are. She hasn't got any stuff with her, has she? | can square the beef if the cops
come in here because werre makin' too much noise or something, but if they comein and find her stoned
out of her mind on something, that could get alittle sticky.”

"No," I told him. "No sweat — oh, she blows alittle grass now and then, but I'vetold her that | don't
particularly care for the stuff, and | don't get much kick out of talking to people when they're stoned. It's
liketalking into awet mop. She says away from it when sheswith me. Weve got aded; | tell dl her
friends1'm an ex-con, and she stays off the grasswhen I'm around. What she does on her owntimeis
her busness™

"Sounds like you two have quite an arrangement going.”

"For the most part, we don't try to tell each other what to do, that's all. We get along pretty good that
way."

"There, you lazy bastardd" Jack yelled, killing the lavn-mower. "It'sdl done.”

"Y ou do nicework," Sloane said. "Let's go get cleaned up. | brought towels and soap and stuff. | get
firsties on the shower."

The girls had finished the insde cleanup and had dready bathed and changed clothes. Soane, Jack, and
| all showered and changed while they cooked up the steaks and whipped up asaad out of some of my
produce. We dl had mixed drinks with dinner and a couple more afterward. Along about sundown things
started to loosen up abit.

"Hey," Helen said, her hard, plastered-on face brightening, "let's play strip poker.”

"l didn't bring any cards," Soane sad.

"Oh, darn," she pouted. "How about you, Jack? Dan? Haven't one of you guys maybe got a deck of



cardsinyour car?'
We both shook our heads.

"Maybe the people who lived here—" She jumped to her feet and ran into the kitchen to start
rummaging through the various drawers.

"Je-sus Chrigt!" Clydine said, "if she wantsto take her clothes off so goddamn bad, why doesn't she just
go ahead and take her clothes of f?'

Sandy smiled dightly. It wasthefirst timel'd ever seen her doit.
"Comeon, you guys," Helen cdled, "hep melook."
"We cleaned out dl those drawersthis afternoon,” Sandy said, her voice seeming very far away.

"Damnit dl, anyway," Helen complained, coming back into the living room. She plunked hersdf back
down on the couch beside Soane, sulking.

The orgy wasn't getting off the ground too well.

"Jeeze," Helen said, "you'd think somebody'd have a deck of cards. Myron aways has a deck of cards
with him. All the sergeants do. They play cardsdl thetime.”

"At least when they're playing cards, they're not dropping napalm on little kids," Clydine said acidly.

Helen'seyes narrowed. "I don't know about some people, but | think we ought to back up our
sarvicemen dl theway.”

"Sodol," Clydinesaid. | blinked at her. What the hell ?"I think we ought to back them up asfar as
Hawali, at least,” shefinished.

It took Helen aminute or two to figure that one ouit.

"I'm proud to be the wife of aserviceman,” she said findly, not redlizing how that remark sounded under
the circumstances.

"Letitlay,” | muttered to Clydine.
IIBut _”
"Don't somp acripple. It's not sporting.”

"Hey," Jack said, moving in quickly to avert abrawl, "1 meant to ask you, Cd, are we gonnatake pistols
with us, too? On the hunt, | mean?"

"Sure," Sloane said. "Why not? If we don't get any deer, we can dways Sit around and plink beer cans.”
Hegiggled.

"Y ou got anything definite out of that other guy yet, Dan?' Jack was pretty obvioudy dragging thingsin
by the hedlsto keep Helen and Clydine away from each other'sthroats. A beef between the women



could queer thewhole party.

"Carter saysthe whole dedl could hang on him goin'. Y ou better nudge him alittle.”

"He's gottamake up hisown mind," | said. "l cant doit for him."

We kicked that around for awhile. We had another drink. | imagine wewere al starting to fed them a
little, even though we'd been pretty carefully spacing them out. Even Sandy started to get loosened up a
bit.

Then we Started telling jokes, and they began to get raunchier and raunchier — which isn't unusud,
considering what this party was supposed to be. In al of her jokes, Helen kept referring to the male

organ asawiener, which, for some reason, just irritated hell out of me.

| went on out to the kitchen to get a beer, figuring to back off on the whiskey alittle to keep from getting
completely pie-eyed. | heard the padding of bare feet behind me. Clydine had her shoes off again.

She caught me at therefrigerator. "Thisisan orgy?' shesaid. "'l don't think these people know how.
They'relike abunch of kids sitting around trying to get up nerve enough to play spin the bottle.”

"Y ou want some action?' | leered at her.

"Well, after that popcorn and purity routine last night, I'm pretty well primed. When does something
happen?”

"Hey, inthere," Helen called, "no sneaking off into dark corners. If you're gonna do something, you gotta
do it out herewherewe can al watch.” She giggled coarsdly.

"That doesit!" Clydine said. She grabbed my arm. "Let's go screw — right in the middle of the goddamn
rug!"

"Coal it," | sad, "I'll get thingsmoving."
"Wadl, somebody's going to have to. Thisisworse than agoddamn Girl Scout camp.”

I rummaged around until | found alarge glass. Then | got a couple more bottles of beer and went back
to theliving room.

"I'll bet he was copping afed." Helen snickered. "How wasit, honey?!

| ignored that, but Clydine glowered at her.

"l just remembered agame," | announced. "The Germansplay it in the beer halls”
"What kindagame?' Helen demanded allittle blearily.

"It'sakind of drinking game," | said, pouring beer into the large glass.

"A drinking game," she objected. "That's no goddamn fun, How about asex game?”

"Just hang tough,” | said. "The point of thisgameisthat the person who takes the next to the last drink



out of hisglass— not the last one, but the next to the last one— hasto pay a penalty of somekind."
"What kind of pendty?' Sloane asked.

"Any pendty we decide. Everybody getsto kick himin the butt, or he hasto go outside and bay at the
moon, or he— or she— hasto take off one piece of clothing or —”

"Hey," Helensaid, "l like that last one." Some how | knew shewould. "That soundslike aswell game.”
"That's a pretty big glass," Jack objected.

"That'sthe point,” | explained. "Nobody can just chug-a-lug it down. Y ou can take abig drink or alittle
one, but remember if the next player finishesit off, you gottaped off oneitem of clothing— asock, your
pants, abra, or whatever."

We haggled abit about the rules, but findly everybody agreed to them. We dl discarded our shoesto
get that out of theway. | caught a glimpse of Sandy's face. It seemed completely indifferent. We pulled
our seatsinto akind of circle and began passing the glass around.

Soane, of course, polished off thefirgt glass, and Helen, with agreat dedl of giggling and ostentatious
display of leg, peded off agtocking. | think that mentaly shewas till at the™"Y ou show meyours, and I'll
show you mine" stage of development. Then Jack caught Sandy, and she mutely followed Helen's
example

It went severd rounds, with Sloane, Jack, and me pretty well ableto control it — smply because we
could take bigger drinks. | hadn't dropped it on Clydine yet.

"Come on, crumb,” she hissed a me. "I'm beginning to fed like avirgin." Helen was down to her panties
and bra, and Sandy wasin her dip. I'd lost one sock and both Jack and Sloane were down to their
dacks and shorts. | wastrying not to look at Jack's tattoos.

"How much have you got on under that?' | asked Clydine. She had on adark jersey and apair of
dacks. No sox.

"Jugt panties,” she said. "l want to best that dim-witted exhibitionist down to skin." Her competitive spirit
was up. It wasasilly game, but wewere al drunk enough to start taking it alittle serioudy.

So the next time around, | emptied the glass, Clydine stood up and dowly pulled off the jersey. Her little
soldiers snapped to attention. | heard a sharp intake of breath from Jack. Clydine took a deep breath,
and Sloane choked alittle.

"Come on, come on," Helen snapped, "let's get on with the game. That's not the only set of boobsin the
room.” What apig!

Sandy lost her dip, and then Helen's brawent. She thrust her breasts out as far as she could, but they
were pretty sorry-looking in comparison to my two little Mends. It'safunny thing about nudity. Helen
looked vulgar, but Clydinedidn't. My little Bolshevik was completely natural about the whole thing. After
thefirst shock wore off, her nude breasts were amost an extension of her face — pretty but not vulgar.
Helen'sface stopped at her neck with the sharp line where her makeup |eft off. Below that shewas
obscene.



| lost my other sock, Jack lost his pants, and Sandy's brawent. There was asort of smplicity, dmost
purity in the way she numbly exposed herself.

"Break-time," Soane giggled. "My kidneys are awash.” He hustled on back to the can with Jack right
behind him. Clydine wandered around alittle, looking at the furniture, and Helen sat sulking. Shewas
obvioudy outclassed; Sandy had a great shape, and Clydine, of course, was out of sight.

"It'snot much of agameredly,” | said gpologeticaly to Sandy.

Shelit acigarette, seemingly oblivious of her own nakedness. "It doesn't matter,” shesaid. "It'sonly for a
littlewhile, so it doesn't make any difference.” | was suddenly disgusted with mysdlf for having come up
with thewhole silly idea. Why does aguy do thingslike that?

"I'm not being nosay," | said, lying in my teeth, "but why do you hang around with Jack anyway? Y ou
know theresno futureinit for you.”

"Oh, Jack'sdl right,” shesaid. "If it wasn't him, it would just be somebody else. It'sonly for alittlewhile
ayway."

She kept on saying that. Nobody was that cool. Maybe it was just away of keeping things from getting
to her.

"I likeyour little friend," she said, suddenly flashing aquick smile toward Clydine. The smile made her
face suddenly come alive, and there was something just under the surface that made me look away.

Sloane and Jack came back, and the rest of us trekked back one at atime to use the facilities.

The game continued in afairly predictable way, with dl the girlswinding up totaly nude, and Sloane,
Jack, and mein just our shorts. Despite somefairly obvious suggestions from Helen about where the final
penalty should be paid, each couple retired to a separate bedroom for the last stages of the party.

Asl said before, Clydine and | had both gotten pretty well worked-up the preceding night, and we went
at each other pretty hot and heavy thefirst time. The booze, however, took its well-known and pretty
obvioustall. | wasn't really making much headway the second time around, just sort of trying to entertain
afriend, so to spesk.

"It'snot working, Danny," she said softly. "We're both too tipsy. Let'stalk."

| started to roll over.

"No," shesaid, locking her legs around me, "just stay there. It'skind of nice, and thisway I'm surel've
got your atention.”

"Oh, gosh, yes," | said, mimicking Carter. "Thismay add an entirely new dimension to the art of
conversation.”

"Just relax,” shetold me. She pulled me down.

"We're not for keeps, Danny," she said after amoment. ™Y ou know that, don't you? I'm saying this
because | keep having thisawful impulseto tdl you that | loveyou.”



| started to say something, but she squeezed me sharply with her legs.

"Let mefinish," shesad, "whilel've dill got the courage. | know you think it'sslly, dl this— well —
political suff I'minvolved in, but it's awfully important to me. | believeinit. | wish you did, too.
Sometimes | just wish you'd believe in something — anything, but you don't.”

| started to say something again, and she gave her pelvisaviciouslittle twist that damned near
emasculated me.

"I'm going to do that every time you interrupt me," she said. She had along memory. | don't think I've
ever been so completely helpless before or since. She had me — asthey say — at her mercy.

"In about amonth,” she went on, "you're going back up to the U, and I'll be sarting to go to class herein

acouple of weeks. Y ou're going to be gone for ten days on this hunting expedition of yours. Between
now and thefirst of October — lessthan ten days— isdl weveredly got. Am | getting maudlin?!

| didn't dare answer.

"If you've gone to deep, damn you, I'll cripple you.”
"I'mhere" | said, "don't get carried away."

"Have | made any sense?"' she asked.

"I'm tempted to argue,” | said, "but | think you're probably right. If wetry to keep it going after | get to
Sedttle, it'll just the on us anyway, and we'd both fed guilty about it. It's easy to say that it'sonly thirty
miles, but the distance between Seeitle and Tacomais alot more man that redlly.”

"It'sadamned shame," she said. Sherocked her hips afew times under me, gently. "When it comesto
this, you're just clear out of sight, but that's not redlly enough, isit?"

"Notintheend, itisnt," | said sadly. "At first itis"

"Let'sgiveit another try," shesaid. "'l want to say something silly, and | want you to be too distracted to
hear me"

Thistimewe madeit, and just aswedid shesaid, "I loveyou," very softly inmy ear.
| whispered it back to her, and then she cried.
| held her for along while, and then we got up and got dressed.

Sandy was standing at the kitchen sink with a cigarette and a glass of whiskey, still nude, looking out the
window at the moonlight.

"We haveto run, Sandy," | told her softly. "Tell Jack, OK?"

She nodded to me and smiled vaguely at Clydine. "He's adeep now," she said. "He dways goesto
deep. Sometimes|'d liketo talk, but he aways goesto deep. They dl do." Shetook adrink of whiskey.

"Itll bedl right,” | said inandly.



"Of course" shesad, her voicedurring ahbit. "In just alittlewhile

Clydineand | went on out and got in the car. | backed on out to the road and drove on down toward
Ffe

"She kept saying that al night,” | said. "'It'sonly for alittlewhile” What the hell isthat supposed to
mean?'

"You're not as smart as | thought you were," Clydine said to me. "It's as plain as the nose on your face."
"What?'

"She'sgoing tokill hersdf.”

"Oh, comeon,” | said.

"Shelll be dead before Christmas.”

| thought about it. Somehow it fit. "I'd better tell Jack,” | said.

"Mind your own business," shetold me. "It hasn't got anything to do with him."

IIBut_n

"Just stay out of it. Y ou couldn't stop it anyway. It's something that happened to her along time ago.
She'sjusgt waiting for theright time. Leave her done.”

Women!
"Let'sgo back to your place," she said. "I want us both to take a good hot bath, and then | want to deep

with you— just deep. OK?'
"Why not?' | said.

"Seemsto me you said that was the worst reason in the world for doing anything.”

"I'm aways saying thingslikethat," | told her.

11

Thefollowing Wednesday, the first of September, we were al going to get together out at Carter'sto
make surewe had everything dl et for the hunt. We were going to be leaving on the ninth, and so we

were kind of moving up onit.

Stan had finally committed himsdlf to going dong, which surprised me since | figured that Monicawould
just flat veto the idea. | guess maybe she figured that that would be too obvious— or maybe shed tried
al thetricksin her bag, first the nagging, then theicicles, then crossing her legs, and none of them had



worked. Stan was pretty easygoing most of the time, but he could get hisback up if the occasion came
aong. I'd gotten avague hint or two about the kind of pressure she was putting on him, but he was
hanging in there. Then, quite suddenly, she seemed to givein. She got red niceto everybody, and that
redlly worried me.

The other guys had decided to bring their wives on out to Carter'sto kind of quiet down the rumblings of
discontent which were beginning to crop up asaresult of our frequent dl-male gatherings and planning
sessions. 1'd asked Clydine, but there was a meeting of some kind she wanted to attend. Besideswhich,
shetold me, sheld about had the establishment types and their antics. I'd wanted her to meet Claudia;
but, dl things consdered, it was probably for the best that she didn't come. Jack and Ca would have
been as jumpy as cats with her around after the little orgy on Sunday. | knew she could keep her mouth
shut, but they wouldn't have been so sure.

Anyhow | was over & Mikesthat afternoon finishing up therifle. Maybeit wasjust luck, but the thing
was coming out beautifully. | hadn't redlly taken pridein anything for along time, and | wasredly getting
akick out of it. Mike came out when he got home from work and sat on the edge of the workbench with

aquart of beer while | put the last coat of stock-finish on the wood. 1'd finished bluing the action the day
before. All that was left was alast rubdown on the wood, mounting the ding swivels and assembling the

gun.

"Man," he said admiringly, "that's gonna be one fine-looking weapon. How much you say you've got into
it?'

"About seventy-five bucks dtogether,” | said, "and about thirty-forty hours of work."
"Beautiful job," he said, handing me the quart. | took aguzzle and gave it back.
"Now | just hope the son of abitch shoots straight,” | said. "I never fired it before | started on this.”

"Oh, | wouldn't worry," he said. "That old Springfield was always a pretty dependable piece of
machinery. Aslong as you can poke one up the spout, shelll shoot.”

"I sure hopeyou'reright,” | said, carefully leaning the stock againgt the garage wall to dry. | scoured my
hands off with turpentine and began working a them with some paste hand-cleaner.

"Betty saysyou're staying to dinner.” Hefinished the quart and pitched it into abox in the corner.

"Yeah," | sad. "I'll haveto start paying board here pretty quick.” | had been eating with them pretty
often.

"Glad to have you," he said, grinning. "It gives me somebody to swap war storieswith.” Mike and | got
dongwel.

"Hey," hesaid. "I hear that was quite a party Sunday.”
"Itwasan orgy,” | said. "You ever met Helen — that pig of Sloane's?’
"Once or twice."

"Then you've probably got a pretty good idea of how things went."



"Oh, gosh, yes" He chuckled. "Jack wastelling me that little girl you brought has got quite a shape on
her."

"You can tel that shesagirl."

"He sad he didn't much care for her though.”

| laughed about that, and then | told Mike about the little confrontation.

"No kidding?' Helaughed. "I'd sure love to have been able to see the expression on hisface.”
"What face?' | laughed. "It fdl right off."

"Was Sandy What's-her-name there with Jack?' he asked.

"Yeah. Quiet asever.”

"She'sadrange one, in't she?”'

"Clydine— that's my little girl-chum — saysthat Sandy's gonnakill herself pretty quick.” | probably
shouldn't have said anything, but | knew Mike had sense enough to keep his mouth shuit.

"What makes her think s0?'

"I don't know for sure— maybe they talked or maybe my little agitator isrelying on the well-known, but
seldom reliable, intuition women are supposed to have."

"Maybe 0," Mike said thoughtfully, "but I've heard that girl say awfully weird things sometimes. If that's
what she'sgot in mind, it would sure explain ahdluvalot. You tdl Jack?'

| shook my head. "He wouldn't believeit in the first place, and what could he do about it?"

"That'strue," Mike admitted. He did down off the bench and looked ruefully at hisbelly. "Sureis gonna
get tiresome carryin' this thing up and down mountains. God damn, aman can get out of shapeina
hurry." 1 think we both wanted to get off the subject of Sandy.

"Beer and home cookin'," | said. "Do it to you every time." | washed my hands at the outside faucet,
dried them on my pants, and got my clean clothes out of my car. Wewent inside, and | changed clothes
in the bathroom. After we ate, Mike and | had a couple beers and watched TV while Betty cleaned upin
the kitchen. She sang while she was working, and her voice was clear and high, and she hit the notesright
on. Therés nothing so nice asawoman singing in the kitchen.

Jack and Marg showed up about seven with a case of beer, and we all sat around talking. Marg looked
like sheld gotten ahead start on the drinking. She was alittle glassy-eyed.

"How'd you get tangled up with this Larkin guy, Dan?" Jack asked me. "He seemed alittle standoffish
when | met him the other day."

"Oh, Stan'sOK," | said. "He'sjust alittle formal till he getsto know you. Hell loosen up.”

"| sure hope s0."



"We shared an gpartment for awhilewhen | wasup at theU," | said. "We got dong pretty well."
"He done much hunting?' Mike asked.

"Birds, mostly,” | said. "I've been duck hunting with him afew times. He's awfully damned good with a
shotgun.” | told them about Stan'striple on ducks.

"That's pretty good, but I'll bet | could till teach him athing or two about shotgun shootin'," Jack
boasted.

"Herewe go," Margaret said disgustedly, "the mighty hunter bit." Her words were alittle durred.

"I'm good, swestie," Jack said. "Why should | lie about it? 1 am probably one of the world's finest wing
shots. Every time | go out, you can count on pure carnage.”

"Y ou know what's so damned disgusting about it?" Mike said. "The big-mouth son of abitch can
probably makeit stick. | saw him bust four out of five thrown beer bottles one time with a twenty-two
rifle”

"Never could figure out how | missed that last one," Jack said. "Must have been a defective cartridge.”
"You'reimpossible" Betty laughed. Nothing bothered Betty.

"Just good,” he said, "that'sal. Classwill tell." Jack smirked a usall.

"When you guys get him out in the woods," Margaret said dryly, "why don't you do the world afavor
and shoot him?"

We drank some more beer and sopped up dip with potato chips. Mike and Betty had a comfortable
little house with furniture that was nice but not so new asto make you afraid to relax. It was a pleasant
placeto talk.

Soane and Claudiadrifted in about eight with some more beer and Sloane's ever-present jug of
whiskey.

"Hey" — he giggled —"isthiswherethe action is?' He bulked large in the doorway, the case of beer
under one arm and his hat shoved onto the back of his head. Claudia pushed him on into the room. They
looked odd together. She was so tiny, and he was so goddamn gross. It dawned on me that she was
even smaller than my littleradical cutie. | wondered how in the hell shéld ever gotten tangled up with
Soane

With him &t the party, of course, any hope of quiet conversation went down the drain. Hewas a
good-natured bastard though.

"Wait till you see what Dan's done with the rifle you unloaded on him," Mike said.
"Get it done, old buddy?' Sloane asked me.

"Not quite," | sad.



"Bring it around when you get donewithit,” hesaid. "1 might just buy it back.”
"l believe I'll hang onto thisone,” | told him.

Stan and Monicacame alittle later, and | could seetheicicles on her face. She clicked that smile on and
off rapidly as | introduced them to everybody. Stan seemedill at ease, and | knew sheld been at him

pretty hard again.

"| thought Stanley said there were going to be six of you on thislittle expedition,” she said brightly.
""'Somebody must be missing.”

"McKlearey," Jack said. "He's pretty undependable. Likely he'sinjail, drunk, or in bed with somebody's
wife— maybeal three"

"Redly?' she said with adightly raised eyebrow. She looked around the room. "What a charming little
house," she said, and | saw Betty's eyes narrow dightly at the tonein the voice.

So that was her new gimmick. She was going to put us down as abunch of dum-type dobs and make
Stan fed shitty for having anything to do with us.

"It'salot more comfortable than the trailer the 'great provider' here has me cooped up in,” Marg said,
playing right into her hands.

"Oh, do you livein one of those?' Monicaasked. "That must be nice— so convenient and everything.”

| ground my teeth together. There was nothing | could do to stop her.

"Sometimes | wishwelived in one," Claudia'slow voice purred. "When your husband needs aliving
room the size of abasketbal court to keep from knocking things over, you get a bit tired just keeping the
clutter picked up.”

| knew damned well Claudiawouldn't be caught dead in atrailer, but she wasn't about to let this bitch
badmouth Betty and Marg.

"Oh," Monicasad, "you have alarge house?'
"Likeabarn." Soane giggled.

"| just adore big, old houses," Monicasaid. "It's such ashame that the neighborhoods where you find
them deteriorate so fast.”

Jack laughed. "Soane's neighborhood up in Ruston isn't likely to deteriorate much. He's got two bank
presidents, amill owner, and aretired admira on hisblock. The whole street just reeks of money.”

Monicafatered. Certain parts of Ruston were about as high class as you were going to get around
Tacoma

Soane giggled again. "Costs afortuneto live there. They inhde me every year just for taxes.”

"Oh, Cdvin," Claudiasaid suavely, "it's not that bad, and the neighbors are nice, they don't fed they
have to 'keep up' or put each other down. They don't have this'status thing."



Monicasface froze, but that put an end to it. Claudiahad red class, the one thing Monica couldn't
compete with. The little exchange had backfired, and she was the one who came out looking like adob.
She hadn't figured on Claudia.

Then Lou showed up. Hewas alittle drunk but seemed to be in agood humor. "Hide your women and
your liquor," he announced in that raspy voice of his. "I'm hereat last." A kind of tensgon cameinto the
room very suddenly. McKlearey still seemed to carry that air of suppressed violence with him. Maybe it
wasthat giff Gyrene brace he sood in dl thetime.

Why in hell couldn't herelax?1 gtill hadn't really bought that quick changeover of hison the night when
weld firgt sarted talking about the High Hunt. I'd figured it was agrandstand play and he'd back out, but
so far he hadn't. Onething | knew for sure— I'd have surefelt alot better if he and Jack weren't going
up into the woods together. Both of them could get pretty irrational, and there were going to be alot of
gunsaround.

"Wherein hell have you been McKlearey?' Jack demanded. "Y ou're an hour late.”

"l got tied up,” Lou said.

"Y eah? What's her name?’

"Who bothers with names?' McKlearey jeered.

| saw Margaret glance sharply at Lou, but hisface was blank. She was actualy jealous of that creepy
son of abitch, for Chrissakel!

"Let'sdl have abdt,” Soane suggested. He hustled into the kitchen and began mixing drinks.

| sat back, rlaxing abit now that al thelittle interpersond crises were over for the moment. | think that's
why I've always been kind of aloner. When people get a each other and the little tensions start to build,
| get just uncomfortable as hdll. It's like having your finger in alight socket knowing some guy behind you
has his hand on the switch. Y ou're pretty sure hewon't redlly turnit on, but it till makes you jumpy.

| glanced over at Claudia. | liked her more and more. | wished to hell | didn't know about Sloane and
his outside hobbies.

Stan caught my eyewith alook of strained apology. He, of course, had been on to Monicaslittle
performance even morethan | had. | shrugged to him dightly. Hell, it wasn't hisfault.

Soane digtributed the drinks and then stood in the archway leading to Mike's dining room. "And now,”
he announced, "if you ladies will excuse us, well adjourn to the dining room here and discussthe
forthcoming daughter." He giggled.

"Right," Jack said, getting up. "We got plansto make." He was alittle unsteady on hisfeet, but | didn't
pay much attention just then.

Therest of usgot up, and we trooped into the dining room. | saw Monicas face tighten as Stan got up.
She didn't want him out of sight, not even for aminute.

"Now," Mike said after weld pulled up the chairs and sat around the table, "I've made the ded with this



guy named Miller in Twisp, so that'sal sttled.”

"Wherein hdl is Twisp, for Chrissake?' Lou demanded.

Mike got amap, and we located Twisp, asmall town in the Methow Valey.
"How'd you get to know a guy way to hell and gone up there?" Soane asked.

"I've got acousin who lives up there," Mike said. "He introduced meto Miller when | was up therea
year ago."

"What kind of guy ishe?" Jack asked.

"Rough, man. Hetellsyou to do something, you damn well better do it.”

"He better not try givin' meabad time," Lou said belligerently.

"He'd have you for breskfast, Lou," Mike said. "I've seen him, and you can take it from me, he'sbad.”
"Yeah?' Lousad, hisjaw tightening.

"Knock it off, McKlearey," Soane sad; he wasn't smiling. Lou grumbled ahbit, but he shut up.
"Anyway, thisisthe ded," Mike went on. "It's fifty bucks each for ten days. Helll buy the food, and well
pay him for it when we get there. He figures about thirty bucks aman. It would usualy be ahdluvalot
more, but, like | told you, he'sjust getting into the business, and so he doesn't want to charge full price

yet"

"How the hell is he gonnafeed us on three bucks aday each?' Jack demanded, taking a straight belt of
whiskey from Sloane's bottle,

"WEell eat beansmostly, | expect,” Mikesaid. "l told him we weren't exactly rolling in money, and not to
get fancy on the chow. He said we could get by with alittle camp meat to tide us over.”

"Camp meat? What the hell'smat?' Lou asked. He was being deliberately dense.

"Helll knock over adoe once we get up into the high country,” Mike explained. "Weéll et that up before
we come out. All the guides up there do it. | guess the game wardens don't much care aslong asyou
don't bring any of the meat out — or if they do, there's not ahdluvalot they can do about it."

"Good ded," | said, lighting acigarette.

"Now," Mike went on, "he said well each need arifle, one box of shells, apair of good boots, agood
warm coat, severa pair of heavy sox, acouple changes of clothes, and agood deeping bag. Oh, one
other thing — he wants usto put our clothes and stuff in some kind of sack so we can hang them here
and there on the packhorses."

"Hell," Lou said, "why don't we just roll ‘em up in our deeping bags?'

"Then what do you do with them at night, you dumb shit?' Jack demanded.



"Hang 'em on afuckin' tree,”" Lou said.

"They'd be soaking wet by morning,” | told him.

"Can everybody get dl the stuff | just read off together?' Mike asked.

"Shouldn't be much trick to that," Jack said. " The clothes shouldn't be any problem, and Cd's bringin’
most of the guns. Sleeping bag's about the only big thing, if aguy can't borrow one." Hetook another
drink of whiskey.

"Miller saysits colder'n hell up therein the high country,” Mike said, "and we damn well better be ready
for it. I wouldn't recommend skimping on the deeping bag. He says he's got the tents and cookware, so
we won't have to worry about that."

"Oh, hey," | said, "l was down at that surplus store downtown. | got a pretty good bag — army job —
for about ten bucks. Some of you guys might want to check them out.”

"That sure beats the twenty or thirty they cost at the department stores,”" Jack said. His voice sounded a
little thick. Hed been hitting the jug pretty hard.

"I'd haveto take alook at them," Lou said, hisvoice surly. By God! He was il fighting thisthing, even
now. If he didn't want to go, why the hell didn't hejust say so and quit bugging therest of us?

"l guessthat's about everything then," Mike said, looking at thelist. "We get together at Sloane's on the
evening of the eighth for afina check-through on dl the gear, and then we leave a midnight on the ninth.”

"Onething," Jack said. "Are we gonnatake pistols or not?"

"What did Miller say about it?" | asked Mike. | hoped to hdl that held vetoed theidea. A guy might stop
and think with arifle, but adamned pistol isjust too easy to use.

"He didn't say, oneway or the other," Mike said.

"Wadl," Jack pergasted, "are we gonnatake ‘em or not?' He'd been pushing the handgun business from
the very start, but he'd never told me way.

"All right,” Soane sad, "let'stake 'em." There went my last hope. Most of the guns that were going were
Soane's, from the pawnshop. If hed said no, that would have been it.

"I'll take that .45 automatic,” Jack said. The gun held pulled on methat day. That just brightened hell out
of my whole evening.

"Say," Stan said, coming into the conversation for the first time, "whileyou're dl heremaybe | can get a
guestion answered. I've shot alot of birds, but I've never shot at abig anima. Thismay sound alittle silly,
but where exactly are you supposed to aim for?' Stan wastrying to be one of the guys, but he il
seemed alittle Stiff.

"Right through the neck," Lou said, poking at Stan's windpipe with hisfinger. It was supposed to look
like ademondtration, but like always, Lou poked alittle harder than necessary.

"Depends on how far away you are,” | said. "'l wouldn't try for aneck shot at two hundred and fifty



yards. Best bet dl around is right behind the front shoulder.”

"Right through the boiler factory,” Jack agreed. "I'll go along with Dan on that. Y ou've got heart, lungs,
and liver al in the same place. Y ou're bound to hit something fatal.” He sounded drunk.

"And you don't gpoil much mest,” | said. "A few spareribsis about dl.”
"But for God's sake, don't gut-shoot,” Mike said. "A gut-shot deer can run five miles back into the

brush. You've got to track for hoursto find him."

Stan shook hishead. "'l don't know," he said. "When it getsright down to it, | wonder if | could redlly
pull thetrigger. | went out once after deer, but | didn't see anything. | thought about it that time, too. A
bird isonething, but adeer is— well, alot morelikewe are. It might be alittle hard to shoot if you think

about it too much." Oh, God, | thought, the Bambi syndrome.

"Shit!" McKlearey exploded. "Y ou make more fuss about a damn deer than | ever did about shootin’
peoplée! It's the same thing— just point and pull and down they go." McKlearey had taken an instant

didiketo Stan — just like | had to him.
Stan looked at him. "l guessit'swhat you're used to,” he said. These two were about asfar apart astwo

guysarelikey to get.
"If you fed that way about it, why are you comin' dong?' Lou said belligerently.

"Lou, why don't you shut up?' Mike said. "Y ou're getting obnoxious.”

"Wdl, hegivesmeapan.”
Stan stood up. Hisface was set. He looked like he was getting ready to paste McKlearey in the mouth.
| was alittle surprised to see him take offense so easily — maybe Monica's chipping was putting him on

edge.
"Sit down, Stan,” | said. "He'sdrunk.”

"What if | am?' Lousaid. "What if | an?'

"That's enough, Lou," Soane said. His voice was rather quiet, but you could tell he meant what he said.
Soane could surprise you. He was such aclown most of the time that you forgot sometimesjust how
much weight he could swing. Not only was he big enough to dismantle Lou with one hand, but he could

fire him when he got done.

Lou sat back and shut up.

Wetaked about it alittle more, and then went back into the living room with the girls. | had acouple
more beers and sat back on the couch, watching. Margaret seemed to be pretty well loaded. Her voice
was loud, and she seemed to be hanging around McKlearey. | thought that she/d have had better sense. |

hadn't been counting drinks on her, but she wasflying high.
Claudia came over and sat beside me. "Y ou boys get everything al squared away in there?' she asked,
her deep, soft voice sending the usua shiver up my back.



| nodded. "I think everything'sal lined up.”

"Sounded like there might have been abit of an argument.”

"McKlearey," | sad. "l wishto hell hed show up someplace sober sometime.”

"He'srotten when he'sdrunk,” she agreed, "but he's not much better sober.”

"He'sared creep,” | sad.

"l wish Cavinwould get rid of him," shesaid. "l just hate to have him around.” She paused for a
moment. "Dan," she said findlly, "what's the problem with Mrs. Larkin? She had no reason to talk to

Margaret and Betty theway shedid.”

"l don't know, Claudia. | think what it boils down to isthat she doesn't want Stan to go on thistrip, and
she'sdoing her level best to make things miserable for him."

"Oh, that'ssad,” she said. "Is shethat unsure of hersdf with him?"

"| thought it was the other way around,” | said. "She seemsto have him on a pretty short leash.”

"That'swhat | mean,” she said. "A woman doesn't do that unless she's not sure of hersdlf.”

"Never thought of it that way," | said. Suddenly it al clicked into place. Claudia knew about her husband
and his affairs, and it wasn't that she didn't care— as Jack had said that first night. She probably cared a
great ded, but she knew Ca and the squirming insecurity that kept driving him back to the gutter for
reassurance. She could live with it — maybe not accept it entirely — but live with it. But why Sloane, for
God's sake?

"Oh-oh," Claudiasaid, "trouble." She nodded her head toward the dining room. | saw Jack and
Margaret standing in there talking to each other intensely. Margaret's face was flushed, and she looked
mad as hell. They were both drunk.

Her voicerose alittle higher. "I'll drink as much as| damn well please, Migter Alders,” shesaid.

"Y ou're gettin' bombed, stupid,” Jack said. Loaded with charm, my brother.

"Sowhat?' she demanded.

"You're makin' adamn fool of yoursdf," he said, hisvoice mushy. "Y ou been crawlin' al over Lou likea
bitchin heet.”

"What if | have?' shesaid. "What'sit to you?"
"Grow up," Jack said.

"He doesn't seem to mind,” she said.
"He'sjust bein' polite.”

"That'sal you know, Migter Big Shot!" Margaret said, her voice getting shrill.



"Shut up,” hetold her.

"Don' tel meto shut up, Big Mouth," she said loudly. "Therés afew things you don't know, and maybe
itstimel wised you up."

"Oh, boy," | muttered, "herewe go." | glanced over at Lou and saw him easing toward the door. |
shifted, getting ready to move. If anybody was going to get a piece of McKlearey, it was going to be me.
If thisblew, I'd stlack him up in acoiner if | could possibly manageit.

"Will you shut your goddamn stupid mouth?' Jack demanded.

"No, | wont," shesaid. "I'm gonnatdl you something, and you're gonna—"

Then he hit her. It was an open-handed dap across the face but a good solid shot, not just apat. She
rocked back, her eyesalittle glazed. | came up moving fast and got hold of him. Claudia and Betty got
Margaret and led her off toward the bathroom. She seemed alittle wobbly, and she hadn't started
hollering yet.

"Let'sget someair, buddy," | said to Jack and took him on out through the kitchen door into the
backyard.

"That stupid big-mouth bitch!" he said when | got him outside. "Shewas gonnablab it dl over thewhole
damn room about her and McKlearey. | shoulda had my head examined when | married her."

He knew about it. Hed known about it dl aong.
"That was a pretty hefty clout you gave her, wasn't it?" | said.

"Only way to get her atention,” he said, trying to focus his eyes on me. "Got to hit her hard enough to
shut her up.”

"Maybe," | said. Therésno point in arguing with adrunk.

"Sure. Only way to handle 'em. Couldn't let her shoot her mouth off like that in front of everybody, could
1?"

| could sure see why he didn't stay married for very long at atime. | took his car keys out of his pocket
and sat him on Mike'slawn couch. | didn't want him getting any wild ideas abouit trying to drive anyplace.

"Why don't you cool off abit?' | suggested.

"Good idea," he said, leaning back. "It was gettin’ pretty hot in there.”

"Yegh"

"God damn, I'm glad you came back home, little brother," he said. Y ou're OK, you know that?' He
patted my arm clumsily. "Never knew how good it'd be to have you around." His eyes weren't focusing

a al now.

| stood there for afew minutes, and then | heard asnore. | decided it was warm enough. 1'd pour himin



the back seat of my car later. | went back insde.

"Redlly? That soundsterribly exciting,” Monicawas saying. She was Sitting on the couch with Lou, and
he wastelling her war stories. She was up to something else now, and | thought | knew what. Lou, of
course, was just stupid enough to go aong with her. Somebody was going to have to shoot that son of a
bitch yet.

| glanced at Stan, and his face made me want to hide. "Or maybe her,” | said to myself. Her little tactic
was pretty obvious.

Mike came over to me. "Jack OK?" he asked quietly.

"He's adeep on that couch thing in the backyard,” | said. "Well have to wring him out to get him home."
"Yeah," Mike said, "he gets drunk pretty easy sometimes." He stopped aminute. "Come on out in the
kitchen," hesaid, jerking hishead. | followed him. "Dan," he said hesitantly, "is something going on
between Margaret and Lou?" | looked quickly at him. I'd thought that he was about haf in the bag. He
was a shrewd bastard and no more drunk than | was.

"Yeah," | said shortly. Again | knew | could trust him. "Jack knows about it, too,” | added.

Hewhigtled. "Son of abitch! Thiscould get alittleintense. And the way that Larkin broad isthrowin' her
assat him, Lou'slikely to get apiece of her before too long, too. Y ou know, Dan, this has the makings of

ared funtrip.”

"You know it, buddy," | said. "We may have to haul that Jarhead son of abitch out of thewoodsina
sack."

"He's puretrouble. | wish to hdl hewas out of thislittle hunt."

"You and meboth," | agreed. "Mike, you're not screwing anybody's wife, are you? | don't think my
nerves could take any more of thiscrap.”

Helaughed. "Betty would castrate me," he said. "Y ou got no more worries.”

"God" — | chuckled —"what ardlief.” | looked on into the living room. Monicawas redly snuggling up
to old Lou, and he was lapping it up. "Wed better get McKlearey away from her before he throwsthe
blocksto her right there on the couch,” | said. " She doesn't know what she's messing with, | don't think.
Or maybe she does— anyway, she can diddle with King Kong for al of me, but I'd rather not have Stan
watching.”"

"Right," hesaid. "I'll get him to hep me with Jack. Y ou want usto put himinyour car?"

"Yeah," | said, "you'd better. Here are the keys. Why don't you drive him on over and take McKlearey
and Soanewith you? I'll bring Marg dong in Jack's car when the girls get her straightened out. Then |
can run you guys back here. That ought to break up the action alittle.”

"We can hope," Mike said and went to get McKlearey and Cdl.

Thiswhole damned thing was getting wormier and wormier. Wed be damn lucky if any of us got out of
the woods alive. | went on back to the bedroom to see how the girls were doing with Margaret.
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By the next Saturday we were dl getting things pretty well in shape. | had decided that | could find
enough doming in my duffle bag to keep mewarm and dry in the woods. All | needed was agood warm
jacket and ared hat. There was no trick to locating those.

It took alittle more scrounging, but | found aguy — a Gl out at the Fort, | think — who sold me a
whole bucketful of .30-06 military ammunition at five centsaround. | suspect that hed stolenit, but |
didn't ask.

That morning | took my gunsto the police range and began the tedious business of sghting in therifle. It
was cool and cloudy, with no wind — aperfect day for shooting. | findly got it honed into agood tight
group about an inch high at two hundred yards and decided that would do it. Then | went over to the
pistol range and pumped afew through that old single action .45.1 cameto the conclusion that if | ever
had to shoot anything with it, I'd better be pretty damn close.

| was supposed to pick up Clydine about three thirty, but | still had plenty of time, so | swung on by
Stan's place on the way back from the range. | knew he was having ared bad time, and he needed all
the support he could get. Monicawas making life miserable for him, if her behavior at the party was any
indication. For some reason this hunt had become amajor issue between them. | figured that if he could
just win thisone, it might change the whole picture.

"How'sit going, old buddy?" | asked with fase cheerfulness when he answered the door. The place was
dill uncomfortably nest.

"Not too well," he said with agloomy face. "Sometimes| think thiswasal amisiake.”
"Oh, comeon now," | said. "You've just got the pre-season jitters.”

"No. Monicaisnt redly very happy about my going. She said some pretty nasty things about you and
the others when we got home Wednesday."

"I'll bet," | said. "Wednesday night was kind of a bummer anyway. Don't let it shake you — her being
agang it, | mean."

"Still," he said dubioudly, "it'sthefirst redly serious disagreement we've ever had. | don't know if it's
worthit." Shejust about had him on the ropes. | was goddamned if 1'd let her win now.

"Look, Stan," | said, "no woman has ever been that excited about her man's wanting to hunt and fish. It's
in the blood — you know, basic functions, cave-keeping and bringing home the meat. M odern women
have got us cave-broken, and they hate to see usreverting. But aman needs to bust out now and then.
Give him achanceto get duty and smelly and unhousebroke. It's good for the soul. Degp down, women
redly don't mind dl that much. Oh, they put up afight, but they don't really mind. It putsthings back in
perspective for them." It was crackpot anthropology, but he bought it. | kind of thought he would. He
wanted to win this one, too.

"Areyou sure?' he asked, wanting to believe.



"Of course," | told him, "you're deding with primitive ingtincts, Stan. Monica doesn't even know why
she'sfighting it. Y ou can be damn sure, though, that she really wants you to stand up to her. She'stesting
you, that'sdl." That ought to throw some reverse English on the ball.

"Maybeyou'reright,” he said.

"Sure," | told him, "that'swhat hunting isredlly al about. God knows we don't need the mest. Y ou can
buy better meat a helluvalot cheaper at the supermarket. Deer mest is going to average about five dollars
apound — that's for something that tastes like rancid mutton.” | waslaying it on pretty thick, and hewas
buying every hit of it. Heredly wanted to go, and convincing him wasn't al that hard.

"Y ou get that rifle you were going to borrow?" | asked him, wanting to change the subject before he
caught me up atree.

I'd planted enough, though, | thought. At least he wouldn't roll over and play dead for her.

"Yes'" hesad, "I picked it up thismorning. It belongsto afellow at the school, but he had a heart attack
and can't hunt anymore. He said that if | like theway it shoots on thistrip, hell sdll it to me.”

He fetched the gun, and | looked it over. It was one of those Remington pumpsin .30-06 caliber,
scope-mounted and with asissy-pad on the butt. | felt my shoulder gingerly. Maybe arecoil pad would
be a good investment if aman planned to do alot of shooting.

"Good-looking piece,” | said. "You sghted it in yet?'

"Thefellow said that it wasright on at two hundred yards."

"Probably wouldn't hurt to poke afew through it just to make sure,” | told him. " Sometimesthey get
knocked around alittle and won't hit where youreaming. I'll give you afistful of military rounds so you
can make sure.” | told him where the police range was, but he dready knew. So | showed him how to
adjust the sghts, gave him about fifteen rounds and took off. | didn't want to be around if Monicacame
back. He'd told me sheld been gone since early that morning on some land of errand, and he didn't
expect her back until evening, but | didn't want to take any chances. | might just have trouble being civil
to her.

| wanted to swing on by Sloane's pawnshop to see how things were shaping up with the other guys, so |
buzzed right on over there. My earswere ill ringing and | could have used a beer, but | figured that
could wait.

Sloanewasin the place donewhen | got there.

"Hey, Dan," he said, "how'd it shoot?"

"Dead on at two hundred,” | said.

"Good dedl. Say, you hear about Betty?"

"What? No. What's up?’

"That damned kidney of herswent sour again. Mike had to put her in the hospital again last night.”



"Oh, no," | sad, "that'sadamned shame."
"Yeah. I'm afraid Mike won't be able to go with us, poor bastard. He wouldn't dare leave now."
"Chrigt, Cd," | said, "that'll wash out the whole dedl then, won't it?" | felt sick.

"No, | don't think s0," Sloane said. "I called Miller thismorning as soon as | heard about it. He wasn't
any too happy, but hell gill take us. 1t'stoo late for him to get another party.”

"It'sdtill adamn shame," | said. "Poor Betty wasjust getting back on her feet from last spring, and
Mikesredly been counting on thistrip. | waslooking forward to getting out with him."

"It'salousy bregk,"” Soane said. "It'sagood thing weincluded Larkin in. Miller wouldn't have held il
for just four guys.”

"| had to give Stan ashot of highlifejust alittlewhile ago,” | said. "Hiswifesgiving him awhole bunch
of crap about thetrip."

"She'sared bitch, isn't she?"
"They'd have been ahead to have drowned her and raised a puppy,” | agreed.

"Shewasredly out to raise hdll last Wednesday," Sloane said. "Hey, could you use ablast? I've got a
jug inthe back, and it's about time for my early afternoon vitamin shot.”

"Oh, | guess| could choke some down,” | said. "Might take some of the sting out of my shoulder.”
"That old aught-six steps back pretty hard, doesn't it?" he said, leading me into the back room.
"Y ou know she's there when you touch 'er off," | agreed.

Hetook afifth of good bourbon down from one of the shelves. "I stick it up high,” he said, "so Claudia
doesn't find it. She's sudden death on drinking on the job. | wouldn't want to get fired." He giggled.

"Hadn't you better sit where you can keep an eye out front?' | asked.

"What the hell for? On the fourth of the month the Gl's arefat city — rollin' in money. Everybody's
aready redeemed last month's pawns, and nobody |ooks for pawnshop bargains on Saturday afternoon.
Their neighbors might see them and mink they were hurting for money. Here." He passed methe jug.

| took along pull. "Good whiskey," | said assoon as| got my bregth.

"Fair," he agreed, taking adrink. "Oh, hey. | wanted to show you the pistol I'm taking dong." He
rummaged around and came up with a.357 Ruger, frontier style.

"Chrigt, Soane," | sad, "ian't that alittle beefy?!
"It shoots .38 specid aswell," hesaid. "I'll probably take those."

"Itsgot agood helf toit," | said, holding the pistal.



"Got aholgter too," he said, pulling afancy Western-type cartridge belt and holster out of one of his
bins

"Man," | said, "Pancho Villarides again. We're going to go into the woods with more armament than a
light infantry platoon.”

"Jack's got that Army .45 auto, and McKlearey's taking a Smith and Wesson .38 Military and Police,"
hesad.

"I don't know if Stan'sgot ahandgun,” | said. "When you get right down to it, they're not redlly
necessary.” | wanted to say something more about that, but | figured it was too late now.

"It just kind of goeswith thetrip," Sloane said, amost apologeticdly. "If it'stheland of thing you only do
once, you might aswel go al theway."

"Sure, Cd," | said, looking at my watch. "Say, I've got to run.”

"O.K. Here, have onefor theroad." He handed methe jug again. | took another belt, and we waked on
back out into the shop again.

"Keepintouch," hesad.

"Right." | waved and went on out to the street. Goddamn Sloane wasjust abig kid. | began to
understand Claudia even alittle better now. God knows he needed somebody to take care of him.

| dropped the guns and clothes off at the trailer and buzzed on out to the Patio for afew beers. | still had
acouple hours before | was supposed to pick up Clydine. It was ill cloudy, but no rain. It wasthe kind
of day that's always made me fedl good. Even the news about Betty hadn't been able to change that. |
parked the car and went inside whistling.

McKlearey wasthere at the pinball machine — as usua — till standing at attention. He saw me before
| could back out.

"Hey, Danny," he said, "come have abeer." | hate having people | don't like call me Danny. My day
went sour right about then.

"Sure" | said. | followed him to the bar and ordered adraft.

"Hey, old buddy," he said, dapping me on the shoulder with afalsejovidity that stuck out like asore
thumb. "How you fixed for cash money?"

"Oh," | said cautioudy, "I've dtill got acouple bucks.”
"Can you see your way clear to loan mefivetill payday?'

| couldn't think up an excusein ahurry. | reached for my wallet before | even stopped to mink. Y ou get
that reflex inthe Army, | don't know why.

"I get paid on Wednesday," he said, watching me, "and I'll get it right back to you then."



| pulled out afive and handed it to him.

"ot to pick up some stuff, Lou,” | said. "'l don't think I'd better cut it any tighter.”

"Sure" hesad, "that's OK. Thisll get meby. I'll be sureto get it right back to you on Wednesday."
"No swest, Lou," | said.

"No," hesaid, "aguy ought to stay on top of hisobligations.”

There was five bucks down the tube.

"Y ou hear about Carter'swife?' he asked, settling back down at the bar.

"Yeah," | sad, "l just stopped by the pawnshop. Sloanetold me."

"Damn shame," he said indifferently. "Oh, well, there's enough of usto makethetrip OK." He seemed
amost glad that Mike wasn't going. He was arotten son of abitch.

"Sure" | said, "well beableto swing it."

"l just got here afew minutes ago,” he said. ™Y ou was lucky to catch me. | just had ared high-class
broad in the sack at my place."

"Oh?" | had apicture of what held call a"high-class broad.”

"Yeah. | only met her afew daysago, but it don't take aguy long to make out if he knows the score.
Y ou know her, but | ain't gonnatell you who sheis. Nice set of jugson her and ared wild ass.”

McKlearey was about as subtle as abrick. What in hell was Monicaup to? If shewanted alittle strange
stuff, she sure as hell could have done better man this creep.

McKlearey chuckled obscenely. "Y ou should have seen it, Danny boy. She comesto my fuckin' pad
about ten this morning, see. Some dumb routine about something sheld 'misplaced’ at a party wewas
both at, and had | seeniit. At first | thought shewastryinto say I'd stoleit, see, so | was alittle hot about
it— you know, cut her right off. Well, she hung around and hung around, smilin' and givin' methe glad
eye and stickin' her titsout at me, see, so | ask her if she wants abeer, see. She says she don't mind, and
we have abeer and sart to get friendly.”

| could just picture Monica gagging down abeer at ten in the morning.

"Wadl, | make my move, see" hewent on, "and dl of asudden she gets cold feet, see. Comes on with
this'l don't know what you think | came herefor, but it certainly wasn't that!" He mimicked her voice
fairly well. "But | know women, see, and shewasjust pantin’ for it. | figure she wanted it rough, see—
them high-class broads dwayslikeit like that — so | says, 'Come here, you bitch,' and | yanks off her
clothes and throws her on the bed, and | pokeit to her, right up to the hilt. At first she kind of half-ass
triesto fight me off, but pretty soon she getswith it, see. Wild piece of tail, man!" He chuckled again and
ordered another beer.

| began to hope held get hit by atruck before we ever went into the woods. Thiswas going to be abum
trip, and now | was out five bucks. | told him | had to run, and | took off. The whole business with



Monicahad me alittle confused though. Why McKlearey, for Chrissake?

| asked Clydine about it that evening a my place, explaining the situation and describing the people and
what had happened.

"Now, why in God's name would she want to have anything to do with that creepy Jarhead?" | asked
her.

Clydine sighed and shook her head. "Oh, Danny," she said in along-suffering tone. ™Y ou're SO smart
about some things and so hopeless when it comes to women.”

"l manageto get by," | said, dipping my hand up under her sweatshirt and grinning at her.

"Do you want to play or do you want to listen?" she asked tartly. "Somehow I've never been ableto
believe aman's serioudy ligtening to what I'm saying if he'sfondling me a the sametime.”

| pulled my hand out. "OK," | said, "all serious now. No fondling. Shoot."
"All right. One: Wifey doesn't want Hubby to go out and shoot Bambi — right?”
"No — Wifey doesn't want Hubby to get off the leash.”
"Whatever. Two: Hubby isjedous of Wifey's good-looking round bottom, right?"
"OK," | sad.
"Three: Wifey knows there's bad blood between Hubby and Creepy Jarhead, right?*
"Goon."
"Four: Wifey figuresthat if Creepy Jarhead makes big pass at Wifey's good-looking round bottom,
Hubby will blow his cool, punch Creepy Jarhead in the snot-locker and stay home and hold Wifey's hand
instead of going out with the bad old hairy-chested typesto dry-gulch poor little Bambi, right?"

"Wrong," | said. "Creepy Jarhead did not just make pass. Creepy Jarhead threw the blocks to Wifey's
little round bottom. It shoots your theory dl to hdll.”

She shook her head stubbornly. "Not at dl," she said. "Wifey movesin those circles where when alady
say's no, the men are polite enough to stop. Poor little Wifey underestimated the Creepy Jarhead, and
that'swhy she got blocksin her bottom."

| blinked. By God, she had it! "Y ou are an absolute dall,” | told her. "Now tell me, since thiswent
gunnysack on her, what pogition is Wifey in now?"'

"Little Wifey'sgot her tit in thewringer," Clydine said sweetly. " She can't scream rape— it'stoo late for
that, and besides, Hubby might go to the Fuzz and then the Creepy Jarhead would spill his guts about her
being the one who madethe first move. Sheis, if shesanorma Establishment woman, fedling guilty as
hell about now for having committed adultery with aman she doesn't even like. I'd say she screwed
hersdf right out of action— literally. Hubby can go out and exterminate the whole deer population and
shewon't be ableto raise afinger. End of analysis. Satisfied?’



"It dl fitstogether perfectly,” | said. ™Y ou know, my little pansy of the proletariat, you are absolutely
beatiful."

"I'm glad you naticed,” she said, shuggling up to me. "Now you may fondle, if you like."

13

On Tuesday night we gathered at Sloang'swith all our gear. Jack and | got there alittle late, and the
otherswere aready dtting around the kitchen waiting for us. Stan's face looked grim, and McKlearey
was dready alittle drunk. Sloane seemed relieved to see us, so | imagine things had been getting a bit
Srained.

"Therethey are," Soane said aswe waked in. "Wherein hell have you guys been?"

"I had to get cleaned up,” Jack said. "I've been crawlin' around under afuckin'’ trailer down at thelot dll
day."

"Have abeer, men,” Soane sad, diving into the refrigerator. He came up with afistful of beer cansand
began popping tops. "'Y ou guys bring your gear?"

"Yeah," | sad, "it'sout inthecar.”

"Why don't you go ahead and bring it onin," he said. "I've got thelist of dl the stuff well each need, so
I'll check everybody off." It was sort of funny realy. Sloane was such aclown mogt of the time that you
hardly took him serioudy, but when Mike had dropped out, held taken charge, and nobody questioned
him about it.

"What well do," hewent on, "is get everything dl packed up, and then well storeit al here. That way
nobody forgets anything, OK?"

Weadl agreed to that.

"Then tomorrow night, we al take off from here. Stan is going to ride with me, right Stan?"

Stan nodded.

"We can swap off driving that way," Soane said. "Dan, you and Jack aregoing in hiscar, right?’
"Yegh"

"And Lou wantsto take hisown car, | guess. Damned if | know why, Lou. Thered be plenty of roomin
ether of the other cars.”

"l just want to take my own car," Lou said. "Does anybody have any objectionsto metakin' my own
fuckin' car?' Hewas sitting off by himself like he had that first night, and his eyeslooked alittle odd. |
thought maybe he was drunker than I'd figured &t firdt.

"It just seemsalittle unnecessary, that'sdl,” Sloane said placatingly.



"Does anybody have any objectionsto metakin' my own fuckin' car?' Lou repeated. Heredly had a
bag on.

“Take the motherfucker,” Jack said. "Nobody gives a shit.”
"All right, then," Lou said. "AU right, then." Hisvoice wasalittle shrill.

"All right, calm down, you guys,” Sloane said. "If we start chipping at each other, well never get done
here." Everybody seemed to bein afoul humor.

Jack and | went back out to the car to pick up our gear. "That fuckin' McKlearey is gettin' to be abig
painintheass" Jack said as he hauled out his sack. "I wish to Christ we'd included him out.”

"We needed the extraguy to make the ded with Miller," | said.
"We could have found a dozen buys that would have been better.”

"He'safirg-class shithed, dl right,” | agreed, lifting out my rifle. "He tapped me for five bucks the other
day."

"Oh, no shit?" Jack said. "Didn't | warn you about that? Well, you can kissthat five good-bye."
We went on ingde with the gear.

"Let'stakeit dl into theliving room," Soane said. "Weve got room to spread out in there, but for
Chrissake don't spill any beer on Claudias carpet! Shelll hang dl our scalpsto the lodge-poleif

somebody messesup.”

"Weredl housebroke," Jack said. "Quit worryin' about the goddamn carpeting.” Hewasin a
particularly lousy mood tonight for some reason.

"OK, you guys, spread out and dump out your gear,” Sloane said. For some reason he reminded me of
ascoutmaster with abunch of city kids.

"Seeping bag," Soane sad.

Each of us pushed his degping bag forward.

"Gear-bag — or clothes bag, or whatever the hell you want to call it." He looked around. We each held
up asack of somekind. Looky, gang, Daddy's going to take me camping. "OK, now as we check off
theitems of clothing and what-not, sow them in your sack, OK?"

He went down through the ligt of items— clothing, soap, towels, everything.

"OK," hesaid, "that takes care of al that shit. Y ou'll each be wearing your jackets and boots and all that
crap, so were al set there. Now, have you al got your licenses and deer-tags?”

"I'll pick up minetomorrow,” Lou said.

"McKlearey," Jack said angrily, "can't you do one fuckin' thing right? We were al supposed to have that



taken care of by now."

"Don't worry about me," Lou said. "Just don't worry about me, Alders. I'll have the fuckin' license and
teg."

"But why in hell didn't you take care of it before now, you dumb shit?" Jack shouted. "Y ou've had as
much time astherest of us."

"All right,” 1 said. "It'sno big dedl. So heforgot. Let's not make afederd case out of it."

"Dan'sright,” Sloanesaid. "Y ou guys are touchy as hdl tonight. If we start off thisway, thewhole thing's
gonnabeabust.” He could fed it, too.

"Let'sget onwiththis" Stan said. "I've got to get home beforetoo late.”
"Keepin' tabs on that high-classwife of yours, huh?' Lou snickered.

"I don't redly seewherethat's any of your business," Stan said with surprising heet. | guessthat
McKlearey had been at him before Jack and | got there.

"McKlearey," | said, trying to keep my cool and keep the whole thing from blowing up, "you're about
half in the bag. Y ou'd beway out in front to back off alittle, don't you think?’

"Y ou countin' my fuckin' drinks?' he demanded. "First your shithead brother, and now you, hun? Well, |
can get my own fuckin' license, and | sure as hell don't need nobody to count my fuckin' drinksfor me."

"That'senough,” Sloane said sharply, and hewasn't smiling. ™Y ou guysal got your rifleswith you?'
We hauled out the hardware. Sloane had the .270 held tried to sell me, Stan had the Remington, Jack
had that Mauser, Lou had a converted Springfield, and | had the gun I'd been working on. All therifles
had scopes.

"Two boxes of ammunition?' Sloane asked. We each piled up the boxes beside our rifles.

"Hunting knives?'

Wewaved our cutlery a him.

"| guessthat's about it then."

"Say," Jack said, "how about the handguns?*

"God damn" — Soane giggled —"1 dmost forgot. I've got them in the closet. Let's see. Dan, you and
Stan each have your own, don't you?"

Stan nodded. "1 have," he said quietly. He reached into one end of hisrolled deeping bag and after some
effort took out a snub-nosed revolver. He fished in again and came out with a belt holster and abox of
shells. Somehow the gun seemed completely out of character. | could see Stan with atarget pistol
maybe, but not a people-eater likethat. And he handled it like he knew what he was doing.

"Chrig," | said, "that's an ugly-looking little bastard.”



"We had aburglar scarelast year," he said, seeming alittle embarrassed.
"What the hell can you hit with that fuckin' little popgun?' Lou sneered.

"It'sa.38 specid,” Stan said levelly. "That's hardly a popgun. And I've had it out to the range afew
times, and | cm hit what | shoot at." He gave Lou a hard ook that was even more out of character.

Lou grunted, but he looked at Stan with an odd expression. Maybe the son of a bitch was thinking about
how close held cometo getting a gutful of soft lead bulletsfor playing silly gameswith Monica | hoped
he'd get afew nervous minutes out of it.

"Y ou got yours, haven't you, Dan?' Sloane asked.

| nodded. I'd rolled up the gun bdlt, holster, and pistol and brought them over in a paper sack. | pulled
therig out and laid it across the deeping bag. The curve of the butt and the flare of the hammer
protruding from the black leather holster looked alittle dramatic, but what the hell?

"Jesus," Sloane said, dmost reverently, "look at that big bastard.”

Nothing would do but to pass the guns around and | et everybody fondle them.

"Y ou got ours here, Cal?" Jack asked. He sure seemed jumpy about it — like he wasn't going to relax
until he got his hands on that pistol.

Soane got up and went out of the room for aminute. He came back with three belts and holsters. The
357 Ruger of hiswas dmost acarbon copy of my old .45, alittle heavier in the frame maybe. His holster
and belt were fancier, but the leather was new and squeaked alot. McKlearey's .38 M & P had afairly
conventional police holster and belt, but Jack's .45 auto wasin area odd lash-up. It looked like
somebody had rigged up aquick-draw outfit for that pig. | don't know how anyone could figure to get an
Army .45 into operation in under five minutes, but there it was.

We sat around in acircle, passing the guns back and forth. My .30-06 got alot of attention. Sloane
particularly seemed quite taken withiit.

"I'll giveyou ahundred and ahdf for it," he said suddenly.

"Comeon, Ca," | said. "Y ou can get abrand-new gun, scope and dl, for that. Y ou couldn't get more
than ahundred and a quarter for that piece of mine, even if you were sdlling it to ahafwit.”

"l don't want to sl it," he said. "1 just like the gun." He siwung the piece to his shoulder a couple more
times. "Damn, that'sa sweet gun,” he said.

Stan took the gun from him. "Y ou did anicejob, Dan," he said.
"Poor Calvin figures he got royaly screwed on that dedl," Jack said, laughing.

"No," Soane said, "it was my businessto look at the merchandise before | set the price. | screwed
mysdf, so I've got no bitch coming.”

Lou went out and got another beer.



Jack held up hisrifle. "Thisthing'sapig, but it shoots where you aim it, so what the hell?

"That'sdl that counts," Stan said.

McKlearey came back.

"We'reall pretty well set up,” | said. "1 was about half afraid somebody'd show up with a.30-30. That
beast's got the ballistic pattern of atossed brick. About al its good for is heavy brush. Out past a
hundred yards, you might aswell throw rocks."

"And we're not likely to bein brush," Jack said. "Y ou get up around the timberline and it opens up to
where you're gettin' two- and three-hundred-yard shots.”

"Miller saysweéll be camping just below the timberling," Soane said, "and well beriding on up to where
well hunt, soit'll likely be pretty soon.”

"Good ded," Lou grunted. "1've about had agutful of fuckin' jungle.”
"Air gets pretty skimpy up there, doesn't it?" Jack asked.

"At six to eight thousand feet?' Soane giggled. ™Y ou damn betcha. Some of you flatlandersl| probably
turn pretty blue for thefirst couple days.”

We carried the gear into Sloan€e's utility room and piled it al in acorner and then went back into the
breakfast room just off the kitchen. Sloane opened another round of beers, and we sat looking at amap,
tracing out our route.

"Well go on up to Everett and men across Stevens Pass," Sloane said. "Then, just this side of
Wenaichee, well swing north on up past Lake Chelan and up into the Methow Valey to Twisp."

"| thought that was Mee-thow," Lou said.
"No," Soane answvered. "Miller cdlsit Met-how."
Lou shrugged.

"Anyhow," Ca went on, "if we leave here at midnight, we ought to be able to get over there by eight
thirty or nine. Some of those roads ain't too pure, so well haveto takeit easy.”

"WEIl be leaving for camp as soon aswe get to Miller's?" Stan asked.
"Right. He said held feed us breskfast and then we'd bit the trail.”
"Gonnabealittlethinondeep,” | said.

"I'm gonnasack out for afew hours after work," Jack said.

"Probably wouldn't be abad ideafor al of us," Soane agreed.

We had afew more beers and began to fedl pretty good. The grouchy snapping at each other eased off.



It even seemed like the hunt might turn out OK after dl. We sat in the brightly lighted kitchen in aclutter
of beer cans and maps with afog of cigarette smoke around us and talked about it.

"Hey, Danny," Lou said suddenly, "you pretty fast with that old .457"

"Oh, | played with it somewhen | first got it,”" | said. "l guess everybody wantsto be Wyatt Earp oncein
hisMe"

"How fast areyou?' heinsisted.

"God, Lou, | don't know. | never had any way to timeit. | could best that guy on Gunsmoke — Maitt
Dillon — you know how he used to draw at the sart of the program?I'd let him reach firgt, and then I'd
beat him."

"Pretty fast," he said, "pretty fast. Let's see you draw." He wasn't going to let it go.
"Aw, hdl, Lou, | haven't handled that thing for two years. | probably couldn't even find the gun buit."
"Go ahead, Dan," Jack said. "Show us how it'sdone. Y ou agun-fanner?”’

| shook my head. "I tried fanning just once— out at the range— and | splattered lead al over the
country. That might be al right across a card table, but a any land of range, forget it."

"Let'sseeyou draw," Lou said again, prodding me with hiselbow. Once again it was alittle harder than
necessary.

"Sure, Dan," Soane sad, "let'sseetheold proin action.”

Now don't ask me, for Chrissake, why | gavein. | don't know why. The whole idea of having pistols
along had spooked meright from the start, and the more that things had built up between these guys, the
less| liked it. In the second place, | don't like to see abunch of guys messing around with guns. It'stoo
easy for somebody to get hurt. What makes it even worseisthat this quick-draw shit starts too many
people's minds working in the wrong direction. All things considered, the whole damned business may
just have been one of the stupidest thingsI've ever donein my life. | suppose when you get right down to
it, it was because that goddamn McKlearey rubbed me the wrong way. He acted like he didn't believel
knew how to handle the damned gun. Thefact that | didn't like McKlearey was pushing meinto awhole
lot of decisonslatdly, it occurred to me.

Anyway, | got up and went back into the utility room and got my gun belt. | pulled the wide belt around
my waist and buckled it. | was anotch bigger around the belly than I'd been before | went in the Army.
Too much beer. | tied the rawhide thong at the bottom of the holster around my thigh and checked the
position of the holster. | made a couple of quick passesto be sure | could still find the hammer with my
thumb. It seemed to be where I'd left it. | took the gun out of the holster and went back out to the
kitchen.

"Hey," Jack said, "therés the gunfighter. God damn, that gun belt surelooks evil strapped on like that.”
Jack was getting alittle high again.

"If you start with the gun aready out of the holster,” Lou said, "I can see how you could beat Matt
Dillon."



"Y ou want to take a chance on my having forgotten to unload thisthing?" | asked him flatly.

"God, no," Soaneyelped. "For Chrissake don't shoot out my French doors.”

| opened the loading gate, dipped the hammer and rolled the cylinder dong my arm at eyeleve,
checking it carefully. | figured I might aswell give them the whole show. | snapped the gate shut and spun
the gun experimentaly a coupletimesto get thefed of theweight again. Frankly, | felt alittleslly.
"Fancy," Soanesaid.

"Judt limbering up,” | told him.

"Let'sseehow it'sdone,” Lou insisted.

| dipped the pistal into the holster and positioned my hand on the belt buckle.

"Draw!" Lou barked suddenly.

Asluck would haveit, | wasready, and | found the hammer with my thumb on thefirst grab. The gun
cleared smoothly, and | snapped it about waist high and alittle out. It was afair draw.

"Jesud" Sloane said blinking.
"God damn!" Jack said. "Just like agtrikin' snake." He was getting akick out of it.
"Lucky," | sad.

Even Lou looked impressed. Stan grinned. HE'd seen this before. God knows how many hours hed
watched me practice when we'd been roommeates.

"Dothat again," Jack demanded.
"Why don't | quit whileI'm ahead,” | said. "Next time | might not even be ableto find the damn thing."
"No," heinsisted, "I mean do it dow, so we can see how it's done.”

| holstered. "Look," | said. "Y ou spread out your hand and come back, see? Y ou catch the curve of the
hammer on the neck of your thumb, like this. As soon asyou hit it, you close in your hand — you cock
the gun and grab onto the butt at the sametime. Then you pull up and out, putting your trigger finger
insde the guard as the gun comes out. Y ou're ready to shoot when it comes up on line. Theideaisto
makeit al onemoation.” Silly asit sounds, | was getting akick out of it. The sullen scowl on McKlearey's
face madeit al worthwhile.

"You did dl that just now?" Jack said increduloudy. "Shit, if aman wasto blink, hed missthewhole
thing."

"It took afew hoursto get it down pat,” | said, doing the tie-down. I'd grabbed alittle hard, and my
thumb was stinging like hell. | could fed it clear to the elbow. I'd doneit OK though, so | figured it wasa
good timeto quit. No point in making acomplete ass of mysdif.

"Here," Soane said, getting up, "give me somelessons.” He went into the utility room and came out with



the Ruger and the new belt and holster. He cinched the belt around hismiddle.
"Lower," | said, sitting back down.

He pushed down on the belt. "Won't go no lower," he complained.
"Loosenit.”

He backed it off a couple of notches. "That'sthe last hole," he said.

"Itll do."

"Helookslike asack of potatoestied in the middle." Jack laughed.

"Just keep mouthin' off, Alders,"” Sloanethreatened, "and I'll drill you before you can blink." Hetook on
amenacing stance, his hand over the gun buit.

"OK," | sad, "tieit down."

He grunted as he bent over and lashed the thong around hisleg.

"Let'sseethegun,” | said. He handed it to me and | opened the loading gate. The pale twinkle of brass
stared back at me. | felt a sudden cold hand twist in the pit of my stomach. He must have reloaded it
when he put it back in the utility room after weld been looking them over out in theliving room. | should
have known thiswas amistake. | tipped up the gun, dipped the hammer, and dropped the shells out of
the cylinder onto the table, one by one, dowly. They sounded very loud asthey hit the table and
bounced.

"Shit, man!" Lou said in astrangled whisper.

| picked up one of the shells and looked at the base, *.357 magnum,” | observed in avoice ascam and
mild as| could makeit. "Y ou could blow me refrigerator right through the wall with one of these."

Soane blushed, | swear hedid. "'l forgot,” he mumbled.

"Or you could knock McKlearey's head hafway down to the bay — beer canand al.”
"All right, I forgot. Don't make afedera case out of it." Soane was getting pissed off.
"Well, that'slesson number one," | said, handing him back the gun. He holstered it.

"Lesson number two. Don't trust anybody when he saysagun isempty. Always check it yourself." |
pamed the shdll | was holding.

"But | saw you unload it," he protested.
"How many bullets on the table?

He counted and his eyes bulged. He snatched out the gun and checked the cylinder. | dropped the last
oneonthetable.



"Smart ass" He snorted.

"Never hurtsto be sure. Guns are madeto kill with. If you're going to play with them, you damn well
better be sure they understand. A gun's got ared limited mentality, so you've got to do most of the
dunking." Maybeif | could shake them up alittle, they'd stop and give the whole business alittle thought.
"All right, don't rub it in. What do | do now?"

"Hold your hand about waist high and spread out your fingers.”

"Y ou gtarted from over here," he objected putting hishand on hisbelly.

"Y ou can get fancy once you get the hang of it," | told him.

| talked him through the draw a couple of times. Then hetried it fast and naturally he dropped it on his
foot.

"God damn!" he bellowed, hopping around holding the foot.
"Heavy, aren't they?" | asked him pleasantly. "And somehow they aways seem to land on your foot."
He gingerly put hisweight on hisfoot and limped heavily around the room.

"That's called gunfighter'sgimp,” | told the others. "Next to the Dodge City Complaint, that's the most
common alment in the busness™

"What's the Dodge City Complaint, for God's sake? S oane demanded.

"That'swhen you start practicing with aloaded gun and blow off your own kneecep.”

"Bullshit, too!" Hewinced. "Not thislittle black duck." He started unstrapping the belt. "I'll stick to
Indian wrestling. These goddamn things are just as dangerous from the back asfrom thefront." That's
what 1'd been trying to tell them.

"Let's seethat fuckin' thing," Lou demanded, getting up. He strapped it on. It hung alittle low, but it
looked alot more businesdike on him than it had on Sloane. He went through it dowly a coupletimes
and then began to pick up speed. He was pretty good and not quite as drunk as I'd thought.
"Comeon, Alders," he said to Jack, "I'll take you." He snapped the gun at Jack's head.

God damnit, | hate to see somebody do that!

"Come on, shithead," Jack told him, waving hishand. "Don't point thet fuckin' thing at me."

"Strgp on your iron, hen-shit," Lou said.

"Give meyour gun, Dan," Jack said suddenly. He was about half-drunk, too.

| saw that there was no point in trying to talk them out of it. | stood up, stripped off the belt and handed
it to Jack. He strapped it on and tied it down.



"Y ou've got to give me acouple minutesto practice,”" he said.

"Sure" Lou said. "Take aslong asyou want."

Jack hooked and drew afew times. He picked it up fairly fast, but | knew he was no match for
McKlearey. As| watched him, | noticed for the first time how small my brother's hands were. That .45
looked like a cannon when he pulled it.

"All right, you big-mouth son of abitch," hesaid to Lou. "Somebody call it."

They squared off about ten feet apart.

"Onthree" | said. It might aswell be me. | was hoping Jack would win by some fluke. That might quiet
things down.

| counted it off, and Lou won by aconsiderable margin.

"Now | guess we know who's the best man." He laughed.

"Big ded," Jack said disgustedly.

L ou snapped the gun at him again. "Back in the old days, you'd be buzzard-bait right now, Alders,” he
sad. "Wdl, who's next? Who wants to take on the fastest fuckin' gun in Tacoma?' He stood at a tiff
brace, hisface fixed in abelligerent leer.

Jack dropped the gun belt back on the table. He was grinding his teem together. He was redly pissed. |
knew | should havejust let it die, but | couldn't let that bastard get away with it. Goddamn McKlearey
rubbed me the wrong way, and | didn't like the way he'd put down my brother. | figured it wastime he
learned that he wasn't King Shit. | stood up and strapped on the gun.

"Wdl, wdl," hesaid, "thelast of the Alders. | beat you and I'm top gun, huh?"

"That'll bethe day,” Stan said quietly.

"You don't think | can?' Lou demanded.

| finished tying down the gun.

"Who's gonna count?' Lou said.

"Never mind the count,” | said. "Just go ahead when you'reready.” | wanted to rub hisfaceinit, and I'd
noticed that Lou always squinted when he started to draw. | figured that was about al the edge I'd need.

It was. | had him cold before he got the gun clear. | didn't snap thetrigger but just held the gun leveled at
hisface. He froze and gawked at the awful hole in the muzzle of that .45. | guess Lou'd had enough guns
pointed a him for real to know what it was all abouit. | waited about ten seconds and then dowly
sgueezed the trigger. The snap of the hammer was very loud.

| spun the gun back into the holster, grinding nun alittle more. He was till standing there, frozeninthe
same place. He was actually sweseting, and his eyes had aweird |ook in them.



"And that about takes care of the fastest gunin Tacoma,” | said, and | took off my gun belt.

Lou tried to get Soane or Stan to draw with him, but they weren't having any. Sloaneand | put our guns
away, and | figured we'd gotten past that little shit-pile. These guys weren't kidding, empty gunsor no. |
think wewere dl starting to dip afew gears.

"l can il outhunt you bastards," Lou said, his voice getting shrill again.

"You'll haveto provethat, too," Jack said.

"Dontworry, I'll proveit,” Lou said. "Any bet you want. First deer, biggest deer, longest shot. You
nameit, and I'll beat you at it." He was pissed off now. HeE'd been put down, and no Marine can ever
take that. What wasworse, he knew | could do it again, any time| fdt likeit. Even that might help keep
things under control. If heknew I'd bethereand | could take him if | had to, it might just keep hismind
off the goddamn guns.

"Hey, therésanidea," Sloane said. "Best deer — using Boone and Crockett points — the other guys
pitch in and buy him afifth of hisfavorite booze."

"Why not ajug from each guy?' Lou said. "I can drink one jug in an afternoon.”
"All right," Jack said. "Onejug of Black Labd from each guy, OK?'

"Why not?' Stan said.

"Sure" | agreed.

Soane shrugged. Money didn't mean that much to him.

"And alittle side bet, too," Jack said. "Just between you and me, Lou. Ten bucks says| get a better
deer man you do." | don't think he'd have made the bet if hed been sober.

"Yougotit," Lou said. "Anybody else want a piece of the action?' He looked around.

"I'll cover you," Stan said. | looked at him quickly. Hisface was expressionless. "Ten dollars. Same bet.”
What the hell wasthis? | suddenly didn't like the smell of it. Stan didn't make bets— ever. How much
did he know anyhow?

"Yougotit," Lou said. "Anybody dse" He looked a me. | looked back at him and didn't say anything. |
didn't have anything to prove— | didn't have awife.

Soane opened another round of beer, and we drifted off into talking about the trip and hunting in
generd.

"I think I'd better go," Stan said. "I've got classes tomorrow, and it's going to be along night tomorrow
night."

"You got apoint, Stan," Jack said.

"Don't forget our fuckin' bet, Larkin," Lou said. He went into the utility room and came back with that M
& P .38 srapped on. He stood in the kitchen, snatching the gun out of the holster and putting it back.



"Takethat, you motherfucker,” he muttered, jerking out the pistol and snapping it. | had avaguefeding it
was me he wastaking to.

Sloane, Jack, and | went with Stan to the front door.
"That McKlearey and | don't get dong too well,” he said as he went out.

"Don't fed likethe Lone Ranger, Stan,” Jack said. "I got agutful of that bastard aready, and we ain't
even left yet.”

"Maybe we can push him off adliff,” | said.
"After hespaid hisshare of the guidefee." Soane giggled.
Stan went on out to his car, and the rest of us went back into the house.

"Son of abitch!™ Lou's voice came from the kitchen. We trooped in, and he stood there with blood
dripping onto thetilesfrom agash in hisleft hand. The stupid bastard had been trying to fan that
double-action .38.

Hot-diggety-damn, thiswas going to be afun trip!
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It rained dl the next day. The sky sagged and dripped, and the trailer court was gloomy and sad. | tried
deeping, but after about eleven or so it was useless. | visited with Margaret, but she was drying clothes
on arack in the living room, and the place was steamy and smelled of wet clothes so badly that it made
me even more miserable. Then acouple of her coffee-drinking friends came in and sarted the usua
woman talk. There was nothing after that but to go to atavern and drink beer. Clydine was busy
registering for classes until about three or so.

Theingde of my car felt damp and clammy as| fired it up, and the windshield fogged over immediately.
| drove up the Street to the Patio, listening to the hiss of my tires on the wet pavement. The parking lot
was sodden and full of puddles. | ran inside to get out of therain as quickly as possible, and sat down on
astool at the bar and ordered a beer. There were four other guysin the place, all about as dispirited as|
was.

| st at the bar, hunched over, watching the cars whoaosh by with the spray flying and the windshield
wipers dapping back and forth. By three | was so goddamn depressed | couldn't stand myself. | called
Mike from the bar and found out that Betty was better. He sounded pretty bitter about not being able to
go with usaswell as half-sick with worry over Betty, so | cut it pretty short.

| was still depressed when | got to Clydine's place. Shelived in ashabby little second-floor gpartment
with Joan — the usua stuff — old sofa cushions on the floor to sit on, posters on thewall, bricks and
boards for bookcases. Joan had gone home right after she'd finished registering, probably to keep on the
good side of her folks, so Clydine and | had the place to ourselves.

Sheld been standing around in therain, and her hair was soaked. Shelooked very young, Sitting



cross-legged on asofa cushion as she dried her hair with abig towel — very young and very vulnerable.

"What's the matter, Danny?' she asked me, looking up. | was douched in their ruptured armchair with a
sour look on my face, looking out the steamy window.

"Therain, | guess,” | said shortly.

"You'reliving in the wrong part of the country if the rain bothers you that much,” she said.
"I don't know, Clydine" | said, "maybeit'snot redly therain.”

"Y ou're worried about thistrip, aren't you?' she said.

"l supposethat'sit,” | said. "Thingsgot alittle hairy last night.” | told her about it.

"Wow!" shesaid. "It sounds like abad Western."

"Maybe that'sthe point,” | said glumly. "The only way a bad Western can end is with abig shoot-ouit.
Y ou ever seen aWestern yet that didn't have a shoot-out?"

"Why don't you just back out?' she asked.

| shook my head. "It'stoo late for that. Besides, | redly want to go; | really do."
She shivered.

"Areyou cold?' | asked her.

"I'l warmupinalittle shesad.

"You little clobberhead," | said. | went over, kndt down beside her, and felt her bare foot. It waslikea
dead fish. | ran my hand up her leg. Her Leviswere soaked.

"Watchit," she murmured.

| ignored that and did my hand up under her swesatshirt. Thelittle soldierswere clammy. "You
knucklehead,”" | said angrily. "Y ou're going to get pneumonia.”

"Il bedl right," shesaid, shivering again. "Y ourejust aworrier."

| stood up and went into her dinky little bathroom. | dumped al the dirty clothes out of the bathtub and
garted tofill it with hot water. | went back into the living room and snagpped my fingersat her. "Up," |
sad.

"What?'

"Up. Up. On your feet." | wasn't about to take any crap from her about it. She grumbled abit but she
got up. "Now march," | ordered, pointing at the bathroom.

"Thisisslly," shesad.



| swatted her on the fanny. Not too hard.
"But the bathroom issuch amess," shewailed.

| pushed her oninsde. The tub wasadmost full. | turned it off and checked it out. It was hot but not
scdding.

"Strip,” | said.

"What?'

"Strip! Ped. Takeit off.”

"Danny!" She sounded horribly shocked.

"Oh, for Christ's sake! Look, Rosebud, you've been running around my place wearing nothing but your
sunny smilefor weeks now. Thisis no time to come down with acase of false modesty.”

"But not in the bathroom!™ she objected, still in that shocked tone of voice.
Women! | reached out and very firmly pulled off her swestshirt.

"Danny," shesaid plaintively, "please.” She crossed her armsin front of her breasts. She was blushing
furioudy. | sat down on thetoilet seat and hauled off her soggy Levis.

"Danny." Her complaining voice wasvery smdl.

Then | took off her panties. They were wet, too. She went into the " September Morn™ crouch.
"All right,” | said, "inthetub."

"But —”

"In the tub!"

"Turn your head,” sheingsted.

"Oh, for God's sake!" | turned my heed.

"Well," she sad defensivdly, "it'sin the bathroom. Ouch! That's hot!"

| looked at her quickly.

"Y ou turn your goddamn head back where it was, you goddamn Peeping Tom!™"
| looked away again.

"All right,”" shesaid findly in that smdl voice, "I'min now." Shewasdl scrunched up in thetub, hiding all
her vital aress.

"Sittight,” | told her. "I'll be back inaminute.”



"Where are you going?' sheydled after me as| hurried out. | didn't answer. | clumped on down the
steps and went out in therain to my car. | had apint of whiskey in the glove compartment, and it was
about haf full. | got it and went on back up to her apartment.

"Isthat you?" she called.

"No, it'sme" | said. Let her figure that one out. 1t'd give her something to do. "Not in the bathroom" —
for Chrissake! | heard alot of splashing.

"Stay inthedamn tub!" | yelled into her.
"I am," sheydled back. "I don't know why you got so bossy dl of asudden.”

| mixed her agood giff hot toddy. As an afterthought, | mixed myself oneaswell. | carried them into the
bathroom.

She'd poured about aquart of bubble bath in the water and had stirred it al up. She wasin suds up to
her chin.

"Wdl," shesad in that same defensive tone, "if you're going to indgst on this 'Big Brother iswashing you'
business, at least I'm going to be decent." She sounded outraged.

"Drink this" | said, handing her one of the cups.

"What isit?"

"Medicine. Drink it." | sat back down on thejohn.

"Boy, areyou ever abear," shesaid, Spping at thetoddy. "Hey, | likethis. What isit?"
| told her.

Somehow in theinterim she'd tied her hair up into adamp tumble on top of her head. She looked so
damned appedling that | got a sudden sharp ache in the pit of my stomach just looking at her.

We sat in dlence, drinking our toddies.

"0000," shefindly said with along, shuddering sigh, "'l was cold.”
"I don't know why you gave me so much static about it,” | said.
"But, Danny," she said, "it's the bathroom. Don't you understand?”

"Never inamillionyears" | laughed. "And don't try to explain it to me. It would just givemea
headache."

Wesat in slence again.

"Danny," she sad tentatively, studying the sudsy toe sheld thrust up out of the water.



"Yes, Blossom?'
"What we were talking about before— this hunting thing. Y ou said you redly wanted to go.”
"Yesh," | said, "l redly do."

"It just doesnt fit," she said. "Y ou aren't the type. | mean, you're not somefat forty out to assert his
manhood by killing things." She'd never talked about it before, but | guessit had been bothering her.

"You'relabding again,” | said. "Oh sure, I've seen the type you're talking about — probably more of
them than you have, but that's not the only kind of guy who hunts. For onething, | eat everything | kill.
That kind either givesit away or throwsit in the garbage can. | don't give game away either. If | don't like
the taste of an animd, | won't hunt it — | won't butcher for somebody else. And | don't collect trophies
— not even horns. People who do that are disgusting. They have contempt for the animal they kill. They
want a stuffed head around to prove to their friends that they're smarter than the deer was. Well, big
goddamn dedl!" Suddenly | was pretty hot about it.

"Wadll, don't get mad at me," shesaid.

"I'm not mad at you, kid," | said. "It'sjust that it burns meto think about it. The beery blowhard with the
broad ass and the big mouth isthe picture everybody's got of the guy who hunts — probably because
he's so obnoxious. He's the shithead who Utters the woods with beer cans and poaches a big buck
before shooting time, and wastes game, and hangs mounted heads dl over hiswall, and pays his duesto
the NRA, and calls himsdlf a'sportsman,’ for God's sake— like hunting was some kind of far-out
footbal game."

"And he probably belongs to the John Birch Society, too," she added.
| let that go by.

"Wel, | know why he'strying to be amighty hunter,”" she said, splashing her feet under the dowly
dissolving suds, "but you gtill haven't told mewhy you are.

| shrugged. "'l haveto,” | said. "It's something | haveto do. That's the thing the Bambi-lovers can't
understand. They ssmper about ‘immaturity,’ and ‘'man doesn't need violence toward hisfellow creatures;
and 'let'shave areverencefor life and keep our forests and wild life just to look at — as nature intended.’
| get so goddamn sick of the intentiona falacy. Whatever the hell some haf wit decidesisrightis
automatically what nature or God intended. Bullshit! Preserve the pheasant from the bad old hunter so
that the fox can tear him to pieces with histeeth. Preserve the cute little bunny so the hawk can fly him up
about athousand feet and drop him screaming to the ground. Y ou ever hear arabbit scream? He sounds
just like ababy. Preserve the pretty deer — Bambi — so he can over-multiply, overgraze, and then
starve to death — or get so weak that the coyotes can ran him down and start eating on his gutswhile
he's il dive and blesting.

"Nature isn't some well-trimmed little park, Flower Child. It's very savage. Theseidiots get dl mushy
and sentimental about our little furry friends, and they get upset when agrizzly inthe Y dlowstone chews
up acouplekids."

"Y ou sound like you hate animas," shesaid. "Isthat it?'

"l loveanimals" | said. "Nobody who hates animals hunts. But | respect the animal for what heis—



wild. | don't try to make a pet out of him. When | go into the woods, I'm going into histerritory. | respect
hisrights. Am | making any sense?’

"I'm not sure,” she said. "But you sill haven't told me why you like to go out and kill things.”

| shrugged again. "It's something | have to do — every so often | haveto go ouit. It's not the killing —
that'sredly avery smdl part of it. It's the woods, and being aone, and — well — the hunting. That word
getsmisused. Actudly, it'sgoing out, finding the animal you want in his own territory, and then getting
close enough to him to do a clean job. He deserves that much from you. Call it respect, if you like.
Anybody who getsdl hiskicks out of the killing has got some loose marbles.”

"l don't understand,” she objected, "I don't understand it at al.”

"You'renot ahunter,” | said. "Very few peopleredly are.”

"Of coursenot," she said sarcadticdly, "after dl, I'm awoman.”

"I've met women who were hunters,” | said, "and damn good ones, too."

"Isit— well — now don't get mad — sexud?"

"Y ou've been reading too much Hemingway." | laughed. "People use sexud termsto describe it because
that's about as close as you can get to it in everyday language that nonhunters would understand.
Hemingway knew the difference, and he knew other hunters would, too, and he knew they'd excuse
him."

"Youmakeit al sound awfully exatic,” she said doubtfully.

"It'snot,”" | sad, "actudly, it'svery smple. You just can't explainit to people, that'sal.”

"Areyou agood hunter?' she asked.

"l try," | said, "and | keep on learning. | guessthat's about al any guy can do."

"Y ou know," she said, looking straight at me. "I don't think this conversation isreally happening. It's
aurredigtic— mein the bathtub and you sitting on the john trying to eff the ineffable to me.”

"What makesit even more psycheddlic’ — | grinned a her — "isthe fact that you're convinced that
you're conceal ed up to the neck when in redlity your suds melted about five minutes ago.”

She blinked and looked down at herself. Then she squedled, suddenly contorting herself into aknot. She
glared & me, her face flaming. "Y ou get out of here!” she said. "Y ou get out of my bathroom, right now!"

| laughed and went on out to the living room. | could hear her perking and grumbling like asmall pot
behind me. | mixed myself another drink. | felt better. She made mefed good just being around her. | sat
down in the chair and looked out at the soggy tail end of the afternoon in a much better humor.

"Hey, you!" She was standing in the doorway. Her hair was still tucked on top of her head. Except for
the hair ribbon she was stark naked. She pitched her damp towel back through the bathroom door and
snapped her fingersat me. "Up!" she said. "On your feet, Buster!"



| got up. "Now, what —"
"March," she sad, pointing imperioudy at the bedroom.
"l don't think you ought to get too overheated,” | started. "I mean, you got abad chill and —"

"Bullshit! Nobody — and | mean nobody — is going to yank my panties off like you did just now and
then tip his hat and walk away. Now you get into that bedroom!”

| went into the bedroom.

After shefinished her revenge, or whatever you want to call it, we talked some more. About ten o'clock
that evening | kissed her good-bye and went out to my car. "Not in the bathroom!" For Christ's own
private sake! | laughed al the way back across town.

| took a shower, dressed in my hunting clothes, and then clumped on up to Jack'strailer, wincing asthe
rain spotted my Army boots. I'd spent alot of hours polishing them.

Jack was alittle groggy from his nap, but he dressed quickly, and we drove on over to Soane's house
through the rain-swept streets. We didn't say much except to complain about the wesether.

"Sure as hell hopeit isn't rainin’ on the other side of the mountains,” Jack said. | grunted agreement. We
stopped by aliquor store and each bought afifth of bourbon.

"God knowsif we'd be able to find a store open later on," Jack said.

We got to Sloane's place about a quarter to twelve and sat down and had a beer with Calvin after we'd
stowed our gear in the car. Stan and Lou both showed up about five to twelve, and they loaded up. Al
of us had agood tiff belt of Ca'swhiskey, and we took off.

We stopped at aroadhouse tavern just before we got to Seattle and laid in asupply of beer, about a
casein each car. It was one of those overchromed joints, al fancy and new. The only guy in there

besi des the bartender was a drunk in the back booth, snoring for al he was worth. The bartender had a
solitaire game laid out on the bar. Real swinging joint. We bought our beer, pried Lou away from the
pinbal machine, and took off again, blasting aong in the wake of Soane's Cadillac. We didn't get to
Everett until almost two, and we stopped for gas. Once we got past Snohomish, we were about the only
carson theroad. Theflat farmland of the Snohomish River Valey stretched on back into the mist and
darkness on either side of us, and the fences with the bottom strand of wire snarled in weeds sprayed out
on either hand as we passed. Now and then we'd see a house and barn — all dark — near the road.
Onceinawhileacar would pass, going the other way like abat oat of hell and spraying muddy water on
thewindshidd.

Jack and | switched off, and | drovefor awhile. There's something about driving late a night in therain.
It'samost asif the world has stopped. The rain sheets down in tatters, and the road unrolls out in front of
your headlights. We went up through the smdl slent, mountain towns, dways climbing. Each town
seemed emptier than the last, with the rain washing the fronts of the dark old buildings, and the streetlights
swinging in the wind. We kept the radio going, and neither one of us said much until we got on past Gold
Bar, thelast town before we redlly started to climb. Once we got up into the mountains, the radio faded,
and after about ten miles of static, | switched it off.

"Bust me open another beer, Jack,” | said, breaking the silence.



"Sure." He cracked one and handed it to me.
"Damn. | hope thiswesather breaks at the summit,” | said.

"Didn't you hear that |ast weather report?’ he asked. "It's pretty much al onthisside.”

"That'sabreak."

"Yeah." We lapsed into silence again, watching the headlights spear on out in front of the car and the
windshield wipers flopping back and forth. | turned up the heater.

"God damn," he said suddenly, "I wish to hell Mike could have madeit. I1t's a damn shame, you know

that? He's been tryin' to get away for the for the last four years now, and some damn thing aways comes
up S0 he can't makeit."

"Yeah," | sad, "and Mike's agood head. Hed have been fun to have along.”
Jack nodded gloomily. "Y ou want abelt?' he said suddenly.
| wasn't redlly sure | did, but | saw that he needed one. "Why not?"

Hefished his bottle out from under the seat and cracked the sedl. Hetook along pull and handed it to
me. | took a short blast and handed it back.

"I guesswe'd better go easy on this stuff," he said. "We show up drunk and Miller's liable to send us
back down the mountain." He put the jug away.

"Right."

"You know, Dan," he said after awhile. "I'm damn glad we got the chance to do thistogether. We never
got to know each other much when we were kids, what with one damn thing and another — the Old
Lady and dl. Maybeit'stime we got acquainted.”

"I've had a pretty good timethe last few weeks" | said.
"I'm not sorry | got in touch with you." It was more or lesstrue.
"Itd dl begreat if it wasn't for that son-of-a-bitchin' McKlearey," he said bitterly.

"Y eah. What the hell's got him off on the prod so bad, anyway?*

"Aw shit! He was the big-ass gunnery sergeant in the Corps— you know, a hundred guys jumped every
time he farted. He was a big shot. Now he'slow man on the totem pole at Sloane's used-car lot — abig
plate of fried ratshit. HE's not in charge anymore. Some guysjust can't hack mat."

"Indtitutional mentality,” | said.

"Whét the hdll's that?"

"It's like the ex-con who gets busted for sticking up a police station two days after he gets out of the



pen. Heredly wantsto go back. They take care of him, do histhinking for nun. Hes safeinside. Guysin
the military get the sameway."

"Maybethat'sit, Jack said.”When | knew him in the service, he was adifferent guy. Now he's drunk all
the time and shacked-up with ahaf dozen women and aredl first-class prick. | wouldn't be surprised if
he's been throwin' the wood to Marg every time my back's turned.”

| was suddenly very wide awake. Christ, had he been so drunk that night he couldn't remember what
held said?"Oh?" | said carefully.

"It wouldn't be the first time she's played around. Maybe I've given her reason enough. She was pretty
young and smple when | married her, and I'm not one to pass up some occasiond strange stuff. Maybe
shefigures she'sentitled. | don't give ashit. Me and her are about ready to split the sheets anyway.” He
dumped lower in the seet and lit acigarette.

"Sorry to hear that," | said. | meant it.

"I've been through it acouple of timesdready. | know thesigns. | don't redlly give arat's ass; I'm about
ready to go the single route myself anyway. Marriage isfine for awhile— steady ass and home cookin’
— but it getsto beadrag.”

"I'm dtill sorry to heer it."

"But no matter what, I'm ablue-bals son of abitchif | want to get cut out by that fuckin' McKlearey
whileI'm gill payin’ the bills. That's one of the reasons I'm gonna outhunt that motherfucker if it killsme.
Maybeif | rub hisnosein it hard enough, hell get the idea and move on." Jack's voice was harsh.

"I don't know," | said. "Asstupid as heis, getting an ideathrough his head might take some doing."

"| suppose | could always shoot the bastard.”

"Not worthit." | was about half-afraid he meant it.

"| suppose not, but he could sure use shootin'."

"Y ou know it, buddy."

"Another beer?'

"Sure”

The moon was dipping in and out of the clouds as we climbed higher, and the dropsthat hit the
windshield were getting smaller. The rain was dacking off. The big fir trees at the Side of the road caught
briefly in our headlights had their trunks wreethed in tendrils of mist. | leaned forward and looked up
through thewindshield at the dowly emerging sars.

"Lookslikeit'sgoing to quit,” | said.

"That'swhat | told you," he said.



The High Hunt
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Soane s Cadillac was il leading, and at the summit he Sgnaed for aleft.
"Wherethe hdl'she going?" | asked. "Off into the timber?"

"Naw. He probably wants to use the can. McKlearey's been droppin’ back for the last ten miles
anyway, so we better let the son of abitch catch up.”

| turned Jack's car into the lot at the summit behind Sloane, stopping beside his car and switching off the
engine

Sloane stuck his head out the window on the driver's side and yelled, "Piss call!" The echoes bounced
off down the gorge wed just come up.

"Chrigt, Soane," Jack hissed, "keep it down. There's people livin' over in thelodge there.”

"Oooops," Sloane said. He and Jack hotfooted it over to the rest room while Stan and | stood out in the
sprinkling rain waiting to flag down McKlearey. It was o quiet you could hear the pattering drops back
inthetimber.

"Pretty chilly up here," Stan said. His voice was hushed, and his breath seamed. He had his hands
jammed down into the pockets of his new bright-orange hunting jacket. The jacket clashed horribly with
his old red duck-hunting cap.

"It'sdamned high," | said.

"What timeisit?"

"About threethirty," | said.

"You think Lou's car has broken down?"

"About right now | wouldn't give adamn if that bastard had driven off into the gorge somewhere. I've
had agutful of him, and asteering post through the belly might civilize him some."

"I've met people I'veliked alot more," Stan agreed. That's Stan for you. Never say what you mean.
"How are you and Sloane getting dong?"
"Just fine. HE's a strange one, you know? He playsthe fool, but he'sredly very serious. He wastelling

me that he hates that pawnshop and al the sad little people who come in wanting just a couple of dollars
for apiece of worthless trash — they know it's not worth anything, but it'sall they have — but he can't



get hismoney back out of the place right now, so he hasto stay there.”
"Yeah," | sad, "Sloanesaredly odd duck.”

"And he'sredly very intelligent — well-read, aware of what's going on in theworld — dl of this
foolishnessisjust an act.”

"I wouldn't want to try to outsmart him," | agreed.

Cal and Jack came back. "Haan't that shithead madeit yet?' Jack demanded. "Oh, hell, yes," heimitated
McKlearey'svoice, "I'm gonnadrive my car. It'sared goin’ machine. Cost me sixty-five bucks. I'd fed
perfectly safe drivin' from here to the end of the block in that car.”

"| think that's his car now," Stan said. He pointed far off down the mountain we'd just climbed. We saw
aflash of headlights sweeping out across the gorge, flaring out in a sudden bright swipe through the mist.

Stan and | went to the rest room, came back, and joined the others watching Lou's old car labor up the
highway.

"Isthisthefuckin' top?" he demanded as he pulled up dongside, hisradiator hissng ominoudy.
"Thisisher,” Soane said. "Car heat up on you?'

"Aw, thiscripple” Lou said in disgust. "Isthere any water here?!

"Over by thelatring" | sad, pointing.

He pulled over to the side of the rest-room building and popped the hood. He got out and threw a beer
bottle off into the trees. The bandage on hisleft hand gleamed whitely in the darkness. He eased off the
radiator cap, and the steam boiled out, drifting pale and low downwind. He poured water into the
radiator, and pretty soon it stopped steaming. Then he fished out a can of oil from the trunk and punched
holesin the top with an old beer opener. He dumped the ail into the engine and then threw the can after
the beer bottle. He dammed the hood, unzipped his pants, and pissed on the front tire.

"Chrigt, McKlearey!" Jack said, "theresthe latrineright there.”

"Fuck it!" Lou sad. "What timeisit?"

"Nearly four," | told him.

"Let'sgo huntin’, men," he said and climbed back in his car. Therest of uswent to our cars, and we
started down the other side.

Jack was driving again, and | dumped down in the seet. The sky was clear on thisside, and the Stars
werevery bright. | picked one out and watched it as we drifted down the mountain.

What in the goddamn hell was | doing here anyway? | was running off into the high mountainswith a
bunch of guys| didn't redlly know, to do something | didn't reglly know al that much about, despite what
I'd told Clydine. Maybe | was gill running and thiswas just someplace elseto runto. But | had a strange
feding that whatever I'd been running after — or away from — was going to be up there. Maybe Stan
wasright. Whenyou strip it al away, and it'sjust you and the big lonely out there, you can get down to



what counts.

Maybe it was more than that, too. Up until Dad died, I'd heard hunting stories— about him and Uncle
Charles, about Granddad and Great-Uncle Beale— dl of them. And I'd started going out as soon as |
was old enough — aone most of the time. It was something where you couldn't work the angles or
unload aquick snow job or any of the crap I'd somehow gotten so good at in the last few years. There
was no way to fakeit; it had to bered. If you didn't kill the damned deer, he wouldn't fall down. You
couldn't talk to him and tell him that he was statisticaly dead and convince him to take adive. He had too
much integrity. He knew what it was al about, and if you didn't relly nail him down, hed go over the
nearest mountain before you could get off a second shot. He knew he wasredl. It was up to you to find
out if you were.

"Hey, Jack," | said.
"Yesh?'

"Y ou remember Dad?"
"Sure

"Heliked to hunt, didn't he?'

"Whenever he could. The Old Lady was pretty much down onit. About al he could do by the time you
were growin' up wasto go out for ducks now and then. He used to sneak out of the house in the morning
before she woke up. She wouldn't let him go out for deer anymore.”

"Whatever happened to that old .45-70 Granddad left him?”

"She sold it. Spent the money on booze."

"Shit! Y ou know, I've got a hunch we'd have been raised better by abitch wolf."

"You'rejus bitter," he said.

"You'regoddamnright I am,” | said. "1 wouldn't walk acrossthe Street for her if shewasdying.”

"Shecadlsonceinawhile" hesad. "l try to keep her away from the kids. Y ou never know when she's
gonnashow up drunk.”

"How's she paying her way?'

"Who knows? Workin' in awhorehousefor al | know."

"1 wonder why the Old Man didn't kick her ass out into the street.”
"Y ou and me, that'swhy," my brother said.

"Y eah, there'sthat, too, | suppose.”

We passed through Cashmere about five and siwung north toward Lake Chelan. The sky began to get
pale off to the east.



"God damn, that's nice, isn't it?" Jack said, pointing at the sky.

"Dawn the rosy-fingered,” | said, misquoting Homer, "caressing the hair of night.”
"Say, that's pretty good. Y ou makeit up?'

| shook my head.

"Y ou read too goddamn much, you know that? When | say something, you can be pretty goddamn sure
it'sright out of my own head." He belched.

We drove on, watching the sky grow lighter and lighter. Asthe light grew stronger, the poplar leaves
began to emergein al their brilliant yellow dong the river bottoms. The pines swelled black behind them.

"Pretty country,” Jack said.
"Hey," | said, "look at that."

A doewith twin fawns was standing hock-deep in aclear stream, drinking, the ripples diding
downstream from where she stood. Sheraised her head, her earsflicking nervoudy as we passed.

"Pretty, isn't she?' hesaid.

We got to Twisp about eight and hauled into a gas station. Sloane went in and caled Miller while we got
our gastanksfilled.

"He's got everything al ready,” he said when he came back out. "He told me how to get there.”

"How far isit?" Lou asked. "Thisbucket is gettin' pretty fuckin' tuckered.” He dapped the fender of his
car with his bandaged hand.

"About fifteen miles" Soane said. "Road'sgood al theway."

We paid for the gas and drove on out of town. Twisp is one of those places with one paved street and
therest dirt. It squatsin the valey with the mountains hulking over it threateningly, green-black rising to
blue-black, and then thelooming white summits.

The road out to Miller's wasn't the best, but we managed. The sun was up now, and the poplar leaves
gleamed pure gold. The morning air was so clear that every rock and limb and leaf stood out. The fences
were straight lines aong the road and on out across the mowed hayfields. The mountains swelled up out
of the poplar-gold bottoms. It was so pretty it made your throat ache. | felt good, really good, maybe for
thefirg timeinyears.

Soane dowed up, then went on, then dowed again. He was reading mailboxes. Findly he sgnaed, the
blinker on his Caddy looking very ostentatious out here.

Wewheded into along driveway and drove on up toward agroup of white painted buildings and log
fences. A young colt galloped along beside us as we drove to the house. He was dll deek, and his
musclesrolled under hisskin as heran. He acted like he was running just for the fun of it.



"Little bastard's going to outrun us," Jack said, laughing.

We pulled up intheyard in front of the barn and parked where astumpy little old guy with white hair
and atwo-week stubble directed us to. He was wearing cowboy boots and a beat-up old cowboy hat,
and hewalked like hislegs had been broken ahalf dozen times. If that was Miller, | was damn sure going
to be disappointed.

It wasn't.

Miller came out of the house, and | swear he had aface like ahunk of rock. With that big, old-fashioned
white mustache, he looked just alittle bit like God himself. He wore cowboy boots and had abig hat like
thelittle white-haired man, and neither of them looked out of placein that kind of gear. Some guides
dress up for the customers, but you could tell that these two werefor real. | took agood look at Miller
and decided that 1'd go way out of my way to keep from crossing him. Hewas far and away the
meanest-looking man I've ever seenin my life. | understood what Mike had meant about him.

Weturned off the motors, and the silence seemed suddenly very solid. We got out, and he looked at us
— hard — sizing each one of usup.

"Men," he said. It was asort of greeting, | guess— or maybe a question. His voice was deep and very
quiet — no louder than it absolutely had to be.

Even Sloane's exuberance was alittle dampened. He stepped forward. "Mr. Miller," he said, "I'm Cd
Soane" They shook hands.

"I'll get to know therest of you in good time," he said. "Right now breskfast'sready. Give Clint there
your personal gear and deepin’ bags, and well goinand eat.” | never learned Clint'slast name or Miller's
first one.

We unloaded the cars and then followed Miller on up to the house. He led us through alinoleumed
kitchen with small windows and an old-fashioned sink and wood stove, and on into the dining room,
wherewe sat down at the table. The room had dark wood paneling and the chinawas very old, white
with afine-line blue Japanese print on it. The room smelled musty, and | suspected it wasn't used much.
There was awood-burning heating stove in the comer that popped now and men. Miller came back out
of the kitchen with a huge enameled coffee pot and filled dl our cups.

The coffee was hot and black and strong enough to eet thefillings out of your teeth. The stumpy little guy
camein and started carting food out of the kitchen. First he brought out a platter of steaks.

"Venison," Miller said. "Figured wed better clean up what'slft over from last winter."

Then there were biscuits and honey, then eggs and fried potatoes. There were severd pitchers of milk on
thetable. We dl ate everything Miller ate; | think we were afraid not to.

But when thelittle guy hauled out acouple of pies, | had to call ahalt.
"Sorry," | said. "I'll have to admit that you guys can out eat me." | pushed mysdf back from thetable.
"The Kid just can't keep up." Jack laughed.

"Well, you don't haveto eat it al,” Miller said. "Wejust figured you might be alittle hungry.”



"Hungry, yes" | sad, grinning, "but | couldn't et al that if | was Starving.”

"Better edt,” the man Miller had caled Clint growled. "Be four hoursin the saddle before you feed
agan.

"I think I'm good for twelve," | said. | lit acigarette and poured myself another cup of coffee.

"After afew hoursin the high country,” Clint warned, "your belly's gonnathink your th'oat's been cut.”
He sounded like he meant it.

The othersfinished eating, and Clint poured more coffee al around. Miller fished out a sheet of paper
from one of his shirt pockets and apair of gold-rimmed glasses out of another.

"Guesswe might aswell get al this settled right now," he said, putting on the glasses. "That way we
won't haveit hangin' fire."

Weadl took out our wallets. Clint went out and came back with a beat-up old green meta box. Miller
opened it and took out a receipt book.

"Tendays," Miller said, "fifty dollarsaman.” Wedl started counting money out on the table. He looked
around and nodded in gpprova. He started filling out receipts laborioudly, licking the stub of the pencil
now and then. He asked each of us our names and filled them in on the receipts. Clint took our money
and put it away in thetin box.

"Now," Miller said, squinting at the paper, "the grub come to ahundred and fifty dollars. | got alist here
and the price of ever-thing if you want to check it. | dready took off for me and Clint. Y our share come
to ahundred and fifty and afew odd dollars, but call it a hundred and fifty. | figured it out, and itsthirty
dollarsaman. Y ou can check my figuresif you want. | kept it down asmuch as| could. We won't eat
fancy, but it'll stick with us." He looked around, offering the paper. We dl shook our heads.

"I'll give you the hundred and ahaf," Soane said. "The others can settle up with me." The recel pt-writing
had obvioudy bugged him.

"Thanksanyway," Miller said, "but if it'sal the sameto you men, I'd awhole ot rather get it from each
man myself. Then | know itsright, and therés no arguments later.”

Soane shrugged, and we each counted out another thirty dollars. Miller struggled through another five
receipts and then took off his glasses. | noticed the sweat running down the outer edges of his mustache.

"There," he said with obviousrdief. "Well, men, thisain't gettin' us up into the high country. Let'sgo pick
out some horses and get 'em loaded up in the truck. We got awaysto drive before we get to the horse
tral.”

Weadl got up and followed him on out of the house. Clint began picking up the dishes aswe | eft. It was
gtill chilly outside, and the morning sun was very bright. Miller sopped out in the yard and waited for us
all to gather around. He looked up into the mountains and cleared his throat.

"Just afew morethings | want to get straight before we leave, men,” he said, and | could seethat hed
have preferred not to say it. "I've been known to take a drink now and men mysdlf, but you men are goin'
to be up there with loaded guns, and it's damn high where you'll be huntin'. Y ou might be able to drink



like afish down here, but two drinks up there and you'll befalin' over your own feet. | know you've got
liquor with you, and I'll probably take a bottle dong myself, but | don't want any of ustakin' adrink
before the sun goes down and the guns are all hung up. | sure don't want nobody shootin' hisself — or
me. OK?'

Wedl nodded again. He wasn't the kind of man you argued with.

"And if any of you got any quarrelswith each other, leave 'em down here. Any trouble up there, and
well dl come out, and no refunds. We dl straight on that?' He looked around at us, and hisface was
sern.

Weadl nodded again.

"Good," he said, and he looked relieved. "Last thing. | know that country up there and you men don't. If
| tell you to do somethin', you'd better do ‘er. | ain't gonnabetdllin' you ‘cause | like bossin' men around.
I'll have adamn good reason, so don't give me no hard times about it. OK, now I've said my piece, dl
right?'

We nodded again. What el se could we do?
"Well then, | guessthat takes care of al the unpleasantness. Let's go on down to the corral and pick out
some horses. Sooner we get that done, the sooner we can go hunt deer.” He started off, and wefdl in

behind him. He took damn big steps.

| began to fed better about this. Miller knew his business, and there wouldn't be any horseshit nonsense
with him around. | looked up at the mountains, blue in the morning light.

God damn, it might just be agood trip after al.
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It took usthe better part of an hour to cut out horses from the herd in the corral down by the big log
bam. Miller and Clint leaned acrossthetop rail, pointing out this horse, then that one, calling them by
name and telling ustheir good points— amost like they were sdlling them. | picked abig gray they called
Ned. He looked pretty good at first, but then | caught aglimpse of his other eye and wasn't so sure. We
herded them up into the back of abig stock-truck aong with some pack-horses and then began hauling
saddles out to a battered pickup.

"Some of you men'll haveto ride in the back of the pickup,” Miller said, squinting into the tangle of
saddles, straps, and ropes we'd piled in there. "Might be abit uncomfortable, but it ain't too far.”

"I'll takemy car," Lou said shortly.

"Herewe go again,” Jack muttered to me disgustedly, yanking his red baseball cap down over his
forehead.

"Road's pretty rough,” Clint warned.



Miller shrugged, " Suit yoursdlf," he said. "Couple of you can go with mein the pickup, then, and one of
you with Clint in the stock-truck, and one other man in the car with thisman here, dl right?"

Wedl nodded and started pitching the deeping bags and clothing sacksthat Clint had hauled down here
earlier into the back of the pickup.

"I'll go with McKlearey," Sloanetold the rest of us, "and we can pile the gunsin hisback seat.” Sloane
was dunking ahead. He was probably the only one of uswho could ride five mileswith Lou without

getting into afight.

"Good idea," Miller said. "Guns could get banged around somein the pickup.” Heturned to Clint. "You
lock up?' he asked.

"Right, Cap,” Clint said, "and | got it al squared away with Matthews. His oldest boy's comin' by to feed
the stock while were gone.”

"Good," Miller said. "Wdl, men, let'sget goin'." He led the way over to thetrucks. | hung back alittle,
letting Jack and Stan go ahead. They both got into the pickup with Miller, so | climbed up into the cab of
the stock-truck with Clint. Sloane and McKlearey rode dong with us, hanging onto the outside of the
cab asfar asthe main yard where our cars were parked. Then we all got out, put our gunsin the back
seat of McKlearey's car, and climbed back in.

We drove on out of the yard and on down the long driveway, the pickup leading, then McKlearey's
weary Chevy, and Clint and | bringing up the rear in the stock-truck. The colt ran dong beside us again
aswe drove on down to the highway.

"Littlefellasurelikesto run, doesn't he?' | ventured to Clint.

"Y oung horse ain't got much damn sense,” Clint growled. "Just like adamn kid. About dl he wantsto do
isrun and play. Older horse rests ever' chance he gets.”

"Lookslike heésgoing to be pretty fast,” | said.

"Sure as hdll ought to be," Clint said, "consderin' what ol' Cap paid for stud fee. We got this
quarter-horse mare — that's her standin’ over therein the shade. Got good blood-lines, so he goesdl
out on gettin' her bred.” He cranked the whedl around, swinging wide out onto the highway. | could hear
athump or two from the back as the horses sumbled around with the sudden shift in direction.

"Sure as hdll hope that fella can keep up with ol' Cap's pickup,” Clint said, thrusting his stubbled chin
toward the blue fog coming out of the tailpipe of McKlearey's car.

"I wouldn't bet onit," | said sourly. "He's been lagging behind al night. That car of hisisacripple. We
have any big hillsto dimb?

"Nothin' too bad," Clint said, "and we got good gravel dl the way after we turn off thetar.”
"That'sabreak," | said.
"What'd he do to his hand?" he asked. I'd seen both him and Miller eyeing McKlearey's bandage.

"Hecutit. Itisn't bad.”



"That'sgood."

We drove on up the highway for afew miles.
"| didn't catch your name," he said findly.
"Dan," | sad, "Dan Alders.”

He stuck out a knobby hand without looking away from the road, and we shook. "Just call me Clint," he
said. "Ever'body €l se does."

"Right, Clint," | said.

We wound along the paved road that hugged the bottom of the valey, crossing the narrow bridges that
stepped back and forth across the twisting little stream that sparkled in the midmorning sun. | suddenly
wished that Clydine were along so that she could seethis.

"Many fishin here, Clint?" | asked, looking down into the water.

"I canusudly pick up afew,” hesad. "l got ahole | work pretty often. Some pretty nice cutthroat in
there”

| glanced down at the water as we crossed the stream again. "L ooks pretty shallow,” | said, watching
the clear water dide over the smooth brown pebbles.

"It backs up behind rocks and downed trees" hetold me. "Fighll hole up in there. Hit 'em with asmall
spoon or bait, and they'll go for it ever' time.”

"Any sze?"' | asked.

"Lifted athree-pounder thisspring,” he said.

"That could get pretty wild and woolly in that fast water,” | said.
"It was sortafun." He grinned. ™Y ou fish much?'

"When | get the chance,” | said.

He grunted approvingly, and we drove on awaysin Slence.

| did alittle lower in the seg, diding my tail to the edge of the cushion. "Getting alittle butt-sprung,” |
sad, explaining.

"Wait'll later," he said, grinning again. "That car seat's soft compared to asaddle.”
"l don't suppose anybody's ever figured out away to ride standing up.”
"Not so'syou'd noticeit.”

"Oh, well," | said.



"Y ou done much ridin'?" he asked me tentatively after along pause.

"I know which end of the horseiswhichisabout dl."

He scratched his stubbled chin. "I'd kindawatch old Ned then if | wasyou.” He squinted into the
morning sunlight as we swung off the pavement onto agraveled road. "He ain't been rode for afew
weeks, and he's had time to build up agood head of steam. He could be pretty green, so you might have

toiron afew of the kinks out of him."
My stomach lurched. "Y ou figure helll buck?" | asked nervoudly.

"Oh, nothin' fancy. HEll probably rear a couple times and maybe hump up alittle. Just be ready for him.
Keep kindaloose, isdl, and haul him up tight. That's the main thing— don't let him get his head down
between hisfront legs. If he getstoo persnickety, just dap him across the ears with the end of thereins.

That'll bring him around.”
"I'd hate to start off the trip getting dumped on my butt in the gravel,” | said.

He chuckled. "I didn't mean to spook you none. Y ou'll be OK if you're ready for him."

"l sure hope s0," | said doubtfully.

We had begun to climb up out of the valey. The white trunks and golden leaves of the poplar treesthat
had bordered the little stream gave way to dark pines. The gravel road was splotched with dternate
patches of shadow and bright sunlight. It looked cool and damp back in under the trees. Every so often a

red squirrel scampered acrossthe road in front of us, histall fluting arrogantly.

"Pushy little guys, aren't they?' | said to Clint.
"| think they do that just for the fun of it," he agreed.

We came around acomer, and | could suddenly see dl the way up to the summit of the surrounding
mountains. The sun sparkled on the snowfields outlined againgt the deep blue of the sky.

"God damn!” | said, amost reverently.

"Pretty, ain't it?" Clint agreed.

"Arewe going up there?' | asked, pointing up toward the snow.

"Not quite," hesaid. "Pretty close, though."

We drove on, twisting up along the gravel road. Theresakind of bluish color to the woodsin the
morning that makes thingslook unred. An eagle or hawk of some kind turned big wide circlesway up,

hunting, or just flying for the hdll of it.

"Where 'boutsisit you work?' Clint asked after another mile or so.

"I just got out of the service," | told him. "I'll be going back to school pretty soon.”



"Which branch you in?" he asked.

"Army."

"Me and Cap was in the Horse-Marines when we was younger."

"Oh? Lou up there— guy who's driving hisown car — wasaMarine."
"I kindafigured he mightabeen. Tell by theway he walks."

Wedrove on up the gravel road for about an hour, climbing gradualy but steadily. The road grew
narrower and narrower but was till in pretty good shape. It was close to ten thirty when Miller pulled out
into awide place beside the road. Therest of us pulled off and stopped.

"Thisiswherewe saddle up,” Clint said, pulling on the hand brake. "Road goes on about another
hundred yards and then gives up.”

We climbed down from the truck and went over to where the others had gathered at the back of the
pickup. It was quite abit colder up here than it had been in the valley. Lou's radiator was steaming again.

"WEéIl unload the horsesone at atime,” Miller said. "They stay camer that way."
Clint and | went to the back of the stock-truck and pulled out the unloading ramp.
"Packhorsesfirg, Clint,” Miller said.

Clint grunted and went up the ramp. He unhooked the gate and swung it back. There was athumping
and severd snorts as he disappeared inside the truck. He came to the door leading a somewhat
discouraged-looking horse by the halter. Miller passed him up the snap-end of alead-rope, and he
fastened it to the halter. Then Miller pulled, and Clint dapped the horse sharply on the rump. The horse
laid back his ears and carefully stepped down the ramp. Clint hopped out and closed the gate again.

They led the horse over to the pickup and put a cumbersome-looking packsaddle on him. Then they tied
him to a sapling and went back to the stock-truck. They unloaded three more packhorses, one by one.

"We could get by with just acouple,” Miller explained, "but well need this many to bring out the deer.”

Then they began bringing out the saddle horses. Jack's horse came out first. After held been saddled and
bridied, Miller told Jack to mount and walk him up and down the road awaysto loosen him up. | could
seethat Jack was getting akick out of it. That basebal cap of his made him look like akid.

McKlearey's horse was next, and Lou took off at agallop.

"Hey!" Miller said sharply as Lou came back up theroad. "1 said to walk him! That horse plays out on
you, and you're gonnabe afoot.” Lou reined in and did as hewastold. | thought that was agood sign. |
began to have hopesthat Miller might just be able to keep McKlearey inline.

They brought out Ned next, and my stomach tightened up. He looked meaner than ever. | particularly
didn't liketheway hekind of set himself when Clint threw the saddle on him. | walked up to the horse
dowly. Helad his ears back and watched me. | pulled off my quilted red jacket and red felt hat. No
point in messing up my hunting gear. Skin heals. Clothes don't.



Clint held the gtirrup for me while Miller held the horse's head. They hadn't done that for anybody else,
and that sure didn't help my nervesany. | got up into the saddle and got my feet arranged in the stirrups.

"You al s2t?7' Miller asked, with the faintest hint of asmite under his mustache.
"l guess"

Miller nodded sharply, and both he and Clint jumped back out of the way. Now, that really makes you
fed good. Ned stood perfectly till for aminute. | could fee him wound up like aspring under me.

"Give'imaboot intheribs" Miller said. | nudged the horse gently with my hedls. Nothing happened. |
looked around for a soft place to land.

"Kick 'im," Miller said, grinning openly now.

| gritted my teeth and really socked the horse in theribs. Hisfront feet came up off the ground. If old
Clint hadn't warned me, | think I'd have been dumped right then. That big gray horse pranced around on
hishind feet for aminute, righting to get some dack in the reins so he could get his head down. Then he
dropped down again, gtill fighting. | was hanging onto the reins with one hand and the saddle horn with
the other. He jumped a couple times and spun around.

"Kick imagain, Dan!" Clint shouted, laughing. "Stay with 'im, boy!" | kicked the horsein theribsagain,
and hereared just as he had thefirst time. Thistime | wasn't so surprised, so | let go of the saddle horn
and swung thereins at his earsthe way Clint had told me to. Then he twisted around and tried to bite my
leg. | whacked him in the nose with the reins, and that seemed to settle him alittle. He humped a couple
more times, shivered, and took off down the road at atrot.

"Better run that horse alittle,” Miller caled. "Others don't need it, but Old Ned'sabit frisky."

"Right," | said, and nudged the horseinto alope. | kicked him alittle harder. "The man saysrun,” |
explained to horse,

McKlearey scowled a meas| barreled on past him.

Thewind whistled by my ears, and | could fedl the easy roll of Ned's muscles as heran. | dowed him up
and turned him about a haf mile down the road. Then | opened him up to adead run. | waslaughing out
loud when | pulled up by the trucks. | couldn't help it. | hadn't had so much funin years. Ned pranced
around alittle, blowing and tossing hishead. | think he was getting akick out of it, too.

"Hey, cowboy," Jack yelled, "wheréd you learn to ride like that?"

"Beginner'sluck,” | said. | looked over to where Miller and Clint were saddling Stan's horse. "OK to
walk him now?" | asked.

"Y eah, helooksto be settled abit,” Miller said, sill grinning.
| pulled Ned in beside Jack's horse, and the two of usrode on back down the road.

"Y ou looked pretty fancy there, little brother,” he said.



"| picked thewrong horse," | told him. "Thét little exhibition back therewas dl hisidea."
"How the hell'd you manage to stay on?"

"Clint warned me about this knothead in the truck on the way up. | was ready for him. Y ou might not
have noticed, but | had a pretty firm grip on this saddlehorn.”

Jack laughed. "Y ou two didn't dow down long enough for me to seethat part of it."
| gingerly felt my rump. "I sure hope he doesn't fed he hasto go through this every time we start out.”
Jack laughed again, and we plodded down the road.

"How'sthisMiller strike you?" | asked him.

"l don't think I'd want to cross him.”

"Amen to mat, buddy," | agreed.

""He sure as hdl actslike he knowswhat he'sdoin’,” my brother said.

"Hésan old-timeMaring" | said. "Him and Clint both."

"McKlearey'll cashin onthat,” Jack said, unbuttoning his quilted hunting vest.
"Wouldn't doubt it."

"How's Clint? He seemed pretty grouchy back at the house."

"That's mostly bark,” | said. "Wetaked quite abit on theway up. Like told you, he was the one that
warned me about this horse and hislittle habits."

"Yeah," Jack said. "I noticed that hewas cdlin' you by name when you guys got down from the truck.”

We turned around and rode back on up to the others. Stan and S oane were mounted now and were
gtarting off down the road. Sloane seemed to be puffing pretty hard. Maybe hishorse had him alittle
spooked, or maybe his down-filled parkawas alittle too warm.

Jack and | got down and helped Miller and Clint load up the packhorses. Then Miller called in the
others.

"Now heréshow well go,” he said after they had dismounted. "I'll lead out and Clint'll bring up the rear
with the packhorses. Don't try nothin' fancy along thetrail. Let the horse do al the work and most of the
thinkin'. Just set easy and watch the scenery go by. The horses know what they're doin', so trust ‘em.”

He showed us how to tie our riflesto the saddle where they'd be out of the way. His own gun case was
lashed to the back of one of the packhorses, and Clint's .30-30 was tucked in besideit.

| think we all saw the quick glance that passed between Miller and Clint when we hauled our pistol belts
out of McKlearey'scar.



"Bears,” Sloane explained, amost gpologeticaly.
"Beard" Clint snorted. "Ain't no damn bears up that high."
"Oh," Soane said meekly. "We thought there might be."

Miller scratched his mustache dubioudy. "Can't leave 'em here," he said findly. " Somebody might come
aong and stedl 'em. | guessyou'll have to bring the damn things along. They might be some good for
sgndin and thelike." He shook his head and walked off aways by himsdlf, hisfistsjammed down into
the pockets of his shegpskin coat and that big hat pulled down low over hiseyes.

Weadl looked at each other shamefacedly and dowly strapped on our hardware.

"Lookslike the goddamn Tijuana Nationd Guard,” Clint muttered in disgust.

We stood around like abunch of kids who'd been caught stealing apples until Miller came back.
"All right," he said shortly, "get on your horsesand let's get goin'.”

We climbed on our horses— Ned didn't even twitch thistime— and followed Miller on up to the end
of theroad and onto the saddle trail that took off from there. The trail moved up dong the sde of aridge.
Oncewe got up aways, the pines thinned out and we could see out for miles across the heavily timbered
foothills. The horizon ahead of uswas aragged line of snow-covered peaks; to the east, behind us, it
faded off into blue, hazy distance. The grass up here was yelow and knee-high, waving gently in the dight
wind that followed us up theridge. | could seelittle swirls and patterns on top of the grass as gusts
brushed here and there.

It was absolutely quiet, except for the horses and the sound of the wind. | felt good — | felt damned
good.

At thetop of the ridge we stopped.

"Better let the horsesblow abit,” Miller said. "Alwaysagood ideato let 'em settleinto it easy.” He
seemed to have gotten his temper back.

"Do we have quite a bit farther to go?' Sloane asked, breathing deeply. He looked pretty rough. |
guessed that he was fedling the lack of deep.

"Were just gettin' started,” Miller said. "Well cut on up across that saddleback there and then down into
the next valley. We stay to the valley apiece and then go up to the top of the other ridge. Then oninto
the next hollow. 'Bout another twelve milesor s0."

Sloane shook his head and took another deep breath. "I think I've got this damned belt too tight,” he
said. He opened the parka, undid his gun belt, looped it a couple times around the saddle horn and
buckled it. He eased off on his pants belt a couple notches. "That's better,” he said.

"| told you your beer-drinkin" habit would catch up to you someday, Calvin," Jack said laughing.

"Doel" Miller said suddenly, pointing up the ridge a a deer that had stopped about a quarter of amile
away and waswatching us nervoudy.



Soane pulled apair of smal binoculars out of his coat pocket and glassed theridge. "Where?' he
demanded.

"Seethat big pine off to theleft of that patch of gray rock?”

"Back inthe shade abit,” | said.

"l don't — oh, yeah, now | see her."

We watched the doe step delicately on over the ridge and go down into the brush on the other side.

"Therésabig gametrail up there," Miller said. "'l followed it down last winter during the big snow. It was
the only place | could be sure of thefooting."

"On horseback?' Stan asked.

"l wasleadin''im," Miller said. "He'd gone lame on me up theridge aways. | had to hunker down under
aledgefor two daystill the snow eased up.”

Stan shook hishead. "That would scare meinto convulsions,” he admitted. "Did you ever think you
weren't going to make it?'

"Oh, it give me afew nervous minutes," Miller said. A stray gust of wind ruffled that white mustache of
his. He squinted up the ridge, hisface more like rock than ever.

McKlearey came up. He'd been hanging back, riding about hafway between the rest of usand Clint,
who was aways back with the packhorses. Maybe he was ashamed of himsalf because Miller'd had to
speak to him about running the horse. Hereined in alittle way from the rest of us and sat waiting,
watching us and rubbing at his bandaged hand.

"It'sgood country up here," Miller was saying. "Ain't nobody around, and things are nice and smple.
Air's clean, and aman can see aways. Good country."

| reached out and scratched Ned's ears. He seemed to like it. My eyes were alittle sandy from lack of
deep, but Miller was right — you could see aways up here— along ways.

17

About three thirty that afternoon we crossed the second ridge and dropped down into alittle basin on
thefar sde. Therewere several smal pringsin the bottom, al feeding into alittle creek that had been
dammed a couple times by beavers. There were several old corrals down there— poles lashed to trees
with baling wire— and ahalf dozen or so tent frames back under the trees. Y ou wouldn't have expected
to find a place like this up on the mountainsde,

"Old sheep camp,” Miller said aswe rode down into the basin. "Herders are al down now, so | figured
it'd be about right."

"Looksgood," Jack said.



"Got water, shdter, and firewood — and the corrds, of course,” Miller said. "And the deer huntin' up on
that ridgeis about as good as any you'l find." He nodded to aridge that swelled on up out of the scrubby
timber into the open meadows between us and the rockfalls just below the snow line.

Wereined up in the camp areaand climbed down off the horses. My legs ached, and | was alittle
unsteady on my feet. Wetied our horsesto the top rail on one of the corrals and walked around a bit,
looking it over.

The six tent frameswerein akind of semicircle a the edge of the trees, facing alarge stonefire pit and
looking out over the grassy floor of the basin and the largest of the beaver ponds out in the middle. Out
beyond the pond, the draw rose sharply in a series of steeply danted meadows. Directly overhead,
amog asif it wereleaning over thelittle basin, the bulky white mass of Glacier Peak rose ponderoudy,
s0 huge asto be dmost unbdievable.

There was arocked-up spring behind the last tent frame, a sandy-bottomed pocket of icy water about
two feet deep and perhaps three feet across. The outflow trickled off along the edge of the trees toward
the horse corrals at the lower end of the camp.

None of thetreesin the little grove were much more than fifteen feet tal, and they were brushy —
gpruce mostly. We were within aquarter of amile of the timberline. There were alot of low shrubs—
heather, Miller said — lying in under the trees, and mossin the open spaces. | noticed alot of sticksand
downed treeslying around.

"Beaver," Miller said. "Greatest firewood collectors around.”
McKlearey rode on in and climbed down off hishorse. He still kept off to himssf.
"Clintll bedong in afew minutes," Miller said. "Let'sget afire goin' so we can have some coffee."

Wedl moved around picking up firewood, and Miller scraped the debris out of the fire pit. The wood
was bone dry, and it only took afew minutes for agood blaze to get started.

Then Clint came in with the pack-string, and we started to unpack. The two-galon coffee pot and abig
iron grill that looked like achunk of sdewalk grating were thefirgt thingsto come off. Clint filled the pot
from the spring behind the tent frames while Miller piled severd big rocksin closeto the fireto set the
orill on.

"A man can cook with just afireif hesof amind,” he said, "but this makes thingsawholelot smpler.”
He set the grill in place while Clint dumped severd fistfuls of groundsinto the water in the pot.

"Don't you use the basket?" Stan asked.

"Logt it acouple yearsago,” Clint said. "Don't do no good up this high anyway. Water boils at about a
hundred and seventy up here. Y ou gotta get the grounds down close to the fire and kinda fry the juice
out. Givesyou somethin' to chew on in your coffee with them grounds floatin' loose, but that never hurt

nobody."

He rummaged around in one of the packs and came up with a sack of salt and dumped a couple pinches
in. Then he did something that till makes my hair stand on end. He fished out a dozen eggs, took one
and cracked it neatly on arock. Then hedrank it, right out of the shell. | heard Soane gag dightly. Clint



paid no attention to us but crumbled the shell in hisfist and dropped it in the pot. Then he clamped on the
lid and put the pot down on the grill over thefire.

"I've heard of the salt before, Clint," | said when my stomach settled back down, "but why the eggshel 1?7

"Damnif | know," hesaid. "Only thingis, | never tasted coffeefit to drink without it had some eggshell in
it"

| didn't ask him why held drunk the raw egg. | was pretty sure | didn't want to know.

"WEell have somejerky and cold biscuits with our coffee” Miller said. "That'll tide ustill we get camp set
up and Clint canfix ared med."

Weall sat around the fire on logs and ssumps waiting for the coffee to boail. It boiled over, hissng into the
firewith a pungent smell, three times. Each time Clint doused cold water into the pot and let it boil again.
Then, the fourth time, he decided it was ready to drink. I'll have to admit that it was damned good coffee.
The strips of beef-jerky chewed a bit like old harness leather, but they were good, too, and the cold
biscuitswith honey set things off just right. | don't think 1'd redlized just how hungry | was.

Miller brushed the crumbs out of his mustache and filled his coffee mug again. "First thing isto check out
the corras," he sad. "Well need two good ones anyway — that way we won't be tirrin' up the pack
animals ever'time we want asaddle horse. Way well do it isthis: Go around those nearest two corrals
and yank real hard on ever' place that's wired. Any place that comesloose, well rewire. Bain' wireis
looped around that dead tree by the spring. Soon as we get that done, we can unsaddle the stock and
turn'em loose in the corrals. We brought some oats for ‘em, but well have to picket 'em out to grazein
the daytime while you men are up on the ridge. After we get the horses tended to, well set up the tents.”

"Couldn't some of us start on the tents while the others work on the corrals?' Sloane asked, puffing
dightly again.

"l supposewe could,” Miller said, "but well do ‘er theway | said before. Men old Clint therewasin the
Horse-Marines when we was pups, and the first thing we learned was to see to the stock first. Up herea
man without ahorseisin red trouble. She'salong damn walk back down."

"l seewhat you mean," Ca said, breathing heavily. He was used to making the decisons, but Miller was
in charge, and now weal knew it.

It only took us about fifteen minutesto check out the corras. Mot of the lashingswere dtill tight. Then
we unsaddled the horses and turned them into the corrals, laying the saddles over thetop rail of acorrd
we weren't using. Miller dumped oats from a burlap sack into a manger that opened onto both corrals.
The horses nuzzled at him and he moved among them. He spoke to them, his voice curioudy gentle ashe
did.

Then we dl went up to the fire and had another cup of coffee. The sun was diding down toward the tops
of the peaks above us, and the air was taking on a decided chill. We stood looking at the welter of

packs, deeping bags, and rolled-up tenting that lay in aheap under the tent frames.

"Take aweek to get al that squared away," Jack said.

"Hour on the outsde,”" Clint disagreed.



Firgt we put up the tents. They were little six-by-eight jobsthat fit neetly over the frames. Miller and
Clint showed us how to set them up and pull them tight. We set up five tents and then piled dl the packs
intheend one.

"Leavethe front of that one open and tied back so's| can get in and out easy,” Clint said. He showed us
whereto put the packs to make sure he knew where everything was. Then Miller sent us out to gather
mossto pileinto the rectangular log bed frames on the ground inside the tents.

"Next to feathers, that's about the softest bed you're gonnafind.”

"Right now, | could deep onrocks" | told him.

"No point in that unlessyou haveto." He grinned.

It redly took asurprisingly short period of timeto set up camp. Miller and Clint had it al down pat, and
McKlearey was adamned good field soldier. He seemed to be everywhere, checking tent ropes,
ditching around the tents, cleaning dead leaves out of the spring. His cut hand didn't seem to bother him,
but the bandage was getting pretty used-looking. Miller took to calling him "Sarge," and Lou responded
with"Cap," something the rest of us didn't have guts enough to try yet. Maybe it was that they'd both
been in the Marines. Lou seemed to be coming around. He even gave Stan some friendly advice about

his bedding, pointing out that the sticks Stan had gathered with the moss he put in his bed frame might be
just atouch lumpy.

Soane grinned at usal aswe hauled in our third load of moss and began to blow up an air mattress.

"Y ou goddamn candy-ass," Jack said.

"Brains," Sloane said, tapping hisforehead. "This o' massaain't about to deep on no cal’, col’ groun'.”
He went on blowing into the mattress. He was Sitting on the ground near the fire, and his face kept getting
redder and redder. He redlly didn't seem to be making much headway with the mattress. Then hegot a
funny look on hisface and sort of sagged over Sdeways until he was lying facedown in the dirt.

"Chrigt, Soane!" Jack said sharply. Wedl jumped to get him up again.

"Leave'im bel" Miller barked. He stepped in and rolled Sloane over onto his back. Hefelt Sloane's
pulsein histhroat and then pulled over achunk of log to put the big man'sfeet up on.

"Altitude," he said shortly. Helooked around at us. "His heart OK?'
"He's never had any trouble | know of," Jack said, "and I've known him for years."
"That's abreak. Get somewhiskey."

Weadl dove for our sacks, but Lou besat al of us. He was already out. Miller nodded approvingly. He
and McKlearey began working on Sloane, and soon they had him awake.

"Son of abitch!" Cd said thickly. "That'sthefirg timethat's ever happened.”

"Better take'er easy for abit,” Miller said. "Takes some men awhileto get adjusted to it. Y ou come
from sealevd to better'n eight thousand feet inlessn aday.”



"l just couldn't seem to get my breath,” Cal said.
| picked up hisair mattress and blew it up for him. Toward theend | got alittle woozy, too.
"Easy, boy," Clint growled. "We don't need two down."

"Soane, you dumb shit," Jack said, "why didn't you bring abicycle pump? Y ou like to scared the piss
outame."

Soane grinned weakly. "I figured aswindy asthisbunchis, | wouldn't have any trouble gettin' enough
hot air to pump up onelittle old air mattress.”

"Areyou sureyouredl right?" Stan asked.

"Il beOK," Cd said. "Just alittle soft isal."

"If | was carryin' as much beer asyou are," Jack said, "1'd be pooped, too."
"For God's sake, don't theon us," Lou said. "Y ou still owe methree days pay.”
"Youreadl heart, McKlearey," | sad.

He grinned a me. It suddenly occurred to me that he could be alikable son of a bitch when he wanted
to be.

We eased Cd onto hisair mattress and then stood around watching him breathe.

"We better get to work on the firewood, men,” Miller said. "OlI' Sarge here can watch the Big Man." He
gathered up the lead-ropes we'd taken off the packhorses. "Slim," he said to Jack, "you and the
Professor and the Kid there take these two axes and that bucksaw and go down into that grove of
spruce below the corrals. Bust the stuff up into four-or-five-foot lengths and bundle it up with these. Then
haul 'em out in the open. Well drag 'em in with asaddle horse." | guessthat was hisway. Miller ssidom
used our names. It was"Sarge’ or "Slim" or "Big Man" or "Professor” or "the Kid." | suppose| should
have resented that last one, but | didn't.

The three of us grabbed up the tools and headed off down into the spruce grove.

"Y ou think Cal's going to be OK?" | asked Jack.

"Oh, hell snap out of it." Jack said. "Soane's atough bastard.”

"I didn't much like the way his eyesrolled back when he passed out,” Stan said.

"Did look alittle spooky, didn't it?* Jack said. "But don't worry. Soon as he gets hiswind back, Sloanell
run the ass off the whole bunch of us."

We spread out, knocking off dead limbs and dragging downed timber out into the open. We started to
bundle the sniff up, lying it with the lead-ropes.

"Say, Dan," Stan said after awhile, "give me ahand here with that ax."



| went over to where he was working on a pile of dead limbs.
"It'll take medl night with thissaw," he said.
| grunted and started knocking limbs off. | could hear Jack chopping away back in the brush.

"It'sbeautiful up here, isn't it?" Stan said when | stopped to take a breather. | looked around. The sun
had just did down behind the peaks, and deep blue shadows seemed to be rising out of the ground.

"Good country,” | said, echoing Miller.

"I wish Monicacould seeit,” he said, zipping up that bright orange jacket. "Maybe shed understand
then.”

| sat down and lit acigarette. " She gave you a pretty rough time about it, didn't she?"

"It wasn't pleasant,” he said. ™Y ou have to understand Monicathough. She's an only child, and her
parents were in their forties when shewas born. | guess they spoiled her — you know how that could
happen under the circumstances. She's dway's been astrong-willed girl, and nobody's ever done anything
she didn't want them to before."

"She's got to learn sometime,” | said.

"I'vetried to protect her," he went on. "1 know she's not much of awife redly. She's spoiled and willful
and sometimes spiteful — but that's not her fault, redly, isit? When you consider how she was raised?

"] can see how it could happen,” | said.

"But thistrip got to be such anissue," hesad, "that | just had to doiit. | couldn't let it go any longer."

"Y ou've got to draw the line someplace, Stan.”

"Exactly," hesaid. "She just had to redlize that | wasimportant, too." He was rubbing his hands together,
garing at the ground. "I know sheld do anything to get her ownway, and I'm just afraid she might have
done something stupid.”

"Oh?' | got very careful again. Damnit, | hate thiswaking on eggshellsdl thetime!

"Some of the things McKlearey's been saying the last few days— | don't know."

"I wouldn't pay too much attention to McKlearey,” | said.

"If | thought there was anything — I'd kill him — | swesr it. So hdp me God, I'd kill him." He meant it. |
knew he meant it. Stan didn't say things like that. His hands were clenched tightly into fists, and he was
gl staring down at the ground. | knew that one wrong word here would blow the whole thing.

"McKlearey and Monica? Get serious. She wouldn't touch that crude bastard with aten-foot pole.
McKlearey?' | laughed ashard as| could. It may have sounded alittle forced, but | had to get him
backed off it. It wouldn't take too much for hismind to start ticking off the little series of items as Clydine

had donein her little breakdown of the "Hubby-Wifey-Creepy-Jarhead" caper. Once he did, somebody
wasliableto get killed.



Stan looked off into the distance, not saying anything. | don't think 1'd been very convincing. Then Jack
came up, dragging abig bundle of limbs.

"Hey, you guys," he said, puffing hard, "I hit abonanzaback in there. | got enough wood to last amonth,
but I'm gonnaneed help gettin' it out.”

"Sure, buddy," | said with afadse heartiness. "Come on, Stan, let'sgive him ahand.” | hoped to get
Stan's mind off what he wasthinking.

We spent the next half hour dragging piles of wood out from under the trees. The light faded more and
more, and it was amost dark when Miller rode down to where we were working.

"| got them other pilesyou left farther up theling” he said. "L ooks like you got into a pretty good batch
here"

"There's plenty more back inthere," Jack said, "but it's gettin' too goddamn dark to be climbin’ over all
thet stuff."

"We can haul out some moretomorrow,” Miller said. "Thisll last awnhile."

He had arope knotted around his saddle horn with along end trailing on each side of the horse. We
lashed severd bundles of the limbsto each end of the rope and followed his horse back toward the
campfire and the greenish glow of the Coleman lantern hanging from atreelimb in front of the storage
tent. The grass and mossfelt springy underfoot, the air was sharp, and the stars had started to come outt.

| think we'd dl figured that we'd be able to just it around the fire now that it was dark, but Miller kept
usbusy. McKlearey wasjust finishing up atable. It was the damnedest thing I'd ever seen — crossed
legs, like apicnic table and atop of five-foot poleslaid side by side. The whole thing was lashed together
with baling wire, At first glance it looked rickety as hell, but Lou had buried about two feet of the bottom
of each leg in the ground. It was solid asarock.

"Hey, Professor,” Lou said to Stan as we came into camp, "you want to bring that bucksaw over here
and square off the ends of thisthing?' Lou had immediately picked up Miller's nicknames. Stan gritted his
teeth alittle, but he did as Lou asked.

"Damn!" Clint said, grinning, "thisll make things as easy asworkin' in the kitchen back at theranch.” He
had pots and pans spread out on the table even before Stan had finished sawing the ends square.

Miller put Jack and me to work chopping the limbswe'd hauled in into foot-and-a-hdf lengths and piling
them up along one side of the storage tent.

"Latrines over there, men," Lou said importantly, coming up to usand pointing to atrail leading off into
thetrees. "I dug adlit-trench and put up akind of astool.” He was getting akick out of dl of this.

"How's Soane?' Jack asked him.

"Better, better," McKlearey said. "Hell be fine by morning. It wasjust blowin' up that goddamn air
mattressthat laid him out.”

Jack grunted and went back to chopping wood. We kept at it for about another half hour, and my



stomach was gtarting to talk to me pretty loud.

"Chow," Clint hollered, and we dl homed in on the fire and the food.

"Matesand slverware there on thetable,” Clint said. "Grab 'em and line up.”

We had venison steaks from Miller'sfreezer at the ranch, pork and beans and corn on the cob.

"Better enjoy that corn, men,” Clint said. "That'sdl | brought. | figured we could spread out alittle, first
night out.”

Wetook our plates back to the logs and stumps on the far side of the fire and began to eat. Sloane was
up and about now and seemed to be alittle better.

"Damn good," Jack said with hismouth full.
"Yeah, man," Lou said, shoveling food into his mouth.

It took me alittle while to get the hang of holding the plate on my knees, but as soon as| got theidea
that there was nothing wrong with picking up astesk in my fingers, | had it whipped.

After we finished eating and had cleaned up the dishes, we finally got achanceto sit down and relax.
Weadl had adrink — whiskey and that icy-cold springwater — and sat, staring into thefire.

"Sureisquiet up here," Jack said finaly. Hed be the one to notice that.
"Long waysfrom theroads," Miller said.
We sat quietly again.

Then we heard the horses snort and start to stir around, and afew minuteslater akind of grumbling,
muttering chatter and afunny sort of dragging noise came from the woods.

"What'sthat?' Stan demanded nervoudly.
"Damn porkypine," Clint said. "Probably comin’ over to see what we're up to.”

McKlearey sood up, his eyes and teeth glowing sort of red in the reflected light of thefire. He pulled out
hispigal.

"What you figgerin' on Sarge?' Miller asked, hisvoicealittle sharp.

"Il gokill im," McKlearey said. "Don't want 'im gettin' into the goddamn chow, do we?"

"No need to do that,” Miller said. "He ain't gonna comein here while we're around. Long aswe don't
figure on egtin’ im, therés no point in killin' 'im. I'm pretty sure thewoodsis big enough for usand one
porky, more or less." He looked steadily at McKlearey until Lou began to get alittle embarrassed.
"Anything you say, Cap," he said findly, holstering the pistol and sitting back down.

"Knew aféller sat on aporky once—" Clint chuckled suddenly.



"No kiddin'?" Jack laughed.

"Never didit again,” Clint said. "Matter of fact, he didn't St on nothin' for about three weeks afterward.”
"How did he manage to Sit on aporcupine?’ Stan asked, amused.

"Well sr, men him'd been huntin', see,”" Clint started, "just kinda pokin' through the woods, havin' alittle
look over thetop of the next ridge, like afeler will, and along about ten or so we got tuckered. We

found what looked to be a couple old mossy ssumps and just set down on 'em. Now theone | set on
wasareal stump, but his stump wasn't no sump — it wasabig ol' boar porky —”

The story went on, and then there were others. The fire burned lower, popping oncein awhile asit
settled into bright red coals.

McKlearey had severa more drinks; but the rest of us had hung it up after the first one.

"I'dgo alittle easy onthat, if it wasme, Sarge," Miller said findly, after McKlearey had made hisfourth
trip back to the spring for cold water. "It'll haveto last you thewholetime. It'sapretty fair hike back to
theliquor store.”

Weal laughed at that.
"Surething, Cap," McKlearey said agreeably and put his bottle away.

"Wadl," Soanesadfinaly, "I don't know about the rest of you mighty hunters, but I'm about ready to tap
out. Last night was alittle shallow on deep.” Hewaslooking alot better now but tired. | think we al
were.

"Might not beabad ideaif wewasdl toturnin,” Miller said. "Not redlly awholelot to do in camp after
dark, and we might aswell get used to rollin' out before daybreak."

We got up, feding the stiffness dready settling in our overworked muscles. We dl said good night and
went off to our tents. Miller and Clint were in the oneright by the storage tent, Soane and Stan in the
next one, then Jack and I, and findly, in the farthest one up the line, McKlearey in one by himsaf — it
just worked out that way.

Jack and | stripped down to our underwear and hurriedly crawled into our deeping bags. It was damned
chilly inthetent. | fumbled around and got out my flashlight and put it on the ground beside the gun belt
near the top of my bed.

"Y ou suppose we oughta close the flap?' he asked after afew minutes.

"Let'ssee how it works out leaving it open,” | said. | waslooking out the front of the tent at the dying
fire

"Wel" — he chuckled —"| sure wouldn't want to roll over on that porky."
"I don't think that tent-flap would really stop nun,” | said.

"Probably not," he agreed. "Man, I'mtired. | fed like I've been up for aweek."



"Y ou and me both, buddy,” | said.

"It'sgreat up here, huh?"

"The grestest.”

Therewas along silence. The fire popped once.

"Good night, Danny," he said drowslly.

"Night, Jack," | said.

| lay awake staring at the fire, thinking the long thoughts aman can think aone at night when thereare no
noisesto digtract him. Once again | wished that somehow my little Bolshevik could be hereto seeall of

this. Maybe then sheld understand. For some reason it was important to me that she did.

| guess | must have drifted off to deep, because the fire was completdly out when the first scream
brought me up fighting.

"What the goddamn hell?" Jack said.

There was another scream. It was a man — right in camp.

| grabbed up the flashlight in one hand and the .45 in the other. | was out the front of the tent when the
next scream came. | stubbed my toe on arock and swore. | could see heads popping out of al the other

tents except one. The screams were coming from McKlearey's tent.

| whipped open the front flap of histent and put the beam of the flash full on him. "Lou! What the hell is
it?'

Herolled over quickly and came up, that damned .38 in his right hand. Son of abitch, he moved fast!
"Who'sthere?' he barked.

"Easy, man," | said. "lItsme— DAN."

"Danny? What'sup?'

"That'swhat | just asked you. Y ou were yelling like somebody was castrating you with adull knife.”
"Oh," he said, rubbing at hisface and lowering his gun, "mustabeen anightmare.”

"What'swrong?' | heard Miller'svoicecal.

| pulled my head out of thetent. "It's OK," | called back. "Lou just had anightmare, that'sal. Hes OK."
| stuck my head back in the tent. "Y ou are OK, aren't you, Lou?"

Hisface looked awful. He rubbed his bandaged hand acrossit again, and his hand was shaking badly.
He tucked the gun back under hisrolled-up clothes. "Keep the light here aminute, OK?' he said. He
rummaged around in his sack and came out with abottle. Hetook along pull at it. | suddenly redlized
that | was standing there with that silly .45 pointed right a him. It had just kind of automaticaly followed



thelight. | lowered it carefully.

"Want one?" he asked, holding out the bottle toward me.
"No thanks. You OK now?'

"Yeah," hesad, "just anightmare. Happensto alot of guys.”
"Sure”

"All thetime. Lotsaguys have'em.”

"Sure, Lou."

"That'strue, ign't it, Danny?' he said, hisvoicejittery asif he were shivering. "A lot of guys have
nightmares don't they?'

"Hell," I sad, "l even have some mysdf.” That seemed to help him.

"Hey, man," | said, "I'm abouit to freeze my ass off. If you're OK, I'm going back to my nicewarm
sack."

"Sure, man,” he said. "I'm fine now. 'Night, Danny."
"Good night, Lou.”

"Oh, hey, man?'

"Yegh?'

"Thanksfor comin' inwiththelight."

"Sure, Lou."

| closed up histent and hustled back to my deeping bag. Damn, it was cold out there!
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When the gun went off | think we dl came up in panic. After the screaming in the middle of the night, |
for one thought M cKlearey had been having another nightmare and had unloaded on whatever it was that
was haunting him. It was morning or at least starting to get light outside. | could see Miller standing calmly

by thefirewith acoffee cup in hishand. He didn't look particularly excited.
"What'sup?' | heard Soane call. "Who's shootin'?

"Clint," Miller said. "Hetook alittle poke out this mornin' to see if he couldn't scare up some
camp-mesat. Sounds like he found what he wanted.”



"Jesud" Jack exclaimed. " Sounded like he wasright in camp.”

"No, he's back down thetrail about aquarter mile or so," Miller said.

| jerked on my pants and boots, wincing dightly at their clamminess, grabbed up the rest of my clothes,
and hustled on out to the warmth of thefire. | siood shivering in my T-shirt for afew minutes, staring
back along thetrail that poked back into the still-dark woods.

"Hey, Cap," Clint'svoice caled in from out there.

"Yeah?' Miller didn't raise Ms voice too much.

"] got one. Send somebody out with a packhorse and aknife. | clean forgot mine."

"Right, Clint,"” Miller looked acrossthefireat me. "Y ou want to go?" he asked.

"Sure" | said. "Let mefinish getting dressed.” | hauled on my shirt and sat down to lace up the boots.
"No big rush." Hegrinned a me. "That deer ain't goin' no place. OI' Clint don't miss very often. Have
yourself acup of coffeewhilst | go throw a packsaddle on one of the horses.” He raised hisvoice again.
"Beafew minutes, Clint."

"OK, Cap," Clint's voice came back. "Better send along ashovd, too."

"Right." Miller went off toward the corral, and | poured mysdlf acup of coffee and finished lacing up the
boots. | went back into the tent and picked up my gun belt.

Jack was struggling into his plaid shirt, trying to stay in the degping bag as much as possible at the same
time. "You goin' out there?' he asked me.

| nodded, buckling on the bdt. "Clint wants ahorse and aknife," | said. | pulled the smaller of the pair of
German knives from the double sheath that hung on the left Side of the gun belt and tested the edge with
my thumb. 1t seemed OK. | grabbed my jacket and hat and went on back through the pale light to the
fire

"Il bedonginalittlebit," Jack caled after me.

Therewas abucket of water on the table, and | scooped some out with my hands and doused it in my
face. The shock was sharp, and | came up gasping. | raked the hair back out of my face with my fingers
and stuffed my hat on. Still shivering, | drank the cup of coffee,

Therewasakind of mist or cloud hanging up on the Side of the mountain, blotting out the top. | waded
down toward the corra through the gray-wet grass. | could see Miller'sdark track through it and Clint's
angling off toward the woods.

"You bring aknife?' Miller asked, handing me the lead-rope to the deepy-looking packhorse hed
saddled.

| nodded. Somehow, it didn't seem right to talk too much.

"He's prob'ly 'bout four-five hundred yards down that trail," he said, pointing. "When you get out therea



ways, sng out, and hell talk youin.”

"Right."

| led the horse on into the woods. It was il pretty dark back in there, the sllvery light filtering down
through the thick spruce limbs. The horse walked very close to me— maybe they get nervous about
things, too.

"Clint?" | called after about five minutes.

"Over here" hisvoice came. "That you, Dan?'

"Yeah." | followed hisvoice.

"I kindafiggered it might be you," he said. "Y ou bring aknife and ashovd ?'

"Yeah," | sad. Then| saw him sitting on alog, smoking a cigarette. His .30-30 was leaning againgt the
tree behind him.

"She'sright over there," he said, pointing. He got up, and we walked back farther into the dun woods.

The deer, ayoung mule doe, had falen onitssidein aclump of heather, its sticklike legs protruding
awkwardly. A dead deer dways lookstiny somehow, not much bigger than adog. They look big when
they're up and moving, but after you shoot them, they seem to kind of shrink in on themselves. A doe
looks even smdller, maybe because there aren't any horns.”

"Thisone ought to last us,” Clint said. "Give me ahand and well drag 'er out in the open.”

We each grabbed ahind leg and pulled the deer out of the heather-bed. Her front legs flopped limply
and her large-eared head wobbled back and forth asit did over the branches of the low-lying shrub. |
didn't see any blood.

"Ever gutted many deer?' he asked me,

"One" | said. "1 didn't do avery good job of it."

"Widl, now," hesad, "I'll show you how it's done. Hold that leg up and gimme your knife."

| handed him the smdler knife and held the hind leg up for him.

"Now, you start here—" He made adlit through the deer's white belly-fur and continued it back toward
thetall, just cutting through the skin.

"ldeaisto keep as much hair out of the meat asyou can,” hetold me.
| watched as he diced the skin from chin to tail.
"Y ou going to cut her throat?' | asked him. "1 thought you were supposed to do that.”

"Not much point,”" he said. "WEll have the head off in about five minutes. Carcass|| bleed out good
enough from that, | expect.” He pushed the point of the knife through the belly-muscles with ahollow,



ripping sound, and started to saw up through theribs.
"Here" | sad, handing him the big knife, "use thisone."

He grunted, laying the smdler knife asde. He hefted the big one. "Quite afrog-sticker," he said, looking
at the ten-inch blade. He bent back over the deer.

| tried not to look too closely at the way the diced muscles twitched and quivered.
"Hey, where are you guys?' Jack caled from back at thetrail.
"Over here" | said.

Clint took the big knife and chopped through the pelvis bone, making asound alot like somebody
chopping wet wood.

"Ooops,” Jack said ashe cameup on us. "I'll just wait till you guysfinish up there.”
"Squeamish?" Clint asked, hisarm sunk up to the elbow inside the deer's body cavity.

"Not redlly," Jack said, "but —" He shrugged and went back to where McKlearey was coming through
the trees. The two of them stood back there, watching.

"Now then," Clint told me, "you just grab hold of the windpipe here and kind of useit asahandleto pull
everything right out." He grabbed the severed windpipe and dowly pulled out and down, spilling out the
deer's teaming interna organs. Once they were clear of the carcass, he dragged them severa feet awvay
and dumped them in aheap. He came back and chopped away the lower half of each leg, the big blade
grating Sckeningly inthejoints.

"No sense haulin' anything back we can't use” he said. Then heturned to the head.

"Whered you hit her?" | asked, looking into the body cavity. "I don't see any hole."

"Right here," he said, probing afinger into the fur just under the base of the skulll.

"Good shot,” | said. "What wasthe ranger?"

"'Bout forty — maybefifty yards. If you're quiet you can get pretty close.”

He made a dice around the neck with the big knife about where held had hisfinger and then cut the head
away. Bone fragments and smal gleaming pieces of copper from his bullet were very bright againgt the
dark mest.

"Let'sdump 'er out,” he said.

We picked up the surprisingly heavy carcass and turned it over to drain.

"Hey, Sim," Clint called to Jack, "why don't you and the Sarge there get that shovel off the packhorse
and dig ahole so'swe can bury the guts?"

"Sure," Jack said, going over to the drowsing horse.



"Ordinarily, I'd leave 'em for the coyotes and bobcats," Clint said, "but then | got to thinkin' that maybe
we wouldn't want ‘em comin' in this close to camp.” He went to the steaming gut-pile and cut the liver
free of the other organs. "Breakfast,” he said shortly. He fished a plagtic bag out of his coat pocket and
did thedripping liver indde.

"This degp enough?' McKlearey asked, pointing at their hole. | noticed that he had on afresh bandage.

"Yeah, that'll doit,” Clint answered. "Just kick them guts and hooves and the head in and cover ‘em up.
Well pile rocks on top when you're done."

| looked away. It hadn't bothered me so far, but the deer's eyes were till open, and | didn't want to see
them kicking dirt in them.

"That'sgot it," Jack said.

Clint gave me back my knives. "Pretty good set," he said. "Whered you come by it?"
"In Germany,” | said. "Got it when | wasinthe Army."

"Damn good sted," he said. "Holds the edge red good.”

"They'reabitch to sharpen.” | grinned a him. Actually, Clydine had sharpened them for me. | don't
know where sheld learned how, but she sure could put an edge on aknife.

We piled rocks on the buried remains of the deer, and then the three of uslifted the carcass onto the
pack-frame saddle while Clint held the horse's head to keep him from shying at the blood-smell.

Clint picked up hisrifle, and we went on back to camp.

"Dry doe," Clint told Miller when we got back to the corral. "Picked ‘er up on thet little game trail back
inthereaways."

"Lookslike shelll last us™" Miller said.
"Should. I'll skin'er out after breskfast when you fellers go up on theridge.”

They put ashort, heavy stick through the hocks of the hind legs and hung the carcassto atreelimb a
ways behind camp.

After they'd unsaddled the packhorse, we dl walked back on up to thefire. Clint washed up and Started
hustling around the cook table McKlearey'd built for him.,

"First blood," Soane said in the kind of gaspy voice held developed since we'd gotten up into the high
country.

"Thisone don't redly count.”" Miller chuckled.
"At least there are deer around,” Stan said.

"Oh, there's plenty of deer up here, dl right,” Miller said.



| got the enamded washbasin and filled it with warm water from the big pot on the fireand did alittle
better job of washing up man I'd managed earlier. Then Clint ran usal away from the fire because we
werein hisway.

I walked on down to the edge of the beaver pond and looked out over the clear water. 1t was about
four or five feet deep out in the middle, and the bottom was thinly sprinkled with matchstick-sized white
twigs. | saw aflicker under the surface about ten feet out and saw a good-sized trout sSvim slowly past,
his angry-looking eye glaring a mewith cold suspicion.

"Hey, man, fish in there, huh?" It wasMcKlearey. | could smdl the whiskey on him. Christ Almighty!
The sun wasn't even up yet!

"Yeah," | said. "Wonder if anybody thought to bring any gear.”
"Doubt it like hell,” he said, jamming his hands deeper into hisfield-jacket pockets.

| squatted down by the water and washed off my knives. The edgeswere ill OK, but | thought I'd
touch them up alittle that afternoon.

"Sun'scomin’ up,” Lou sad.

| looked up. The very tip of the looming, blue-white peak above uswasturning bright pink. As|
watched, the pink line crept dowly down, more and more of the mountain catching fire. The blue-white
was darkly shadowed now by comparison.

"Nice, huh?' Lou said. Hisface was ruddy from the reflected glow off the snow above us, kind of
etched out sharply againgt the dark trees behind him. "'l can think of timeswhen I'd have give my |eft nut
for just onelook at snow. It never melts up there. Did you know that? It's always there— summer and
winter — aways up there. | used to think about that alot when | was on the Delta. It's aways up there.
Kindagives aguy somethin' to hang on to." He snorted with laughter. "Bet it's colder'n abitch up there,"
hesad.

"If it got too cold you could dways think about the Ddlta, | guess,” | said.

"No," hesaid, dill gtaring at the mountain. "I never think about the Delta. Other places, yeah, but never
the Ddta."

| nodded. "How's the hand?" | pointed at the bandage.

"Little sore," hesaid. "It'll be OK."

"Chow!" Clint hollered from camp.

Lou and | walked on back up toward the tents. Maybe there was more to him than I'd realized.

Clint had fried up abunch of bacon and then had smmered onion dicesin the hot grease and had fried
up thin strips of fresh deer liver. There were hot biscuits and more coffee. Thelittle old fart could sure

whip up ahdluvamed on short notice. We fell on thefood like a pack of wolves, and for about ten
minutes dl you could hear was the sound of eating. The dtitude does that to you.



After weld esten and were lazing over alast cup of coffee, watching the edge of the sunlight creep down
the mountain toward us, Miller cleared histhroat.

"Soon as you men get your breakfast settled, well saddle up and take alittle ride on up the ridge there. |
want to show you the stands you'll be usin'. Y ou'll need to see'em in the daylight 'causeitll till be dark
yet when you get up there tomorrow. Then, too, it'll give us a chance to scout around some.”

"You think well see any deer?" Stan asked.

"We sure should,” Miller said. "I've seen five cross that ridge since we set down to breskfast.”

Wedl turned and looked sharply up at theridge.

"None up thereright now though,” he said. ™Y our buckslI al be up there. Now some of you men may've
hunted mule deer before, and some of you've hunted white-tail. These are al mulies up here. They're
bigger'n white-tail and they look and act awhole [ot different. A muli€'s got big ears— that's how he gets
his name — and he can hear apin drop at ahaf amile. He's easy to hunt ‘cause you can count on him to
do two things— run uphill and stop just before he goes over the ridge. Hell dways run uphill when he's
been spooked — unless, of course, he'sjust been shot. Then hell go downhill.

"A white-tall runskind of flat out, like ahorse or adog, and if youreafair shot you can hit him on the
run. Y our mulie, on the other hand, bounces like a damn jackrabbit, and you can't tell from one jump to
the next which way he'sgoin'. Looks funnier'n hell, but it makes him damn hard to hit on therun. You

shoot over 'im or under 'im ever' time.

"That's why it's good to know that he's gonna stop. As soon as he gets aways away from you — and
above you — helll stop and ook back to see what you're doin'. Some people say they're curious, and
some say they're dumb, but it's just somethin' hell dways do. Wait for it, and you're likely to get aclear,

gandin' shot."
"What'sthe range likely to be?' Sloane gasped.
"Anywhere from one hundred to three hundred yards," Miller said, looking closely at Cd. "Much out

past that and | wouldn't shoat, if it was me. Too much chance of agut shot or havin' the deer drop into
one of these ravines. He doesthat and hell likely bounce and roll for about amile. Won't be much left

when he stops.”
He stopped and looked around. It was the longest speech | ever heard him make.
"Let'sgo get the horses," he said, amogt asif he were ashamed of himsdlf for talking so much.

We trooped on down to the corra, and he made each man saddle his own horse. "Might aswell learn
how to do it now aslater,” he said.

| approached that knotheaded gray horse of minewith agreat deal of caution. He didn't seem
particularly tense thismorning, but | wasn't going to take any chanceswith him. | got him saddled and
bridled and led him out of the corral. The othersall stopped to watch.

"Wel, buddy," | ssid to him asfirmly as| could, "how do you want to play it thismorning?"

Heturned his head and looked inquiringly a me, hislong gray face amask of equine innocence,



"Youlyin' son of abitch," | muttered. | braced myself and climbed on his back. His earsflicked.

"All right," | said grimly, "let'sget it over with." 1 nudged him with my heels and he moved out a agentle
walk with not so much as an ingtant's hesitation. | walked him out into the bottom, turned him and trotted
him back to the corral.

"How about that?' | called to the others. "Just like a pussycat.”

"You got him dl sraightened out yesterday,”" Miller said. "He won't give you no moretrouble.

The others mounted, and we rode off down to the lower end of the basin, crossed the creek, and started
up theridge, Clint's horse, donein the saddle-horse corra, whinnied after us a couple times and then
went over to the fence nearest the pack-horses.

| wasalittle stiff and sore, but it didn't take too long for that to iron itsalf out.

Theridge moved up in aseries of stepswith low brush breaking off each sde. A little way out we rode
into the sunlight.

About ahdf mile up from camp, Miller stopped.

"Thisll bethefirst stand," he said. "The Big Man'll be here." It made sense. Thiswasthe lowest pogt,
and Sloane was having trouble with the dtitude.

"Y ou want me to wait here now?' Ca asked, disgppointment evident in hisvoice.

"No need of that,” Miller said, "but wed better [ook around amite so'syou can get it all set in your
mind. I'll be droppin’ you off by thiswhite rock here." He pointed at a big pale boulder. "Best place to set
isright over there"

Weadl got off and walked on over. A natural rock platform jutted out over the deep ravine that ran
down theright-hand side of the ridge. The other, shallower, ravine with its meadows ran down into the
basin where we were camped.

"Y ou see that notch over on the other side?’ Miller said, pointing it out to Soane.

"Yegh"

"That'samain gametrail. They'll be comin' acrossthat from the next ravine. Then they'll turn and goon
down to the bottom. They'll bein sight al theway."

"How far isit to that notch?" S oane gasped.

"'Bout a hundred and fifty yards. It'sbest to let 'em get dl the way to the bottom before you shoot. That
way they won't fal so far and you'll have plenty of timeto ook 'em over.”

"OK," Soanesad.

"Don't get o interested in thistrail that you ignore this draw here that runs on down to camp though.
They'll be crossin’ there, too — lots of 'em. And they'll be grazin' in those meadows.”



Soanelooked it dl over. "l think I've got it located,”" he said, taking a deep breath.

Jack's post was on the next step up the ridge. There was abit more brush there, but another big game
trall cut into the ravine from thefar sde.

"Watch your shots over there, Slim," Miller said. "It breaks off pretty sharp, and a deer'd get busted up
pretty bad if it wasto go over that edge.”

"Yeah," Jack replied, hiseyes narrowing, "'l can seethat.”
Stan was next up the hill, his post much like the two below.
McKlearey's post was down in anotch.

"Youll haveto watch yoursdf in here, Sarge,” Miller told him. "Y ou'reright in the middle of atrail here,
and you might get yoursdlf sampeded over if they dart to runnin’.”

"Stomp your ass right into the ground, McKlearey." Jack laughed. "Wouldn't that be abitch?"
"I'll hold 'em off till you guys get here.
Lou grinned. "WEell ambush the little bastards."

My post was the highest on the ridge. The horses scrambled up the rocky trail from McKlearey's notch,
their iron-shod hooves diding and clattering.

"I'm puttin' the Kid up here," Miller explained, "'cause that horse he'sridin' isthe biggest and strongest
oneinthesdring. Thislittle stretch of trail can be abitch-kitty in the dark."

"Anybody wannatrade horses?' | asked, not meaning it.
We came out on the rounded knob at the top of the trail and looked around.

"At least you'll have scenery," Jack said. He wasright about that. Y ou could literally see for ahundred
milesin every direction except where the peak whitely blotted out aquarter of the sky.

Weadl got down and walked around, looking out at the surrounding mountains.
"Buck!" Miller said, hisvoice not loud but carrying to uswith asharp urgency.

The deer was above us. | counted him at five points, but that could have been off. He was ahundred
and fifty yards away, but he till looked as big as ahorse. He watched us, hisrack flaring arrogantly
above hishead like avast crown. It was probably my imagination, but his face seemed to have an
expression of unspeakable contempt on it, an dmost roya hauteur that made me fed about two feet tall.
None of us moved or made a sound.

Sowly he turned the white patch of hisrump to us, flicked histail twice, then laid his ears back and
bounded up the mountainsde asif he had springs on hisfeet. He soared with each jump as though the
grip of earth upon him was very light and he could just aseadily fly, if herealy wanted to.



Far up the rockdide he dowed, stopped, and looked back at us again. Then he walked off around the
ridge, picking hisway ddicately over the rocks, hishead up and hisantlers carried proudly.

| il felt very smadll.
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Miller split us up then and sent us on back down the ridge by several different trails. Hetold ustoride
dowly and keep agood sharp eye out for any redlly big bucks.

"Comeon, Ca," | said to Soane, "let's ease on down thisway."

Miller glanced at me and nodded once. One of uswas going to have to stick pretty closeto Calvin from
here on out.

"Surething,” Soane said with aheartiness that sounded hollow asal hell. He was |ooking pretty tough
agan.

Werode off dowly, and | concentrated pretty much on picking aseasy atrail as| could find. The sun
waswell up by now, and the air up therewas very clear. Every limb and rock stood out sharply, and the
shadows under the busheswere very dark. | could hear the others clattering over rocks now and men
above us. After about five minutes Ca called weakly to me.

"Better hold up aminute, Dan." He jJumped down off hishorse and lurched unsteadily off to the side of
thetrail. | rolled out of the saddle and caught his bridle before his horse could wander off. | tied both
horsesto alow bush.

He was vomiting when | got to him, kneeling beside arock and retching like aman at the end of a
three-day drunk.

"You OK?' | asked. A guy dways asks such damned stupid questions at atime like that.

He nodded jerkily and then vomited again. Hewas &t it for quite along time. Findly he got weakly to his
feet and stumbled back toward the horses.

"Jesus, Cdl," | said, trying to help him.

"Dont tell the others about this" he said hoarsely, waving off my hand.

"Chrigt, man, youreredly sck, aren't you?"

"I'll be OK," he said, hanging onto his saddle horn. "Just don't tell the others, OK?"
"If yousay s0," | said. "Let'ssit down abit.”

"Sure," he agreed.

| led him over to aclear place and went back to get the water bag hanging on my saddle horn. When |



brought it back, he drank some and washed off hisface. He looked allittle better, but his breathing was
il very bad, and hisface was paleingde the framing fur of his parka hood.

"] just can't seem to get used toit." He gasped. "God damn, | can't. It'slike there was awet blanket
over my facedl thetime."

"Y ou ever havetrouble at high dtitudes before?' | asked him.

"No more than anybody else, | don't think. Oh sure, I'd get alittle woozy and I'd get winded easy, but
nothing likethis. Of course, | haven't been up in the mountainsfor five or six years now."

"Itl settle down,” | said — not redlly bdlieving it. "Hell, we've only been up herefor aday or so.”
"l sure hope 0," he said. "1 don't know how much more of this| can cut.”

"Cd," | sad after aminute or 0, "if it gets bad — | mean really bad — you'll let me know, won't you? |
mean, shit, none of thisisworth blowing a coronary over."

"Hell," hesaid, "my heart'sin good shape— it'smy fuckin' lungs.”

"Yeah, | know, but tel me, huh? | mean it."

Helooked a me for amoment. "OK, Dan," he said findly, "if it redly getsbad.”

That wasahdluvardief.

"Likeyou said, though, it'll settle down.” Hisface had alonging on it that was awfully damned exposed.
"I'vejust got to makethis one, you know?' hesaid. "If | don't makeit thistime, | don't think | ever will."
"I'm not sure| follow you,” | said.

"Look, Dan," he said, "let's not kid each other. | know what | am — I'm abig fuckin' kid — that's what
| am."

"Hey, man—"

"No, let's not shit each other. | wouldn't say thisto any of the others. Hell, they wouldn't understand it.
But youre different." Helit acigarette and then immediately mashed it out. "I sure as shit don't need those

things"
"I've cut way down, too," | said, wanting to change the subject.

"Thiswholedamn trip," he went on, "it'sakid thing— for me anyhow. At least it waswhen it Sarted. It
wasjust another of the things| do with your brother and Carter and McKlearey and awhole bunch of
other guys— parties, booze, broads, the whole bit — all kid stuff. I gottado it though. Y ou see, my old
man was fifty-five when | was born. My old lady was his second wife. | can't ever remember him when
he wasn't an old man. | get thisawful feging when | get around old people— like | want to crawl off and
hide someplace.”

"You'renot donethere” | told him. "I ever tell you about the Dan Alders curse? With meit'sold ladies



on buses. Drivesmeright up thewall every time.”
He grinned a me briefly. He dmost looked like the old Cal again.

"So | hang around with young guys," he went on, "and | do the stuff they do. Shit, man, I'm forty-two
yearsold, for Chrissake! Don't you think it'stime | grew up? | own four businesses outright, and I'm a
partner in about six more. Let'sfaceit, I'm what they'd call a man of substance, and here | am, boozin'
and partyin' and shackin' up with cheap floozieslike that goddamn Helen. Jesus H. Christ! Claudiasten
times the woman and about a million times the lady that pig was on the best day she ever saw.” He shook
his head. "I've gotta be outa my goddamn rabbit-ass mind!"

"Weadl do funny things now and then," | said, wishing held change the subject.
"I don't know why the hell Claudia puts up with me," he said. " She knows al about it, of course.”
IIOI,.]?I

"Shit yes! Do you think for one minute | could hide anything from her? But she never gives me hell about
it, never complains. Hell, she never even mentionsit. The goddamn woman'sasaint, you know mat?"

"She's pretty specid,” | agreed.
Sloanelooked out over what Mike used to call the Big Londly.

"God, it'sgreat up here," hesad, "if only | could get my goddamn wind!" He pounded hisfist on hisleg
asif angry with hisgross body for having failed him.

"Anyway" — he picked it up again —"like | was sayin', this sarted out asjust another kid thing—
something | was gonna do with Jack and Carter and some of the guys, right?”

"If you say s0," | said. He had me baffled now.

"Only itisn't that anymore. Thisisa, baby. Thisiswherelittle Cavin growsup. Thistime | makeit over
the hump. By God, it's about time, wouldn't you say? Claudia deserves ared husband, and by God I'm
gonna see that she's got one when | get back. He looked up at the sky again. "Thistime I'm gonnamake
it, | redly am." Then he started coughing again, and | started worrying.

After he got straightened around with his breathing apparatus again, we got up and went back to the
horses.

"You mink | can makeit, Dan?" he asked after I'd helped him back on his horse.

| looked at him for aminute. "Y ou dready have, Cd," | said. "That wasit back there. Anything eseis
just going to be a souvenir to remember it by." | went over and climbed up on Ned. A guy can say some
goddamn foolish things sometimes. But Ca needed it, so | said it — even though we both knew "growing
up" doesn't happen like that. It takes along time— mogt of your life usudly.

Then we heard the other guys yelling farther up the dope. We nudged the horses over to where we
could get aclear view of the ravine. We both looked up and down the opposite ridge for aminute and
then we saw what they were yelling about.



It was awhite deer.

He was a buck, maybe about a seven-pointer, but he wasn't as big as the five-point we'd seen earlier.
His coat was a sort of cream-colored, but his antlers were very dark. He stood about a quarter of amile
away on the other ridge, his earsflickering nervoudy at dl the shouting the others were doing. | suppose
like most abinos, his eyesweren't redly too good.

"Look a that!" Sloane said reverently. "Isn't that the most beautiful goddamn thing you ever saw?' He
handed me his binoculars. They brought the thing up pretty close; they were damn good glasses.

The deer's eyes were adeep red, so hewas atrue abino. Y ou could actually see the pink skinin places
where the wind ruffled his fur back. He looked more completely defensdess than any animd 1've ever
seen. For some reason, when | looked at him, | thought of Clydine,

| gave the glasses back to Sloane and sat on the horse watching until the deer's nerves finaly got wound
too tight and he bounded off across the other ridge and out of sight.

"lsn't that something?' Cal gasped.

"Never seen one before,” | said. "I've seen alot of deer, but that's the first white one I've ever seen.”
"The son of abitch looked like aghog, didn't he?!

"Or like Maoby Dick," | said, and then | wished | hadn't said it. It was so goddamn obvious.

"Yeah. Moby Dick," Soane said. "They got him at the end of the book, didn't they?

"No," | said. "He got them — the whole damn bunch. All but Ishmad, of course.”

"l never read it," Soane admitted. "I saw the movie though — first half of it anyway. | waswith thisgirl

"I'd rather you didn't mention that nameto the others,” | said, forgetting Stan for amoment.
"What name?"

"Moby Dick."

"Why not?"

"It'sared bad scene, man. Just say it'sasuperstition or something, but don't get Jack and McKlearey
sarted on something like that. Somebody's liable to wind up dead.”

"You arejumpy,” Soane said. "What's got you al keyed up?*

"Man, I'll tel you, thiswhole damn trip islike setting up housekeeping on top of abomb. McKlearey's
been playing McKlearey-type games with a couple women we both know. If we don't keep alid on
things, Jack and Stan are going to go off in acorner and start to odd-man to see who gets to shoot the
son of abitch.”

"Jesud" Joane sad.



"Amen, brother, amen. Thiswholetrip could turn to shit right in our faces, so let's not buy trouble by
gtarting any Moby Dick stuff. That son of abitch sank the whole goddamn boat, and | 1eft my water
wingsa home."

"Hell," he squawked, "I can't even svim."

Of coursethefirgt thing Stan said to me when Soaneand | cametrailing into camp was"Call me
Ishmad," in aproperly dramatic voice.

"l only am escaped to tell thee," | grated back at him just as hard and as sharp-pointed as | could make
it, hoping to hell hed get the point.

"What the hdll are you two babblin' about?' Jack demanded.
Stan, of course, had to tell him.

We unsaddled the horses, turned them loosein the corral, and then al went on up to the fire where Clint
wasworking on lunch.

"Man" — Jack was till carrying on about the white deer — "wasn't that the damnedest thing you ever
saw?'

"Pretty damn rare,”" Miller said. "Most likely astag though.”
"Stag?' Sloane asked. "'l thought any buck-deer was astag.”

"Wedll, not redly,” Miller said. "A stag iskindalike a steer with cows. Either he's been castrated or had
an accident or hejust ain't got the equipment. Most of them fresks are like that — | don't know why."

They talked about it dl the way through lunch. | kept trying to pour cold water onit, but | could see dll
the others visualizing that white head over their mantelpieces or what-not. | began right about then to hate
that damned deer. | wished to hell hed fdl off adliff or something.

After lunch we hauled in more firewood and cleaned our rifles. McKlearey |ashed together akind of rifle
rack and put it in the back of the supply tent. "Keep the scopes from gettin' knocked around that way,"
he rasped. His bandage was dirty again.

The sun went down early — it dwayswould here, right up againgt the backside of that pegk like we
were. Thetwilight lasted along time though. We had venison steek for dinner and settled down around
the fireto watch thelast of the daylight fade out of the sky.

They went back to talking about that damned white deer again.

I'd been kind of half-assed watching McKlearey. Hed been making alot of tripsto histent for one
reason or another, and his eyeswere getting alittle unfocused. | figured he was hitting hisjug pretty hard

again.

| caught Miller'seye, and | knew he'd been counting McKlearey'strips, too. He didn't look too happy
about it.



"Well, I'll suretdl you onething," Jack was saying, "if that big white bastard crosses my stand, I'll dump
imrightin histracks"

"You sad it, buddy," McKlearey said, hisvoice durring alittle. "How about you, Danny Boy?"

"| came up hereto hunt," | said. "I'm not declaring war on one single deer.”

"Thereslots of deer up on that mountain,” Miller said. "Lots are bigger'n that one."

"Jugt likethe girlsin Hong Kong, huh, Danny?* McKlearey said, trying to focus his eyeson me.

"l wouldn't know, Lou,” | said. "I've never been there, remember?

"Sure you have, Danny. Men you made an R and R there once."

"Not me, Lou. Y ou must have me mixed up with somebody else.”

He squinted a me very closdly. "Yeah," he said findly, "maybe so. | guess maybe it was another guy.”
Wheat the hell wasthat al about?

We kept on talking until it got completely dark, and Miller suggested that we al get to bed. | walked on
down to McKlearey's dit-trench to unload some coffee. On the way back | met Clint.

"Say, Dan," he said, hisvoice hushed, "What's the score on old Sarge anyway? Does it seem to you he's
actin' alittle funny?"

"Lou?1 don't know, Clint. | don't really know him al that well. Seemsto me hel's been acting alittle
funny ever ancel fird met him."

"Wdl," hesaid, "I know onething for sure. He hitsthat bottle about as hard as any man I've ever seen.
That ain't good up thishigh.”

"He'sused toit," | said.

"Maybe 0, but Cap'salittle worried about it. He wants this trip to go smooth, and dready hesgot a
sck man and one that's actin' kinda funny. Don't take too much to spoil atrip for ever'body.”

"I think it'll work out, Clint. Once we get to hunting, well be OK."
"l sure hope s0," he said.

"Sure, Clint, it'll al settle down, don't worry." | wished that | could be as sure as| sounded. | walked on
back up to the tent.

Jack was already in bed and about half-asleep, so | just undressed and crawled in my deeping bag.
| lay in my sack, staring out at the fire and remembering the other deer — not the white one — and how

he'd soared and bounced up the mountainside. Almost asif he could fly, if he redly wanted to. For me, at
leadt, it was going to be agood hunt.
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“Timetorall out." Clint's head blotted out the looming white mountain in the doorway of thetent. | was
immediately awake. It'sfunny, in town or anyplace ese, | dways have a helluvatime waking up. When
I'm hunting though, | snap awake just like | was adifferent guy.

| was dressed and out to the fire while Jack was still mumbling around looking for his pants. | washed up
and hunkered down by the firewaiting for the coffee to finish boiling. Sowly one by one the othersjoined
me.

"Darker'n hdl," Jack said. "What timeisit, anyway?"

"Four," | said. We both spoke quietly, our voices hushed by the deep silence around us. Lou came out
rubbing down the tape on a fresh bandage. | wondered why he didn't wear aglove or try to keep that
hand out of the dirt.

Miller came up from the corrd about the same time Stan and then Sloane came out of their tent.
"Cold," Stan said shortly, zipping up his new jacket and getting up closeto thefire.

"Mornin', men," Miller said. "Coffee ready?"

"Injust aminute or 0, Cap," Clint said. He looked around, his battered old cowboy hat pushed back
from hisface. "Y ou fellers are gonna have to step back from the fire if you want any breskfast.”

We dl moved obediently back away and he began dapping his pans down on the grill. "Coffees ready,"
hesaid. "Takeit over to the table there.”

| carried the heavy pot to the table and started pouring coffee into the cups. Then we al stood back in
the bunch in front of the tentswatching Clint make breskfas.

"WEell get up therewdl beforefirgt light, men,” Miller said. "I'll ride dl theway up to the top with the Kid
here, and then I'll come on back down with the horses. They'd just get restless on you and move around
and spook the deer. Besides, they might run off if you happen to get off a shot today."

"It'sready,” Clint said. "Come get your plates."

Welined up, and hefilled our platesfor us. We sat down to eat. Miller continued with hisinstructions.
"I'll bring the horses down and put 'em out to graze in this meadow out here. I'll be back up to get you
about ten or s0. Isn't likely therelll be much movin' after that. Well go out again about three thirty or four
this afternoon.” He bent hisface to his plate and scooped in three or four mouthfuls of scrambled eggs.
He stared off into the dark while he chewed, hiswhite mustache twitching with each bite.

"l don't know as'd shoot today," he said. "Just kinda get an idea of the size of the deer. Lots of men
bust the first one they see with horns. Thereé'salot of deer on thismountain. A lot of big ones, so take
your time"

He ate some more. By then the rest of us had finished. He looked at hiswatch. "I guesswed better



saddle up,” he sad, rising.
The rest of usfollowed him on down to the corral. The moon was still high over the shoulder of the
peak, and it was very bright out from under the shadow of the spruces. I'd had visions of fumbling around
with flashlights and lanterns while we saddled the horses, but the moonlight was bright enough to make it

amost as easy asdoing it in broad daylight.
After we'd saddled the horses, we led them back up to the tents and picked up our rifles.

"How about the sgnds?' Sloane gasped, patting the butt of his Ruger.

"Oh, yeah," Miller said. He didn't sound very enthusiastic. "How 'bout this? One shot means adown
deer. Two shots for one wounded and running. Three shotsif you'rein trouble— hurt or sick or hangin'

off acliff by one hand. OK?"
"Sure" Soane sad. "Anything'll work aslong aswedl know what it is"
"Y ou fdlers better get movin' if Cap's gonna get them horses back down by shootin' time," Clint said.

Wetied our riflesto the saddlies and climbed on. Miller led the way, and we strung out behind him single

file
By the time we got to his stand, Cal was breething hard. Even though the horse was doing al the work,

hewas puffing asif he'd climbed the hill by himsdlf.

"You OK?" Miller asked him.
"Fine" Sloane gasped. "Y ou gonnatake the horse with you now?"
"No. Jugt tie him to that bush there. I'll be back down in about half an hour or so — before shootin' time
anyway. Y ou might aswell go on over and get settled now though.”
"Right," Cd said, grunting as he dipped off hishorse.
"Good luck, Sloane," Jack said. "Try not to bust anything bigger'n atwelve-point.”
"Sure," Ca grinned. Then he giggled, and | think that made us all fed better. We waved and moved on

up the mountainside.
Jack tied down his horse and faded back into the shadowy bushes with a backward wave.

Stan dismounted giffly and stood by his horse, watching us as Miller, McKlearey, and | rode on up the

ridge.
It was darker than hell in McKlearey's notch. His face was nothing more than apae blur ashereined in

hishorse.

"Thisisasfar asl go," hesaid.

"I'll be back down in afew minutes, Sarge," Miller said.



"I'll be here, Cap. Good luck, Danny boy."
"Sametoyou, Lou," | answered.
Then Miller and | went dowly on up the steep trail to my post.

The moon wasjust dipping behind the shoulder of the mountain as we came out on the knob at the top
of theridge.

"Better let my eyes settleinto the dark abit before | start back,” Miller said. "Give the horse arest, too."
We both climbed down.

| offered him a cigarette and we sgquatted down in the darkness, smoking.
"Clint tellsme you went to college," Miller said after awhile.
"Yeah," | sad. "Beforel went inthe Army."

"Alwayswished I'd had the chance to go," he said. "Maybe then | wouldn't befinishin' up ona
broke-down horse-ranch, scratchin' to make alivin'."

"Fromtheway | seeit," | said, "you're one of the lucky ones. Y ou're doing something you like."

"Theré'sthat, too," he admitted. "I don't know asit al adds up to all that much though. The work's hard
and the pay's pretty dim. A man awayswondersif maybe he coulda done better.”

"l know alot of people who'd trade even across with you, Cap,” | said.
He chuckled. "I guessthere ain't much point worryin' about it at this stage.”
| untied my rifle and the water bag from my saddle.

"Y ou got ever'thing, son? All your gear, | mean?”'

"Yeah," | sad, "I'mall st

He stood up. Then he scuffed hisboot in the thin dirt acouple times. Finally he blurted it out. "What's
edtin' on old Sarge, anyway?"

"God, Cap, | don't know. Maybe he'sjust having trouble reconverting to civilian life. | met him about a
month ago, and he's been jumpy as hdll dl that time. I've about halfway got a hunch he had a pretty rough
timein Vietnam — he'sout on amedicd. Mdaria, | think."

"Mean suff,” hesad. "Clint getsatouch of it now and then.”

lla,]?l

"Puts him flat on hisback."

"Yeah. I've heard it'sno joke."



"l surewish ol' Sargewould go alittle easier on theliquor though. | can suretell you that.”
"Attherate hésgoing,” | said, "that bottle of hiswon't last much longer.”

"He'sgot moren one," Miller said gloomily. "That sack of hisclinksand gurgleslikealiquor store. |
wonder he had room for spare sox."

"Oh, brother," | said.
"Did you tak with the Big Man on the way down yesterday?" he asked, changing the subject.
"Yeah," | said. "Hesgoing to let me know if he getsredly bad."

"That'sared good idea. Clint can take him back on down if he getstoo sick. Most men start to get their
wind beforethis.”

"I think hell bedl right now," | said.

"l sure hope s0." Helooked around. "WEell, | guess| better be gettin' on down.”
"Yeah," | sad. | glanced a my watch. "About haf an hour till shooting time."
"Ought to work out about right, then," he said. "Well, son, good luck."

"Thanks, Cap."

| watched him ride on off down the trail with Ned trailing behind him. Then | dung my rifle and walked
on up to the top of the knob. | sat down and lit another cigarette. I'd meant to ask him if the smoke
would spook off the deer, but I'd forgotten.

| undung therifle and started pulling cartridgesfor it out of my gun belt and pushing them one by oneinto
the magazine. | eased the last one up the tube with the bolt and then pushed the bolt-handle down. |
snapped on the safety and carefully laid the rifle down on aflat rock. Then | loaded the pistol and put it
back in the holster. Now what the hell was | supposed to do for the next twenty-five minutes?

| sat down on the rock beside the rifle again and looked off toward the east. | could just make out the
faintest hint of light dong toward the horizon out there.

| remembered atime in Germany when I'd pulled the four-to-six shift on guard duty and had watched
the sun dowly rise over one of thosetiny little fanning villages with the stonewalled, red-tile-roofed
houses huddled together under achurch spire. It'sagood timefor getting things sorted out in your mind. |
wonder how many times other guys have thought the same thing — probably every guy from aong about
the year one.

Onething was sure— | was a helluvalong way from Germany now. | sarted to try to figure out what
timeit would be in Wertheim about now, but | lost track somewhere off the east coast. | wondered what
Heidi wasdoing right now. | gtill felt bad about that. If only she hadn't been so damn trusting. No matter
what 1'd told her, sheld gone on hoping and believing. It was abad ded all the way around. She'd gotten
hurt, and I'd picked up big fat guilt fedingsout of it.

And naturdly that got me to thinking about Sue. Oddly enough, it didn't bother me to think about her



anymore. For along time I'd deliberately forced my mind away from it. About the only time I'd thought
about her waswhen | wasin the last stages of getting crocked — and that usually wound up getting
maudlin. At first, of course, I'd been pretty bitter about it. Now | could seethewholething in alittle
better perspective. I'd told alot of people that it wouldn't have worked out between Sue and me, but that
had been a cover-up redlly. Now | began to seethat it wasreally true— it wouldn't have worked out. It
wasn't just her old lady either. Sue and | had looked at the world atogether differently. Sheld have
probably turned into a Monicaon mewithin thefirg six months.

That made me alittle less certain about graduate school. Maybe I'd just gone ahead and made those
plansto go back to the campusin Seattle with some vague ideaiin the back of my mind about possibly
getting back together with her again. Or maybe | wasjust looking for a place to hide— or to postpone
things. | was awfully good at postponing things.

The streak of light off aong the eastern horizon was spreading now, and the Sarswerefading. A
gted-gray luminogity was beginning to show in the rocks around me. It was il about fifteen minutes until
it would be legd to shoot. Once again | found mysdf wishing my little Bolshevik could seethis. Tak
about an ambivalent Situation, that wasredly it. | guess| knew sheld been right that night at Sloane's orgy
— sheand | weren't for kegps. There was no way we could be, but lately | couldn't see anything nice or
hear anything or come up with an idea without wanting to share it with her. She was acomplete and
absolute nut, but | couldn't think of anybody that was more fun to be around.

A deer crossed the brow of the ridge on thefar side of theravine. | think | looked at it for about thirty
seconds before | actualy redized it was adeer. It was ill too dark to tell if it was abuck or adoe. |
began to get that tight excitement | get when I'm hunting — asort of adouble aliveness| only get then. |
picked up my rifleand tried to seeif | could catch the deer in the scope, but by that time it was down in
the brush at the bottom of the ravine. Then | started paying attention to what | was doing. | began
scoping the ravine and the ridge carefully.

It was getting lighter by the minute. | counted three more deer crossing the ridge— three doesand a
smdl buck.

| checked my watch. It was legal to shoot now.

In the next hour, thirty or forty deer crossed the ridge and another dozen or so drifted acrossthe
meadow behind me. Most of them were does, of course, and the bucks were al pretty small. | put the
scope on each one and watched them carefully. Deer are funny animals, and | got akick out of watching
them. Some would come out of the brush very cautioudy, looking around asif the whole world was out
to get them. Othersjust blundered on out asif they owned the woods.

The pink sunlight was dipping down the pesak above again, and it was broad daylight by now.

The white deer crossed the ridge above me from the meadow at my back just before the sun got down
to the rockfall.

| caught the flicker of his movement out of the corner of my eye and swung the scope on him. He
crossed about seventy yards above me, and he completely filled the scope. | think he looked right
draight & me severd times. | could see his pae eye ashesfluttering as he blinked nearsightedly in my
direction. It never occurred to meto shoot. Maybeif | had, | could have headed off awhole potful of
trouble, but it just didn't occur to me— I'm not even sure | could have shot. | just wasn't so hungry that |
had to kill something unique.
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"Y ou see any with any size?' Miller asked when he came back up about ten thirty.
"One pretty good three-point was al,” | told him. I'd decided the less| said about the abino, the better.

"Ther€ll be bigger ones," he said. "The others dready went on down." He was |ooking at me kind of
funny.

"l haven't seen anything in the last hour or so," | told him, walking over to Ned. The damn fool horse
reached out and nuzzled at me, dmost like a puppy. | scratched hisearsfor him.

"Y ou two sure seem to be gettin' dong good.” Miller chuckled.

"I think he'sal bluff," | said, tying therifleto the saddle and hooking the water bag over the horn. |
climbed on, and we started down the ridge.

"The Big Man don't seem much better," he said when we got out past McKlearey's notch.

"Hell holdon,” | said. "Thisisawfully important to him."

Miller grunted.

It was close to eleven when we got back down to camp.

"What the hell's the matter with your eyes Dan?' Jack demanded as| climbed down at the corrd. "That
big white bastard damn near walked over the top of you up there— couldn'ta been moren thirty yards
fromyou."

"Oh?' | sad. | saw Miller watching me closdly. "I must have been watching another deer.”

"Hell, man, that's the one that counts."

| unsaddled Ned and ran him into the corral.

Jack shook his head disgustedly and stalked back up to the fire. | followed him.

"I'm not shittin you," he told the others. " Just goddamn near ran right over him. | waswatchin' thewhole
time through my scope.”

"Why didn't you shoot?" McKlearey demanded.

"Chrig, Lou, he was dmost amile away, and Stan, you, and Dan were al between meand him. | ain't
about to get trigger-happy.”

"Areyou sure it was the same deer?' Stan asked.

"Ain't very likely theré's more than one like that on the whole mountain,” Jack said. "l still can't see how



you missed spottin' him, Dan."

"Coulda been brush or arise of ground between the Kid and that deer,” Miller said, pouring himsdlf a
cup of coffee. "That ground can be damn tricky when you get at adifferent angle.”

"Now that's surethe truth,” Clint said. "'l seen anine-pointer walk no moren ten yardsin front of ol' Cap
here onetime. From where | was sittin' it looked like they were right in each other'slaps, but when | got
down there | seen that deer had been in akind of shalow draw.”

Miller chuckled. "Biggest deer we seen dl that year, too."

"| guessthat explainsit then," Jack said dubioudy.

"Where's Soane?' | asked.

"He'slying down inthetent,” Stan said. "He's il not fedling too well.”

"Isheadeep?’

"| think hewas going to try to deep alittle.”

"l won't pester himthen,” | said. "Any of you guys see any good ones?’

"I seen afour-point,” McKlearey said, "but | figureit'searly yet."

"That'splayin' it smart, Sarge" Miller sad. "We got plenty of timeleft.”

"What time you think we oughta go back up?' Jack asked him.

"Oh, 'bout threethirty or s0," Miller said. "Evenin' huntin’ ain't dl that productive thistime of year. Deer'll
move in the evening, but not near as much asinthemornin'.”

Weloafed around until lunchtime and then ate some more venison and beans. Wetried to get Soaneto
egt, but he said he didn't fed much likeit, so weleft him aone.

Therest of the guys sacked out after we'd esten, but | wasn't really deepy. | wasfeding kind of sticky
and grimy and thought a bit about maybe trying to swim in the beaver pond, but one hand stuck in there
convinced methat it would be an awful mistake. | think that water came right out of aglacier somewhere.
| settled for astand-up bath out of the washbasin and called it good. Then | washed out my shirt and
underwear and hung them on limbsto dry. | felt better in clean clothes and with at least the top layer of
dirt off.

At three thirty we went down to the corra. Sloane was till fedling pretty rough, and Miller suggested
that maybe he ought to just stay in bed so held be better tomorrow. Cd didn't give him much of an
argument.

"Horses|l be OK to stay with you men," Miller said. "They'reawholelot quieter come evenin'. I'll just
ride on up to the top with the Kid here, and well come on down end of shootin' time.”

Weadl got on our horses and started up theridge. It felt alittle funny not having Ca dong. Each of the
others pedled off at their regular stands, and Miller and | scrambled on up to my knaob at the top.



We got down and tied the horses securely and went on up to the rock where I'd sat that morning.
Miller lit acigarette. "Sun's il pretty warm, ain't it?* he said.

"Yeah," | agreed. | could see that something was bothering him.

After along while he said it. "How come you didn't shoot thismornin'?”

"I didn't see anything | wanted to shoot,” | said.

"I was down below watchin' you with my field glasses," he said. "I saw you follow that freak deer with
your scope dl theway acrosstheridge. | don't think your brother saw you."

"I don't know, Cap," | said. "l just didn't fed like shooting him."
He nodded. "Maybe I'd fed the sameway," he said. "'I've seen afew of 'em and I've never shot one.”
"l just watched him," | said. "I don't think | even congidered pulling the trigger on him.”

"Inaway | dmost wish you had. It woulda put an end toit. Y our brother and ol' Sarge are startin' to get
a each other about it."

"I know," I said. "l wish the damn deer would get the hdll off thisSde of the mountain.”
"Aint very likdy."

| had acigarette.

"Doe," Miller said, nodding at the other ridge.

We watched her step daintily down into the ravine. Then something spooked her. She snorted and
bounded up the side of the ravine and on over theridge.

"Picked up somebody's scent,” Miller said. "Breeze gets alittle tricky thistime of evenin'.”

We st in slence, watching severa does and a couple of small bucks pick their way on down theravine.
The sun crept dowly down toward the shoulder of the pesk, and the shadows of the rocks and bushes

grew longer. It was very quiet up there.

The sun did behind the mountain, and the lucid shadowlesstwilight settled in. After awhile Miller
checked hiswatch.

"| guessthat's about it," he said.
We got up and went back to the horses.
"Eveningsarealittle dower, aren't they?' | said.

"Yeah," heagreed, "likel said.”



We mounted up and started down. McKlearey was aready on his horse waiting for us, but we had to
whigtlefor Stan and Jack. It was almost dark by the time we got down to the corral. We unsaddied and
went back up to camp.

"Boy," Jack said, "you weren't kiddin' when you said pickin'swerelean at night. | don't think | seen
moren half adozen.”

"You saw morethan | did then," Stan said.

"l seen eight or ten," McKlearey sad.

"I know some fellers don't even go out in the afternoon, Clint said, "but aman never knows when that
big on€ll come easin' by. Besdes' — he grinned —"it gives me a chance to get supper goin' without
havin' al you men under foot."

We got the point and backed away from thefire to give him alittle more room.

"I don't mind goin' out,” McKlearey said. "That'swhat we came up herefor. | wouldn't want old Whitey
Qgettin' past me.”

"Don't be gettin' no wild ideas about my deer,” Jack said.
"Heaint yourstill you get your tag on 'im, Alders.”

"I'll tag 'im," Jack said, "don't worry about that."

"Not if | see'imfirgt, you won't,” McKlearey snapped.

"| told you men yesterday," Miller said, "that therésawhole ot of deer up on that mountain. Y ou get
your mind al set on just that one, and you're liable to come up empty.”

"One of usisbound to get Mm," Jack said.

"Not necessarily,” Miller said. "There'sahundred or moretrails on that ridge. He could be crossin’ on
any oneof "em."

"I'm ill gonnawait afew days beforel fill my tag," Jack said.

| went over to see how Soanewas doing. I'm afraid that about two or three more smart remarks from
my brother, and I'd have had to get in on it. Jack could be awfully knot-headed stubborn when he got his
back up.

"Hey, Cd," | said, poking my head into histent. "How'sit going?'

"A little better now, Dan," he said from hisbed. "I think it's sartin' to settle down findly."

"Good dedl, Cd. I'm glad to hear it."

"Comeonin," hesad, "haveablast.” He giggled. That made mefed better right there,

"Now therésanidea,”" | said. | went on into histent. He fished out his bottle and we each had asmall



short.

"I'll tell you, buddy," he said, "it just damn near had me whipped there for awhile. About ten this
morning itwasal | could do to climb up on that horse.”

"Y ou been deegping straight through?* | asked him.

"Dozing," hesaid."| fed pretty good now. Except I'm hungrier'n hell.”

"Wouldn't be surprised,” | said. "We couldn't interest you in lunch.”

"l couldn't have eaten lunch if you guys had dl held gunson me."

"Y ou about ready to make an appearance?’ | asked him.

"Sure thing. Chow about ready?' He sat up, carefully.

"Should be."

"Good." He pulled on hisboots and got dowly to hisfeet. "I ain't about to rush it thistime," he said.
"Good thinking."

We went out to join the others, and there were the usual wisecracks about Sloane loafing around camp.

Helaughed and giggled asif nothing werewrong. | could seetherdief in Miller'sface. Wedl felta
helluvalot better. Having aman sick like Cal had been isjust like having a heavy weight on top of

everybody's head.

"You'relookin' ahdluvalot better there, Sullivan,” McKlearey sad.

"Who?' | asked him.

"Sullivan there." He pointed at Cal with his bandaged hand.

| shrugged. Maybe it was some kind of goof-off nickname.

"Comeand getit,”" Clint said, "or I'll feed it to the porky."

"Whereisthat little bastard anyway?" Jack said as we waked toward thefire.
"Oh, he'still around,” Miller said. " Just watch where you s&t.”

Welined up and Clint filled our plates. Then we went over and sat around thefireto est.
"Hell," McKlearey said suddenly, saring at Cdl. "You an't Sullivan.”

"l never said | was." Soane giggled through amouthful of beans.

"Hey, Danny," McKlearey sad, "wherethe hell is Sullivan?!

"Sullivan who?' | asked.



"Oh, shit, you know Sullivan aswell as| do."
"Sorry, Lou. It doesn't ring abell.”

Helooked a me closdly. "Oh," hesaid. "No, | guessit wouldn't. | guess| was thinkin' about somebody
de"

"McKlearey," Jack said, "what the hell are you smokin' anyway?'

"Wadl," Lou said, grinning broadly at him, "I tried a pine-cone thismorning.”

"How wasit?' Soanegiggled. "Did it blow your mind?'

"Aw, hdl no," Lou said. "Turned it insde-out a couple times, but it didn't even come closeto blowin'it."
Who the hell was Sullivan, for Chrissake?

Wefinished eating and cleaned up our dishes. Then we dl sat down around the fire with adrink.
"Same layout for tomorrow asthismorning?' Soane asked.

"Seemsto work out pretty well," Miller said, "and you men al got them posts you're on pretty well
located by now."

"God, yes," Jack said. "Let's not switch around now. I'd get lost sure as hell."

"Well, then,"” Soane said, polishing off hisdrink, "if there aren't gonnabe any changes, | think I'll hit the
sack."

"Chrigt, Soane," Jack said, "you been deepin’ al day.”
"Man, | need my beauty deep.” Cd giggled.

"Somehow," | said, grinning, "1 think it'salittle late for that."
"Never hurtsto giveit atry," he said, getting up.

"I'll call it aday, too," Stan said.

"What abuncha candy asses," McKlearey rasped.

"Four o'clock sill comes damned early,” Clint growled at the rest of us. It occurred to me that the little
old guy had to be up at least a haf hour before the rest of us, and he might fed it was bad mannersto go
to bed before we did.

"Why don't wedl hang it up?' | suggested. "Maybe then you mighty hunterswon't be so damn rum-dum
inthemorning.”

"I suppose agood night's deep wouldn't kill me," Jack said. Weall got up.



"Man," Lou sad, "thisisworsethan basic training.”
"But thisisfun, Lou," | said.

"Oh, sure" — he grinned at me—"1'd rather do allittle sack-time with some high-class broad.” He
winked knowingly a Stan.

Christ! Was hetrying to get killed?

Stan'sfacetightened up, and he went off to histent without saying anything.
Therest of us said good night and scattered toward our sacks.

"Sloane seemsalot better,” Jack said after we'd gotten settled.

"Yeah," | agreed. "That'sahdluvardief."

"God, it must be awful — gettin' old like that,” he said suddenly.

"Whet the hell are you talking about?" | asked him. "Sloaneisnt old.”

"Y ou know what | mean," Jack said. "When your lungs or your legsgive out likethat.”
"Oh, hell. Soanesgot alot of milesleftinhim,” | said. "He'sjust alittle winded.”
"It gives methe creeps, that'sdl.”

"That'sahdluvathing to say."

"I know, but | cant helpit.”

"What's egting at you, Jack?' | asked him, Sitting up.

"I'm not gettin' anyplace. It'slike I'm standin’ till."

"What the hell brought thison?"

"God damn it, I've known Soane since | was akid. He's always been able to handle himself and
anything that came dong. He's dway's been the roughest, toughest guy around.”

"Jesus, Jack, it's not hisfault he gets winded up here. It could happen to anybody.”

"That'sjust it. A couple more years, and it's damn likely to happen to me."

"Oh, bullshit! Y ou're not carrying the gut Soaneis."

"It'snot only that," he said, and his voice had an edge of desperation. "It'swhat | was sayin' before —
I'm not gettin' anyplace. Hell, I'm not any further ahead right now than | was five goddamn years ago. I've

got amarriage goin’ sour. I've got a pissy-ass, two-bit job — hell, | had a better job year before last.
Man, I'm just goin' downhill."



What the hell could | say? Asfar as| could see, hewas calling it pretty close.

"It's been just too much booze, too many women, too many different jobs," he went on. "I've just got to
dig in, goddammit, I've got to!"

"All you haveto do ismake your mind up, they say." What an asinine thing to say!

"Chrigt! I wish | could belikeyou, Dan, you know that?Y ou know where you're goin', what you're
gonnabe. Me, I'm just floppin’ around like afish outawater. | just can't seem to settle down.”

"Man, it'snot just exactly asif you were over the hill or anything.”

"Y ou know what | mean. | keep hopin' something will click — you know — makeit al snap into place

s0 | can get settled down and get started on something. Maybethistrip will doit." He stared gloomily at
thefire.

Hewas afraid! Jack had been talking for so long about how he wasn't afraid of anything that | guessi'd

amost cometo believeit. Now it came as akind of shock to me. Jack was afraid. | didn't know what to
say tohim.

"Youwant abet?' | asked him.

"Yeah. Maybeit'll hdp medeep.”

| fished out my bottle and we each had a quick drink. Then we both sat staring out at the dying fire.
Wewere still awake when McKlearey started screaming again.

"Sullivan," he screamed, "look out!" Then therewas alot more | couldn't understand.

By thetime| got untangled from my deeping bag and got outside the tent, Lou was standing outside, il
hollering and waving that goddamn .38 around. | wasn't just exactly sure how to handleit.

"McKlearey!" It was Soane. He had his head out of histent, and there was abark to hisvoice thet |
hadn't heard him use very often.

"Huh?' McKlearey blinked and looked around, confused. "What's up, Ca?'
"Y ou're havin' another bad dream," Sloane said. " Settle down and put that goddamn gun away."

"What?' Lou looked down and saw the pistal in hishand. "Jeez!" he said. "Sorry, you guys. | mustahad
another damn nightmare." He lowered the gun and went back into histent holding hisleft hand carefully in
front of him to keep from bumpingit.

After aminute or 0 | heard the clink of abottlein there. What the hell’? Aslong asit kept him quiet.
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| woke up the next morning before Clint came around to shake us out. | could seethelittle old guy and
Miller standing over by the fire and hear the low murmur of their voices. | got up quietly and went on out
of the tent.

"Mornin', Dan," Clint said.

"Clint. Cap," | said.

"Coffeell bedonein jugt ahit,” Clint said.

"Ol' Sarge seemsto have got settled down,” Miller said, hislow voice rumbling. "At least | didn't hear
him no morelast night.”

"| think he'sonly good for about one of thoseanight,” | said.

"Well," Clint growled, "1 don't know about him, but it's about al I'm good for."
"Amen," | agreed.

"| better go check the horses," Miller said and went off down toward the corrals.

| finished dressing and asked Clint if | could give him ahand with breskfadt.

"Naw, Dan, thanks al the same, but | got 'er just about ready to go on thefire."

"OK," | said and got cleaned up.

"Coffeesdone," he said as Miller came back up.

"Thanks, Clint," | sad. "It'salittle chilly thismorning.”

"Some," Miller agreed, shaking out his cup.

"| sure hope we don't get any snow,” | said.

Miller grinned a me. "Y ou got athing about snow, son?"

"l went on maneuverstwo wintersin arow in Germany,” | said. "l got alittle used up oniit.”
"We could get some," he said, "but it's not very likely. | wouldn't lose no deep over it."

The three of us had coffee. It was kind of deepy and quiet — a private sort of time of day. None of us
said much. The moon over the top of the peak was very sharp and bright.

"| better roust out the others,” Clint said findly.
"Il get'em," | said.
"OK. I'll get bregkfast on."

| woke up the others and then went back down to thefire. The smell of bacon and frying potatoes was



very strong, and | redlized | was hungry.

Jack came straggling down to thefire, his unlaced boots flopping loosely on his feet and his baseball cap
stuffed down on his scrambled hair. " Son of abitch!" he said, "it's colder'n awitch'stit."

"Y ou keep company with some mighty strangewomen,” | said, just to be saying something.

Clint doubled over with awheezy, cackling kind of laugh. Even Miller grinned. | didn't redlly think it was
al that funny mysdf.

"Always a smart-assin the crowd," Jack growled. Hefinished dressing and washed up. By then the
others had come out.

Soane looked alot better, and we all felt reieved about that.

"This cold'll hold the deer back alittle,” Miller said aswe started to eat. "They're liable to be dribblin’
across them ridges mogt of the mornin', so | won't be back up to get you men till ‘bout noon or so." We
al nodded. "Clint'll fix you up with some sandwichesto kindatide you over."

"That'sagood idea," Jack said. "I got alittle gaunt yesterday."

Wefinished eating and went down to the corral and saddled up by moonlight again. Then we led the
horses back up to camp, got our rifles and sandwiches and started up theridge.

None of us said very much until after we'd dropped Sloane off. Then Stan dropped back to where | was
riding and pulled in besde me.

"Did you hear him lagt night?* he said, hisface tight in the moonlight.
"Who?'

"McKlearey."

"Y ou mean dl that screaming? Hell, how could | hdp it?"

"No," hesaid. "I mean before we went to bed. That clever little remark he made — about a'high-class
woman."

"It didn't mean anything, Stan," | said. "He wasjudt talking."
"Maybe, but | don't think so."
"Oh, come on, Stan. He talks like that al thetime. It doesn't mean athing.”

"I wish | could believethat," he said, "but somehow | just can't. I'm about to go out of my mind over this
thing."

"You'reimagining things." God, he acted so positive!

"Y our post, Professor,” Miller said from up in front of us.



Stan nudged his horse away before | could say anymore.

"Hewas daydreamin'." McKlearey chuckled raspingly. "He's got ayoung wife with awild body on her."
Helaughed again. Stan didn't turn around, but his back stiffened.

We rode on up the ridge and dropped off McKlearey.

At the top Miller wished meluck and went on back down. He seemed to have something on hismind —
probably the same thing the rest of usdid.

| sat on my rock waiting for it to get light and trying not to think about it. | didn't want it to spoil the
hunting for me.

Once again the sky paled and the stars faded and the deer started to move. | saw one pretty nice
four-point about seven or so, but | held off. | still thought | might be able to do alittle better. The rest
were dl either does or smaler bucks.

The sun came up.

By eight thirty | began to fed asif that rock was beginning to grow to my tailbone. I'd swung my scope
up and down the ravine so many times| think | knew every branch and leaf on the scrubby, waist-high
brush, and there must have been trails out in the meadow behind me from my eyebals. Nothing had gone
by for about fifteen minutes, and frankly | was bored. Sometimes that happens when you're hunting —
particularly stand-hunting. Maybe | just don't have the patience for it.

| stood up and walked down the knob aways. | wondered if | could see any of the others. | made damn
sure the safety was on and then ran the scope on down the ridge. | could see the camp amile and a haf
or so away. It looked like atoy carelesdy dropped at the edge of the spruces. The beaver pond looked
likeasmdl bright dimein the middle of the yelow-green meadow.

| was sure | could make out Clint moving around thefire, and | thought | saw Miller among the horses
grazing in the lower meadow. | siwung the scope up the ridge aways.

| could see the white boulder that marked Sloan€'s post, but Cal himsalf was under the upswelling brow
of the next hump. | spotted Jack rather quickly. He was standing up, tracking a doe over in theravine
with hisrifle

| searched the next post for along time but couldn't locate Stan — which was odd, since his post was dl
out in plain Sght with no obstructionsin my line of Sght. | thought maybe he was lying under some brush,
but that orange jacket of his should have stood out pretty vividly against or even under the yellowing
leaves of the sparse brush.

| moved the scope on up to the notch. A lazily risng puff of cigarette smoke pinpointed Lou for me—
even though he was the only one of uswho wasn't wearing any kind of bright clothing. Hed rigged up a
kind of haf-assed blind of limbs and brush and was sprawled out behind it, hisriflelying againgt alimb.
He was only about ahundred and fifty yards down the hill. He raised hisarm to hisface with aClint and
aflicker of that white bandage. He had a bottle with him. Maybe that's what had Miller so worried.
McKlearey sure didn't seem to be hunting very hard.

| was about ready to go on back up to my rock-roost when | caught aflash of color in thethick brush
between Stan's post and McKlearey's notch. | put the scope onit.



It was Stan. He was crawling through the bushes on his hands and knees. His face |ooked swesaty and
very pale. He seemed to be trembling, but | couldn't be sure.

"Whét the hell ishe up to?' | muttered under my bregth. | watched him inch forward for about five
minutes. When he got to the edge of the notch, he stopped and lay facedown on the ground for several
minutes. He was about fifty yards above and behind McKlearey.

| didn't likethelooks of it at dl, but there wasn't ahelluvalot | could do at that point.

Then Stan raised hisface, and it was dl shiny and very flushed now. He dowly pulled hisrifle forward
and poked it out over the edge of the bank.

| suddenly was very cold.
Stan got himself squared away. There wasn't any question about what he was aming at.

"No, Stan!" It came out acroak. | don't think anybody could have heard it more than five feet away
from me. Helplesdy | put my scope on McKlearey.

Stan's shot kicked up dirt about two feet above Lou's head. McKlearey dove for cover. Instinct, |
guess

| didn't redly conscioudy think about it. | just snapped off the safety, pointed my riflein the genera
direction of the other Sde of the ravine and squeezed the trigger. The sound of my shot mingled and
blurred in with the echo of Stan's.

| saw the white blur of hisface suddenly turned up toward me for amoment, and then he scrambled
back into the brush.

McKlearey was burrowing down under his pile of limbs like aman trying to dig afoxhole with histeeth.

There was something moving on the other side of the ravine. It flickered palely through the bushes,
headed down theridge.

It was the white deer. Apparently the double echo was confusing hell out of it. It ran down past
McKlearey and on down theravine. A couple minutes later | heard severa shots from the stands bel ow.
Jack and Cal were shooting.

| hoped that they'd missed. The poor white bastard was just an innocent bystander redlly. He had no
business being on that other sde just then.

| looked down and saw that my hands were shaking so badly that | could barely hold my rifle. | took
severd deep breaths and then dowly pulled back the bolt, flipping out the empty in along, twinkling
brassarc. It clinked on arock and fel inthedirt. | closed the bolt, put the safety back on, and picked up
the empty. Then | went back up to my rock and sat down.
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“MAN!" Jack said when | got back down to camp, “the son of abitch ran right through the whole damn
bunch of ug"

"I shot a him fivetimes!" Soan gasped, hisface red. "Five goddamn times and never touched ahair. |
think the son of abitch isaghost, and we al shot right through im." Hetried to giggle but wound up
coughing and choking.

"You OK?' | asked him.

Hetried to nod, still choking and gasping. It took him aminute or so to get settled down.

"Did you shoot, Dan?" Jack asked me.

"Once," | said, taking out the empty cartridge case, "and | think Stan did too, didn't you, Stan?"

He nodded, hisface very pale.

"| got off three," Jack said. He turned to Miller. "'l thought you said they dways ran uphill, Cap."

"Ninety-nine times out of ahundred,” Miller said.

"Maybe one of usbit him," Sloan gasped.

Miller shook his head. "He cut back on up over that far ridge when he got past you men. | expect dl the
shootin' just kept pushin' him on down. | don't imagine he can see too good in broad daylight with them
pink eyesof his"

Lou didn't say anything, but his eyeslooked alittlewild.

We ate lunch and then al of uskind of poked around looking for something to do until timeto go back
up again.

| wound up wandering down to the pond again. | stood watching the fish swim by and trying not to think
about what had happened that morning.

"Why don't you watch where the hell you're shootin'?' It was McKlearey.

| looked at him for amoment. "I know where | was shooting, Lou," | told him.

"Well, one of them damn shotsjust barely missed me," he said. His hands were shaking.

"Must have been aricochet,” | said.

"l ant al that sure," he said. He squatted down by the water and began stripping off his bandage.
"I've got no reason to shoot you, Lou. | don't have awife.” | just let it hang there.

Helooked at mefor along time, but he didn't answer. Then he finished unwinding hishand. Thegashin
his pdm was red and inflamed-looking, and the whole hand looked alittle puffy.



"That's getting infected,” | told him. "Clint'sgot afirs-aid kit. Y ou'd better put something oniit.”

"It'sOK," hesaid. "l been pourin' whiskey init."

"lodine's cheaper,” | said, "and ahdluvalot more dependable.”

He stuck the hand into the water, wincing &t the chill.

"That's not agood idea either,” | said.

"I know what I'm doin’," he said shortly.

| shrugged. It was hishand, after all.

"Danny," hesad findly.

"Yeah?'

"Y ou didn't see who shot at me, did you?”'

| didn't really want to lieto him, but | was pretty sure Stan wouldn't try it again. He'd looked too sick
when we'd gotten back down. "Look, Lou,” | said, "with the scopes on al theriflesin camp, if somebody
was trying to shoot you, hed have nailed you to the cross with the first shot. If one came anywhere near
you, it was more than likely just what | said — aricochet.”

"Maybe—" he said doubtfully.

"You'rejust jumpy,” | said. "All keyed up. Shit, look at the nightmares you've been having. Maybe you
ought to go alittle easy on the booze.

"That'swhy | drink it," he said, staring out across the beaver pond. "If | drink enough, | don't dream at
al. I'm OK then."

| was about to ask him what was bothering him, but | was pretty sure he wouldn't tell me. Besides, it
was none of my business.

We went back up to camp, and he went into histent.
Wewent out at three thirty again, the same as we had the day before.
"I thought you wasn't gonna shoot at that deer,” Miller said when we got up to the top.

| couldn't very well tell himwhy 1'd shot, and | didn't want to lieto him. "1 wasjust firing awarning shot,"
| said. Inaway it had been just that.

He looked at me for aminute but didn't say anything. I'm not sureif he believed me.

None of us saw anything worth shooting that evening either, and we were all pretty quiet when we got
back down.

"Comeon, men," Miller said, trying to cheer usup. "No point in gettin’ down in the mouth. It'sonly a



matter of timetill you start gettin’ the big ones.”

"I know which one I'm gonnaget,” Jack said. "1'm gonna bust that white bastard.”
"Notif | see'imfirgt," McKlearey said belligerently, nuraing his hand.

They glared a each other.

"All right," Jack said findly, "you remember that bet we got?"

"l remember," Lou said.

"That deer isthe one then."

"Thet'sfinewith me"

"That wasn't the bet,” | said flatly.

They both scowled at me.

"Dan'sright,” Soan said, gasping heavily. "The origina bet was best deer — Boone and Crockett
points." His voice sounded pretty wheezy again, but histone was pretty firm.

"Theres till the sde bet,” Stan said very quietly. 1'd forgotten about that one.

McKlearey stared back and forth between the two of them. He looked like he was narrowing down his
ligt of enemies. "All right,” he said very softly. It didn't sound &t dl like him.

"l don't want you men shootin' at that deer when hel's up on top of no dliff or somethin'," Miller said. "'l
seen a couple men after the same deer once — both of ‘em so afraid the other was gonna get it that they
weren't even thinkin' no more. One of 'em findly shot the deer right off the top of afour-hundred-foot
bluff. Wasn't enough left to make aten-cent hamburger out of it by the time that deer quit bouncin'.”

"Well watchit," Jack said, ill staring at McKlearey.

Lou edged around until he had his back to a stump and could keep an eye on both Jack and Stan. His
eyes had gone kind of flat and dead. He was sort of holding his bandaged hand up inthe air so he
wouldn't bump it, and hisright hand wasin hislap, about six inches from the butt of that .38. Helooked
like he waswound pretty tight.

Wetried talking, but things were pretty nervous.

After awhile Stan got up and went back to the latrine. | waited a couple minutes then followed him. He
was leaning againgt atree when | found him.

"Stan," | said.
"Yes" Hedidn't ook at me. He knew what | was going to say.

"Bered careful about where you place your shots from now on, OK?"



Hetook aquick breath but didn't say anything. | waited a minute and then went on down thetrail.

When the others got up to go to bed, Miller jerked his head very dightly to me, and heand | sat by the
fireuntil they had dl goneinto their tents.

"I've got to go check the stock," he said. "Y ou want to come along, son?”’
"Sure, Cap," | said. "Stretch some of the kinks out of my legs.”

We stood up and walked on down toward the corras. Once we got away from thefire, the starswere
very bright, casting even afaint light on the looming snowfields above us.

Miller leaned his elbows acrossthetop rail of the corra, his mustache slvery in the reflected starlight,
and his big cowboy hat shading his eyes. "Them boys seem to be missin' the whole point of what thisisal
about," hesad findly.

"I'm not very proud of any of them mysdf, about now," | said. "They're acting like abunch of damn-fool
kids"

"I've seen this kinda stuff before, son. It dwaysleadsto hard fedin's.”

"Maybe | should have shot that deer.”

"Not if you didn't want to," he said.

"I wouldn't have felt right about it, but it'd sure be better than what's going on right now."

"Oh, afriendly bet's OK. Men doiit dl thetime, but them boys aretakin' it alittle too serious.”

"Well, most of that'sjust talk,” | told him. "They go at each other likethat al thetime. I wouldn't worry
too much about it. | just don't liketheideaof it, that'sall.”

"l don't neither,” he said, "and I'll tell you somethin’ sel don't much like.”

"What's that?"

"Thefedin' | keep gettin' that we ain't dl gonnafinish up thishunt. I've had it from thefirst day.”
| couldn't say much to that.

"I surewouldn't want one of my hunters gettin' shot on my first trip out.” Helooked a me and grinned
suddenly. "Wouldn't be much of an advertisement, now would it?"
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SL OANE was much worse the next morning. Much as hetried, he couldn't even get out of the sack.
Both Stan and | offered to stay with him, but he inssted that we go ahead on up.



Breakfast was kind of quiet, and none of ustalked very much on the way up theridge.

Miller looked down a me from his saddle after I'd dismounted at the top. "If the Big Man don't get no
better," he said, " Clint's gonna have to take him on down. Thisisthe fourth day up here. Hejust ain't
comin’ around the way he should.”

"l know," | said.

"l likethe Big Man,” Miller said. "I don't know when I've ever met a better-natured man, but | ain't
gonnabe doin’ him no favors by lettin' him the up here.”

| nodded. "I'll talk with him when we get back down to camp,” | said.
"I'd sure appreciateit, son," he said. "Good huntin'." He took Ned's reins and went on back down.

It was chilly up therein the darkness, and the stars were till out. | sat hunched up againgt the cold and
tried not to think too much about things. Every now and then the breeze would gust up the ravine, and |
could pick up thefaint smell of the pineforest far down below the spruces.

The sky began to pae off to the east and the Stars got dimmer.

| kind of let my mind drift back to the time before my father died. Once he and | had gone on out to fish
on arainy Sunday morning. Thefish had been biting, and we were both catching them as fast aswe could
bait up. We both got soaked to the skin, and | think we both caught cold fromiit, but it was still one of
the best times | could remember. Neither one of us had said very much, but it had been grest. | suddenly
felt something | hadn't felt for quite afew years— a sharp, dmost unbearable pang of grief for my father.

It was lighter, and that strange, cold, colorlesslight of early morning began to flow down the side of the
mountain.

| quite suddenly remembered aguy | hadn't thought about for years. It had been when | was knocking
up and down the coast that year after I'd gotten out of high school. I'd been working on atruck farmin
the Sdinas Vdley in Cdifornia, mostly cultivating between the mile-long lettuce rows. About ten or so
one cloudy morning, I'd seen atrain go by. About asfar as| was going to go that day was eight or ten
rows over in the samefield. | walked the cultivator back to the farmhouse and picked up my time. That
afternoon 1'd jumped into an empty boxcar asthe train was pulling out of the yard headed north.

Therewas an old guy in the car. He wasn't too clean, and he smelled kind of bad, but he was somebody
to talk to. We sat in the open doorway |ooking at the open fields and the woods and the grubby houses
and garbage dumps — did you know that people live in garbage dumps? Anyway, we'd talked about this
and that, and I'd found out that he had a little pension of some kind, and he just moved up and down the
coast, working the crops and riding trains, with those pension checkstrailing him from post office to post
office. He said that he guessed he could go into amost any post office of any size on the coast, and
there'd be at least one of his checksthere,

Hed said that he was sixty-eight and his heart and lungs were bad. Then held kind of looked off toward
the sunset. "One of these days," held said, "I'll missajump on one of these boxcars and go under the
whesls. Or my heart'll give out, or I'll take the pneumonia They'll find me after | been picked over by a
half-dozen other bums. Not much chance thered be anything left so they could identify me. But | got that
all took care of. Look —"



He'd unbuttoned his shirt and showed me his pale, flabby, old man's chest. He had a tattoo.

"My name was Wilmer O. Dugger," it said. "l was born in Wichita, Kansas, on October 4, 1893. | was
aMethodigt." It was like atombstone, right on his chest.

Hed buttoned his shirt back up. "1 got the same thing on both arms and both legs,” he'd said. "No matter
what happens, one of them tattoosis bound to come through it. | used to worry about it — them not
bein' ableto identify me, | mean. Now | don't worry no more. It'sadamn fine thing, you know, not havin'
nothin' to worry about.”

| think it had been about then that 1'd decided to go to college. I'd caught aquick glimpse of mysdlf fifty
years later, riding up and down the coast and waiting to miss my jump on aboxcar or for my heart to
quit. About the only difference would have been that | don't think 1'd have bothered with the tattoos.

The breeze dropped, and it got very ill. | straightened up suddenly and picked up my rifle. It felt very
smooth and comfortable. Something was going to happen. | eased the bolt back very gently and checked
to make sure therewas onein the tube. | closed it and dipped the safety back on. | could fedl an
excitement growing, akind of quivering tension in the pit of my somach and down my armsand legs, but
my hands were steady. | wasn't shaking or anything.

A doe came out on thefar Sde of theravine. Very dowly, so as not to startle her, | sprawled out across
the rock and got my elbows settled in so | could be absolutely sure of my shot.

The doe sniffed atime or two, looked back once, and then went on down into the ravine.
Another doe came out of the same place. After aminute or so she went on down, too.
Then another doe.

It was absolutely quiet. | could hear the faint toc-toc-toc of their hooves moving dowly on down the
rocky bottom of the ravine.

| waited. | knew he wasthere. A minute went by. Then another.

Then there was a very faint movement in the brush, and he stepped softly out into the open.

| didn't redly count him until later. | just saw the flaring rack and the calm, amost arrogant ook on his
face, and | knew that he wasthe one | wanted. He was big and heavily muscled. He was wary but not

frightened or timid. It was hismountain.

He stood broadside to me and seemed to be looking straight across at me, though | don't redlly think he
saw me. Maybe he just knew that | was there, as| had known that he would be.

| put the cross hairs of the scope just behind hisfront shoulder and dipped off the safety. Hisears
flicked.

| dowly squeezed thetrigger.

| didn't hear the shot or fed the recail of therifle. The deer jerked and fell awkwardly. Then he sumbled
to hisfeet and fell again. He got up again dowly and kind of waked on back over the other side of the
ridge, hishead down. It didn't occur to meto shoot again. | knew it wasn't necessary.



| stood up, listening now to the echo of the shot rolling off down the side of the mountain. | jacked out
the empty shell, dipped the safety back on and dung therifle. Then | started down into theravine. | could
hear the three does scrambling up through the brush on thefar side.

The going was pretty rough, and it took me about ten minutes to get to where he'd been standing. |
looked around on the ground until | found a blood spot. Then another. | followed them down the other
gde

He'd gone about a hundred yards down the easy dope of the far Sde of the ridge and was lying on his
gdeinalittle clump of brush. His head was still raised but wobbling, as| walked carefully up to him. His
eyeswere not panicky or anything. | stepped behind him, out of range of his hooves, and took out my
pistal. | thumbed back the hammer and put the muzzle to the side of his head between hiseye and ear.
Hiseye watched me camly.

"Sorry | took so long to get here, buddy,” | said.
Then| pulled thetrigger.

The gun made amuffled kind of pop — without any echo to it, and the deer's head dropped heavily, and
thelifewent out of hiseye. | knelt besde him and ran my hand over his heavy shoulder. Thefur felt
coarse but very dick, and it was akind of dark gray with little white tips shot through it. He smelled
musky but not rank or anything.

| stood up, pointed the pistol up toward the top of the mountain, and fired it again. Then | began to
wonder if maybe I'd given thewrong Sgnd. | put the pistol back in the holster and dipped the
hammer-thong back on. Then | leaned my rifle againgt alarge rock and hauled the deer out in the open. |
walked back on up to the ridge and hung my jacket over a bush to mark the spot for whoever came up
with ahorse.

| went back to the deer and started gutting him out. | wasn't nearly asfast as Clint was, but | managed to

get thejob donefindly. | did seem to get ahdluvalot of blood on my clothes though, but that didn't
redly matter.

| wastrying to get him rolled over to drain out when Clint came riding down theridge, leading Ned and
apackhorse.

"Damn nice deer,” he said, grinning. " Six-pointer, huh?'

"I didn't count him," | said. | checked the deer. "Y eah, it'ssix points, al right.”

"Have any trouble?' He climbed down.

"No. He came out on theridge, | shot him, and he kind of staggered down here and fell down. I'm afraid
| busted up the liver pretty bad though." | pointed at the shredded organ lying on top of the steaming
gut-pile.

"Whered you take him?' he asked.

"Right behind the shoulder."



"That's dependable,” he said. "Here, lemme help you dump ‘im out.”

Werolled the deer over.

"Heavy bugger, ant he?' Clint chuckled.

"We're gonnaget arupture getting him on the horse," | said. " Say, how'd you get above me anyway?"

"1 come up through the meadows and then across the upper end of the ravine a the foot of the
rockdide. Gimmeyour knifeaminute.”

| handed it to him.

"Better get these offahere.” He cut away two dark, oily-looking patches on the inside of the deer'shind
legs, just about the knees. "Musk-glands,”" he said. "Some fellers say they taint the meat — | don't know
about that for sure, but | aways cut ‘em off on abuck, just to be safe.” Then he reached insidethe cut I'd
made in the deer'sthroat and diced one on each side. "L et'sturn him so's his head's downhill,” he said.

We turned the deer and blood dowly drained out, running in long trickles down over the rocks. There
redlly wasn't very much.

Clint held out his hand. | wiped mine off on my pants, and we shook hands.

"Damn good job, Dan. | figurethat you'll do."

It wasalittle embarrassing. "Hey," | said. "1 damn near forgot my coat." | went on up to the ridge-top
and got it. The sun wasjust coming up. | felt good, damned good. | ran back down to where Clint was
ganding.

"Easy, boy," — helaughed —"you stumble over somethin and you'll bounce dl the way to Twisp.”

"OK," I sad, "now, how do we get him on the horse?'

"I got alittletrick I'll show you," he said, winking. Hetook a cail of rope off his saddle and dropped a
loop over the deer's horns. We rolled him over onto his back, and Clint towed him over to ahugeflat
boulder with hishorse. The uphill side of the boulder was levd with the rest of the hill and the downhill
side was about six feet above the dope. Then heled the pack-horse over and positioned him below the
rock. | held the pack-horse's head, and Clint dowly pulled the deer out over the edge.

"Get hisfront feet on out past the saddle, if you can, Dan,” Clint said.

| reached on out and pulled the legs over. When the deer reached the point where he was just balanced,
Clint got off hishorse and came back up.

"Youretdler'nme," hesad. "I'll hold the horse, and you just ease the carcass down onto the saddle.”
| went around onto the top of the rock and carefully pushed the deer off, holding him back so he
wouldnt fall on over. It wasredlly very smple. Once the deer wasin place wetied him down and it was

dl done.

"Pretty dever,” | sad.



"I don't lift no moreén | absolutely haveto." He grinned. "Fastest way | know to get old inahurry isto
dart liftin' Suff.”

"I'll buy thet," | said. "Which way we going back down?'
"Sameway | come up,” he said. "That way we don't spook the deer for the others. Y ou 'bout ready?"

"Soon as| tieonmy rifle" | said. | went back and got it and tied it to the saddle. Ned shied from mea
little— the blood-sméll, probably.

"Steady, there, knothead,” | said. He gave me ahurt look. | climbed on and we rode on up to the top of
theridge. We cut on across the foot of the rockfall and out into the meadows.

"Cap was gonnacome up,” Clint said, "but somebody oughta stay with the Big Man, and | know these
packhorses better'n he does.”

| nodded.

We rode on dowly down through the meadows toward camp. | could see the others over on theridge,
standing and watching. | waved a couple times.

"God damn, boy," Miller said, "you got yoursdf agood one." He was chuckling, his brown face creased
withabig grin.

"Had it dl gutted out and ever-thin'," Clint told him.
Sloan cameout of histent. Hewas till breathing hard, but he looked alittle better.
"Hot damn!" he coughed. "That's a beauty.”
| climbed down off Ned.
"I fixed up acrossbar,” Miller said. "L et'sget 'im up to drain out good.”
Clint dit the hocks and we dipped a heavy stick through. Then we led the packhorse over to the
crossheam stretched between two trees behind the cook-tent. Miller had hooked up a pulley on the
beam. We pulled the deer up by his hind legs and fastened him in place with baling wire,

"Damn," Miller said, "that's one helluva heavy deer. Three hundred pounds or better. Somebody in the
bunch might get more horns, but | pretty much doubt if anybody'll get more meat.”

We stood around and looked at the deer for awhile.

"How 'bout some coffee?' Clint said.

"How 'bout some whiskey?' Cal giggled and then coughed.

"How "bout some of both?" Miller chuckled. "I think this cdlsfor alittle bendin' of the rules, don't you?”

"Soon as| seeto my horse.” | grinned at them. | walked over toward Ned, and my feet felt like they



weren't even touching the ground, | felt so good.
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| got up at the usua time the next morning and had breskfast with the others. | felt alittle left out now.
The night before had been fine, with everyone going back to look at the deer and all. Even with the skin
off and the carcassin alarge mesh game bag to keep the bugs off, it looked pretty impressive. Clint and |
had salted the hide and rolled it into a bundle with the head on top. | wasn't surewhat 1'd do with it, but
thisway 1'd be able to make the decision later. After the big spid 1'd given Clydine the day 1'd eft about
not being atrophy hunter, | was about half-ashamed to keep the head and dl, but | knew I'd have to
haveit in case of agame check. | thought maybe | could have the hide tanned and made into avest or
gloves or something— maybe a purse for her.

At breakfast | watched Cd carefully. He was coughing pretty badly, but he insisted on going down. |
noticed that he didn't eat much breakfast.

We dl walked on down to the corral, and | watched the others saddle up. Ned came over and nuzzled
at me. | guess he couldn't quite figure out why we weren't going dong. | patted him afew times and told
him to go back to deep — that'swhat | more or lesshad in mind.

"Go ahead and loaf, you lazy bastard,” Jack said.

Miller chuckled. "Don't begrudge him therest — he'searned it.”

"Right," | said, rubbing it in alittle bit. "If you guyswould get off the dime, you could lay around camp
and loaf alittle bit, too."

"Of course, dl the fun's over for you, Dan," Sloane gasped.
I'd thought of that, too. We went back up to the tents so they could pick up their rifles.

| stood with my back to the campfire watching them ride off into the darkness. The sound of splashing
came back as they crossed the little creek down below the beaver dam.

"More coffee, boy?" Clint asked me.

"Yeah, Clint. | think | could stand another cup.”

We hunkered down by the fire with our coffee cups.

"Now that you've shown them fellers how, | expect well be gettin' afew more deer in camp.”
"Yeah," | agreed. "If they'll just get off that damn nonsense about that white deer.”

"Oh, I expect they will. | got about half ahunch that al you fellers shootin' at 'im the other day spooked
'im clear outatheterritory.”

"l sureashell hope so,” | said.



"Knew afdler killed oneonce," he said. "He gave me some steaks off it. | dunno, but to me they just
didn't tasteright. Thefdler give up huntin' acouple years later. | awayswondered if maybe that didn't
have somethin’ to do with it — 'course he was gettin' dong in years."

| wasn't redlly sure how much Clint knew about what had happened that day, so | didn't say much.
"What you plannin’ on doin' today?" he asked me.

"Oh, | thought I'd give you ahand around camp after abit,” | said.

"You'djust be under foot,” he said bluntly.

"We can aways use morefirewood." He grinned.

"Then | might ride old Ned around alittle, too. | wouldn't want him to be getting so much rest that he's
got thetimeto beinventing new tricks."

"Oh, I wouldn't worry none about mat. | think you and him got things about al straightened out.”

"But thefirgt thing I'm gonnado is go back to bed for awhile," | said, grinning a him. "This getting up
whileit'sgill dark isplain unhedthy.”

"It'sgood for you." He chuckled. "Kinda gets you back in tune with the sun.”

The more | thought about that, the more sense it made. Whatever the reason, when | went back to bed,
| rolled and tossed in my deeping bag for about an hour and ahalf and then gaveit up asabad job. | got
up, had another cup of coffee, and watched the sunrise cregp down the side of the mountain.

| finaly wound up down by the beaver pond, watching the trout swvim by.

"Youwannagive 'ematry?' Clint hollered from camp.

"You got any gear?' | yelled back.

"Has aduck got feathers? Come up here, boy."

Miller was Sitting by the fire mending atorn place on the skirt of one of the saddles. "Old Clint never
goes no place without hisfishpole," he said. "He'd pack it long on atrip into a desert — probably come
back with fish, too."

Thelittle guy came back out of histent putting together ajointed, fiber-glassrod. He tossed me aleather
red case. | opened it and took out abeautiful Garcia spinning redl.

"Man," | sad, "that'safine piece of equipment.”
"Should be," he growled, "after whet | paid for it."
Somehow I'd pictured him as the willow-stick, bent-pin-and-worm kind of fisherman.

"How you wannafish 'em?’ he asked me.



"What do you think'll work best?Y ou know ahelluvalot more about thiskind of water than | do.”

He squinted at the sky. "Wait till about ten or s0," he said.

"Sun gets on the water good, you might try areal small spoon — Meppes or Colorado spinner.”

"What bait?'

"Single eggs. Or you might try corn.”

"Corn?'

"Wholekernd. I'll giveyou acan of it."

"I've never used it before," | admitted.

"Knocks'em dead sometimes. Giveit atry."

We got the pole rigged up, and | carted it and the gear down to the pond. I'd never used com before,
and it took me awhile to figure out how to get it threaded on the hook, but | finally got it down pat. After
about ten minutes or so | hooked into a pretty nice one. He tailwaked across the pond and threw the
hook. | figured that would spook the others, so | moved on down to the lower pond, down by the
corras.

Thelower pond was smaller, degper, and had more limbs and junk iniit. It wastrickier fishing.

On about the fourth or fifth cast, aranker about sixteen inches or so flashed out from under ahaf-buried
limb and grabbed the corn before it even got a chance to sink al the way to the bottom. | set the hook

and felt the solid jolt clear to my shoulder. He came up out of the water like an explosion.

| held the rod-tip up and worked him away from the brush. It wastricky playing afish in there, and it
took me a good five minutes to work him over to the edge.

"Does nicework, don't he?' Clint said from right behind me. | damn near jumped across the pond. |
hadn't known he was there. When | turned around, they were both there, grinning.

"Hell do,” Miller said.
| lifted out the fish and unhooked him.
"Want to try one?" | asked, offering the poleto Clint.

| saw his handstwitch afew times, but he firmly shook hishead. "I get sarted on that," he said, "and
nobody'd get no dinner.”

"Shall | throw him back?" | asked, holding out the flopping fish.
"Hell, no!" Clint said. "Don't never do that! If you don't want 'em, don't pester ‘em. Put 'im on a stringer

and keep 'im in the water. Catch some more like 'im and well have fresh trout for lunch — make up for
that liver you blew al to hell yesterday."



"Yes, dr!" | laughed, throwing him amock salute.
"Don't never pay to waste any kindafood around Clint here," Miller said.

"l went hungry atime or two when | wasakid,” Clint said. "I didn't likeit much, and | don't figger on
doin'itagain, if | canhepit."

The hollow roar of arifle shot echoed bouncingly down the ridge.

"Mesat inthe pot,” Clint said.

There were three more shots, raggedly spaced.

"Not so sure,” Miller said, squinting up the ridge.

"Wegoing up?" | asked, gathering up the fishing gear.

"Let'sseewhat kind of Sgnd we get,” Miller said.

We waited.

Therefinally came aflat crack of apistol. After aminute or so there was a second.
"Cripple,” Clint said disgustedly.

"It happens,” Miller said. "I'll go. Thismight take sometime and —"

"l know," Clint said. "l gottafix dinner."

"Il comedong,” | sad.

Miller nodded. "Might not be abad idea. We might need some help if the deer run off very far.”

| took the gear back to camp and then went on down to the corra. "Any ideawho it was?' | asked
Miller, who was scanning the ridge with his glasses.

"Not yet," he said. "Y esterday we could see you goin' on over the other ridge.”

"l got ahunch it was Stan," | said. "That pistol of hishasashort barrdl.”

"Ain't the Big Man or your brother," hesaid. "I can see both of them, and they ain't movin'."
| waited.

"Y eah, it'sthe Professor, dl right. He's just comin' up out of the gully.”

We saddled our horses aswell as Stan's horse and the pack-horse.

"WEell cut dong the bottom here and go up on the other side,” he said.



"All right.”

We rode on up to the head of the basin and crossed the ravine just above the tree line. We could see
Stan'sfluorescent jacket in the brush about amile up above. We started up.

Wefound him standing over the deer about ahdf mile from the ravine. The deer was blesting and
struggling weskly, severa loops of intestine protruding from aragged holein hisbely.

"Why didn't you finish him off?" | demanded, swinging down from the saddle.

"I — 1 couldn't," he stammered, hisfacegray. "I tried but | couldn't pull the trigger.” He was standing
there holding hispistal in atrembling hand.

| pulled out the .45, thumbed the hammer, and shot the deer in the Side of the head. He tiffened briefly
and then went limp.

| heard Stan gag and saw nun hurry unsteadily away into the bushes. We heard him vomiting.
"Hisfirs deer?' Miller asked me very softly.

| nodded, putting the .45 away.

"Better go help 'im get settled down. I'll gut it out. Looks alittle messed up.”

I nodded again. The deer was athree-point. | think we'd al passed up bigger ones.

"Comeon, now, Stan," | said, walking over to him. "It'sal done now."

"l didn't know they made any noise" he said, gagging again. "1 didn't think they could.”

"It doesn't happen very often,” | said. "It'sdl over now. Don't worry about it."

"I madeamess of it, didn't 7" he asked, looking up a me, Hisface was dick and kind of yellow.
"It'sdl right,” | said.

"I just wanted to get it over with," hesaid. "I tried to am where you said, but my hands were shaking so
bedly.”

"It'sOK," | said. "Anybody can get buck-fever."
"No," hesaid, "it wasn't that at all. It was what happened the other day — when you saw me."
| didn't say anything. | couldn't think of anything to say.

"l know you saw me," he said. "1 redlly wasn't trying to kill him, Dan. Y ou haveto believethat. | just had
to make him quit talking the way he was— about Monica."

"Sure, Stan. | know."

"But | just had to get it over with. I've got to get away from him. Next time—" Heleft it.



| glanced over a Miller. He was d most done. He was even faster than Clint. | was sure he couldn't hear
us

"Youdl right now?' | asked Stan.

"Y ou're pretty disgusted with me, aren't you, Dan?" he asked.

"No," | said. "It'snot redly your fault. Thingsjust got out of hand for you, that'sal. Y ou OK now?'
He nodded.

"Let'sgo give Miller ahand with the deer,” | said.

He stood up and wiped his face with his handkerchief.

"I'm awfully sorry, Mr. Miller," he said when we got back. "I guess| just froze up.”

"It happens," Miller said shortly, cleaning off hisknife. "Bring that packhorse over here.”
| got the horse.

We |oaded the deer onto the horse and lashed him down.

"Did you leave any of your gear over on the other Sde?* Miller asked him.,

"No," Stan said, "I brought everything dong.”

"Widll, let'sgo on down then."

We climbed on the horses and rode on down to the bottom and across the ravine.
"What's the matter with Cal?* Stan said, pointing up the ridge.

I looked up, Sloane was standing up, weakly waving both hands above hishead at us.

| looked a Miller quickly.

"Somebody better go see," he said.

| nodded and turned Ned's nose up the hill.

Above me, Soane fumbled at hisbelt briefly and then came out with his Ruger. He pointed it at the sky
and fired dowly three times, then he sagged back down onto the ground.

| booted Ned into afast lope, my stomach dl tied up in knots.
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“DAN," Sooan gasped when | got up to him, "I'm sick. I've got to go down." He looked awful.
"Your chest again?' | asked, diding down out of the saddle. Ned was panting from the run uphill.
Sloan nodded weakly. "It'sal | can do to breathe," he said.

"Here," | said, "you get on the horse.”

"l can't handlethat horse," he said.

"I'll leed him," | said. | tied hisrifle and canteen to the saddle and helped him up. Ned didn't care much
for being led, but | didn't worry about that.

"How ishe?" Miller asked when | got him down.
"Bad," | said, "worsethan ever."

"Let'sget 'im off the horse.”

We got him down and over to thefire.

"Do you want adrink, Cal?" | asked him.

He shook hishead. "My goddamn heart's begtin' so fast now it feelslike it's gonnajump out of my
goddamn chest."

Miller squatted down in front of him and looked him over carefully. "1 hateto say this™ hetold Cd, "but
I'm afraid you're gonna have to go on back down. Y ou're gettin' worse instead of better.”

Cal nodded.

"I'll refund part of what you paid.”

"No," Cal said. "It'snot your fault. Y ou took us on in good faith. Y ou don't owe meadime.”
Miller shrugged. "l wish to hell it hadn't happened,” he said.

"I wasdoin' OK therefor awhile," Cd said, "but it came back this morning worse than ever."
"Well, let's get you laid down for now. That way you can get rested up for theride.”

We got Sloane over to histent and came back to the fire.

"'Somebody's gonna have to go out with him,” Miller said. "He ain't gonna be able to drive the way he
is"

| felt a sudden pang — amost apanic. | didn't want to leave yet. Then | was ashamed of mysdlf for it.

"I'll go," Stan said very quietly. "I rode with him coming over, and besides, I'm dl finished up now
aywey."



Miller nodded, not saying anything.

"l could just aseasily go, Stan,” | said, not meaning it.

"There are other reasons, too," he said.

| looked at him. Heredlly wanted to go. "All right, Stan," | said.

Miller looked a me. ™Y ou want to go fetch the others down for dinner, son?' hesaid. "I'll help Clint get
thingstogether for thetrip down.”

"Sure" | said. | went on down to get the horses.
Neither Jack nor McKlearey seemed particularly upset when | told them that Cal and Stan were leaving.

"I didn't figure Sloane would be able to hold out much longer,” Jack said. "I've been sayin' dl along that
he wouldn't get it under control."

That wasn't how | remembered it.
McKlearey had merely grunted.

When we got back down though, the camp was pretty quiet. Stan had packed his and S oane's gear and
had it dl laid out by the corrd.

After we ate, we al pitched in and helped get things reedy.

Clint skinned out Stan's deer and got it in agame bag. "Il take yours down, too," hetold me. "I'll hang it
inthe icehouse at the place.”

"Have you got anicehouse?' | asked him. "'l didn't think there were any of thoseleft in theworld.”

"Wadl, it an't redly anicehouse. We got abig refrigeration unit in it. We don't keep it set too cold.
Works about the same way."

McKlearey came over and looked Stan's deer over. "Ain't very big, isit?' he said.
"I don't see yours hangin' up there yet," Clint said.

McKlearey grunted and walked off.

"I'm gettin’ to where | don't much carefor ol' Sarge,” Clint said.

"Y ou're not the only one" | told him.

"Still," Clint said, squinting a the skinned carcass, "it redly ain't much of adeer.”
"Better than nothing,” | said.

Clint, Stan, and Sloane | eft about two that afternoon. The rest of us stood around and watched them ride



out. Wed tried to joke with Cd alittle before he left, but he'd been too sick. Hisface was very pale,
framed in the dark fur of his parka hood. The day seemed pretty warm to me, but | guess he felt cold.
Just before they left, he gave Miller histag.

"If you get achance" — he gasped —”you might have somebody fill it for me."

"Sure" Miller said, "well get onefor you."

"I think I'll go on up alittle early,” McKlearey said after they'd disappeared down thetrail.

Jack looked a him narrowly. "Maybe | will, too," he said.

"Not much point,” Miller sad.

"We can find our way up there," Jack said.

Miller looked at them. Findly he shrugged. "Just don't stay too late,” he said.

"We both got watches," McKlearey said, nursing his bandaged hand.

Miller walked away.

| fet like thered been afunera in camp. Jack and Lou went on up the hill, and | sat around watching
Miller get things squared away for dinner. | offered to help but he said no.

"Y ou take care of that fish?' he asked me.
"Oh, hdll." I'd completely forgotten the fish.
"Why don't you seeif you can get afew more?' he said.

"Sure." | got Clint's pole and went on down to the pond. It was alittle dow, but | managed to get three
more before the sun went down. | cleaned them and took them back up to camp.

"Enough to go around." Miller grinned at me. He seemed to be in a better humor now.

"l guessif | wasfishing to eet, | wouldn't tarve," | said, "but | don't think I'd gain too much weight.”
"Not many would," he said. "Clint, maybe, but | surewouldn't. Maybe | just ain't got the patience.”
"Maybeyou just can't think likeafish,” | told him.

Hedidn't answer. He was|ooking on off toward the mountains.

"Westher comin'in," he said.

| looked up. A heavy cloudbank was building up aong the tops of the peaks.

"Bad?' | asked him.

"Hard totdl. Rain, most likely."



Lou and Jack came on down about dark, and we ate supper. There weren't enough trout to make a
mesdl of, so we just ate them asakind of Sdedish.

With Clint, Stan, and Sloane gone, the group around the fire seemed very small, and it wasawhole lot
quieter.

"l think | seen'im today," Lou said findly.

"Where?' Jack asked quickly.

"Up above me. | think I'll move on up to Danny's spot tomorrow."”

"You'll havetowalk that last bit,” Miller said. "That horse of yoursain't that good.”

"l can do that, too," Lou told him.

After that, nobody said much.

"Clint coming back tonight?" | asked Miller findly.

"Morén likdy," hesaid. "Hell probably try to best the weather.”

"Think well get snow?" Jack asked him.

"Could. Ran morelikey."

"What'll that do to the deer?"

"Hold 'em back at first. They'll have to come out eventually though.”

| sat staring at thefire. | didn't much like the way Lou and Jack were beginning to push on Miller. The
whole situation had changed now. With the others out of camp, things were getting pretty tight. Before,
Ca and Stan had been around to kind of serve as a buffer between these two, and, of course, Clint's
stories had helped, too. It was alot grimmer now. | dmost began to wish I'd gone down with the others.
That would have left Miller right in the middle though, and that wouldn't have been any good. He didn't

know what was going on.

"l suppose we might aswell bed down,” Miller said findly. "I imagine well get woke up when Clint
comesin."

Wedl stood up and went off to our tents.

"I wish to hell you and McKlearey would get off this damn thing about that stupid deer,” | told Jack after
we'd crawled in our sacks.

"Y ou know what'sgoin' on," he said shortly. "I ain't gonnaback away from him like Larkin did."
"Stan didn't back away," | said. "Stan finaly got smart.”

"How do you figure?"



"Day before yesterday he took ashot at Lou. Sprayed dirt al over him.”
"No shit?" Jack sounded surprised.

"Scared the pissout of him."

Jack laughed. "1 wish | couldaseenit.”

"It'snot redly that funny,” | said. "That'swhy Stan left camp. He wasn't sure he could make himsdlf miss
next time"

"l surewouldn't amissed. So Lou was playin' around with Stan's wife, too, huh? 1 didn't think he was
her type.”

"Heign't. Shegot stupid, isall."
"Wadl, don't get shook. | ain't gonna shoot ‘im. I'm just gonna outhunt ‘im. 1'm gonna get that deer.”
| grunted and rolled over to go to deep.

McKlearey had another nightmare that night, screaming for Sullivan and for some guy named Danny — |
knew that it wasn't me. It took us quite awhile to get him camed down thistime.

Then about two thirty or so Clint camein, and we al got up again to help him get the horses unsaddled.
It had started to drizzle by then, so we had to move dl the saddlesinto the now-empty tent where Stan
and Cal had dept.

All indl it wasapretty hectic night.

27

It drizzled rain dl the next day. Miller had told Jack and Lou that there was no point in going out in the
morning if it wereraining, soweadl dept late.

Camping out in the rain is perhaps one of the more disagreeabl e experiences aman can go through.
Even with agood tent, everything getswet and clammy.

Ragged clouds hung in low over the basin, and the ground turned sodden. Clint and Miller moved
around dowly in rain-shiny ponchos, their cowboy hats turning darker and darker asthey got wetter and
wetter. Therest of ussat in our tents staring out glumly.

The fire smoked and smoldered, and what wind there was aways seemed to blow the smoke right into
the tents.

"Chrig, isn't it ever gonnalet up?' Jack said about ten o'clock. It wasthe fourth time hed said it. | was
pretty surethat if hesaid it again | was going to punch him right in the mouth.



"Assonit,” | sad. "I'm going fishing."

"Y ou're outayour tree. You'l get your ass soakin' wet out there.”

| shrugged. "I've got plenty of dry clothes,”" | said and went on ouit.
"Can| useyour pole, Clint?" | asked.

"Sure. Seeif you can get enough for supper.”

"I'll giveitatry." | picked up the pole and went on down to the ponds again. I'd kind of halfway thought
I'd alternate between the two ponds, giving the fish time to calm down between catches, but | didn't get
the chance. The larger, upper pond was so hot | never got away from it. The top of the water wasa
leaden gray, roughened up with the rain and the little gusts of wind. Maybe it was just obscured enough
that the fish couldn't see me, | don't know for sure, but they were biting so fast | couldn't keep my hook
baited. | caught seven thefirst hour.

It dowed down alittle after lunch, about the time the rain dackened off, so | hung it up for awhile and
went on back up to camp. Jack and Lou took off for the ridge, and Clint, Miller, and | hunched up
around thefire.

"Should clear off tonight,” Clint said. "Weather forecast | caught last night down at the place said so
ayway."

"l surehope s0,” | said. "With the other two gone down and therain, it's so damned gloomy around here
you can carveit with aknife"

"How many fish you get?' he asked me.

"Nineor tensofar,” | said. "I'll go get some more after | dry out abit.”

"Theresno rush, son,” Miller said. ™Y ou'reright about missin' the other two though — | mean like you
said. When abunch of men start out on somethin’ together, it dways kinda upsets thingsif some of ‘em
don't makeit dl theway through." He turned to Clint. "Remember that time the bunch of uswent out to
log that stretch up by Omak and old Clark got hurt?”

"Yeeh," Clint said.

"I don't think old Clark had said morein about eight wordsin two months," Miller went on, "and he
awayswent to bed early and stayed off by himsdlf, but it just wasn't the same without him there.”

"Yeeh, that'sright," Clint said.

They started reminiscing about some of the things they'd done and some of the placesthey'd gone.
They'd covered ahdluvalot of ground together, one way or the other — particularly after Miller'swife
had died about twenty years or so ago.

| listened for awhile, but | kind of felt asif | wereintruding on something pretty private. | guessthey
werewilling to shareit, or they wouldn't have talked about it, but I've never much enjoyed that kind of
thing. I'd awholelot rather take people as| find them and not know too much about their past lives.



"Well," | said, standing up, "I guess|'d better get back to work if we're going to have trout for supper.”
"Work?' Clint chuckled. "Who areyou tryin' to kid?"
| laughed and went on down to the lower pond.

It was alot dower now, and the fish seemed duggish. | let my mind drift. | don't think | intended to.
Usudly | kept apretty tight grip onit.

It had been on aday like thisthat I'd taken off from the Old Lady that time. | could still remember it. I'd
gotten ajob at one of the canned goods plants when I'd gotten out of high school, and when | came
home from work that day, I'd found her in bed with some big dob. I'd yelled at him to get the hell out of
the house, but held just laughed at me. Then I'd tried to hit him, and he'd beaten the crap out of me.

"Hit thelittle snot atime or two for me, Fred," my mother had yelled drunkenly.

After held finished with me and gone back into the bedroom, | had packed up afew clothes and taken
off. I'd only stopped long enough to paint the word "whore" on the sde of the house in green letters

about five feet high and swipe the distributor cap off Fred's car. Both of my little revenges had been
pretty damned petty, but what the hell else can you be at seventeen?

Therewas a shot up on theridge. Then another. Then three more from a different rifle. The echoes
bounced around alot, muffled alittle by the fill lightly faling rain.

| stood waiting for the pistol-shot signdl, but one never came. "Trigger-happy bastards,” | said and went
back to fishing.

| caught three more pretty good-sized ones just before the sun went down, and | cleaned the whole
bunch and carted them up to thefire. By then the rain had stopped, and the sky was starting to clear.

"Got amess, huh?' Miller said.

"Best | coulddo,” | said.

When Lou and Jack came back, they were both soaked and bad-tempered.

"Keep your goddamn shots off my end of the hill, McKlearey," Jack snarled as soon asLou camein.

"Fuck yal" McKlearey snapped back.

"That's about enough of that, men,” Miller said sternly. "Any more of that kindatalk and well break
camp and go down right now."

They both glared a him for aminute, but they shut up.

Clint fried up the trout, and we had venison and beans to go along with them. | was starting to get just a
littletired of beans.

McKlearey had taken to Sitting off by himsalf again, and after supper he sat with hisback to astump a
ways off from thefire, holding his bandaged hand with the other one and muttering to himself. He hadn't
changed the bandage for a couple of days, and it was pretty filthy. Every now and then I'd catch the



names " Sullivan” and "Danny,” but | wasnt redly ligening to him.

Weall went to bed fairly early.

"Goddammit, Jack," | said, "Miller's not kidding. He and Clint have just about had a gutful of you and
McKlearey yapping at each other about that damned white deer. Now | know a hdlluvalot more about
what's happening than they do, and I'm starting to get alittle sick of it mysdlf. If you're going to hunt, hunt
right. If you're not, let's pack it up and go down the hill."

"Butt out," hesaid. "Thisis between that shithead and me."

"That'sjust the point,” | said. Y ou two are dopping it al over everybody else.”

"If you don't likeit, why don't you just pack up and go on down? Y ou're dl finished anyway."

"Then who the goddamn hell would be around to keep you and McKlearey from killing each other?”
"Who asked you to?'

"l invited mysdf,” | said. "Inalot of ways| don't think much of you, but you're my brother, and I'ma
son of abitchif I want to see you get dl shot up or doing about thirty yearsin the pen for shooting
somebody asworthless as McKlearey." Maybe | came down alittle hard. Jack's ego was pretty damned
tender.

"As soon asthey get those saddles out of there,” he said, "I'll move over to Soane€sold tent.”

"Don't do me any favors,” | said. "I'll be al moved out by noon."

"Whichever way you want it,” he said.

We both rolled over so our backs were to each other.
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After he got back from taking Jack and Lou up the hill next morning, Miller came up to where | was
stting by thefire. "Fed likedoin' alittle huntin', son?* he asked me.

| looked up a him, not understanding what he was talking aboui.
"Somebody ought to fill the Big Man'stag for him," he said. I'd forgotten that.
"Sure”" | sad, "I'll get my rifle”

"Well poke on down thetrail aways and hunt in the timber. That way we won't bother them two up on
thehill."

The sky had lightened, and the pae light was beginning to dide back in under the tree trunks.



"Try not to shoot up theliver thistime," Clint said, faking agrouchy look.
"OK, Clint." I laughed.
Miller and | got our rifles and went on down to the corral. | saddled Ned and we started on out.

"WEeIl go on down into the next valey and picket the horses," he said after awhile. "Do usalittle Indian
huntin'."

"Y ou'd better fied-gtrip that for me," | said.

"Put our noses into the wind and walk along kinda dow. See what we can scare up.”
"Good," | said. "That'smy kind of hunting.”

"Get restless gttin' ill, isthat it, son?”

"l suppose,” | said.

"If I'm not bein' nosy, just how old are you?"'

"Twenty-fivelast April," | said.

He nodded. "'Bout what | figured. 'Bout the same age as my boy woulda been.”

| didn't pushit. He and Clint had said afew things about "the accident” the day before. | hadn't known
he'd had any kids.

"Logt himthe sametimel lost my wife," he said quietly. Then he didn't say any morefor quiteawhile.

Werode on down into the valley and got into the pine trees.

"Creek there" he said. "Wind'l be comin’ up the draw thistime of day."

"Good little clearing right there for the horses,” | said pointing.

"Should work out about right,” he said.

We went on, dismounted, and hooked Ned and Miller's big Morgan to a couple of long picket-ropes.
We unhooked our rifles and went on down into the creek-bottom. Miller'srifle was an old, well-used
bolt-action of some kind with a scope that had been worn shiny in a couple places from being did in and
out of the case so many times. It had obvioudy been well taken care of.

"| see you brought that hog-leg along,” he said, nodding at my pistol belt.

"Starting to be ahabit,” | said. "Besides, | keep extrarifle cartridges on one side, and my knivesare on
it," 1 said. | dill felt alittle apol ogetic about the damned thing.

"Can you hit anything with it?" he asked me.

"Not at any kind of range.”



"Y ou shoatin' high or low?"!

"Low."

"Y ou're pushin' into the recoil just before you shoot,” he said. "Clint dways used to do the samething.”
"How do you mean?"

"Just before you fire. Y ou push your hand forward to brace your arm for the kick." He held out hisright
forefinger pistol-fashion and showed me.

"Maybeyou'reright,” | said, trying to remember thelast time I'd fired it at atarget.

"Get somebody to load it for you and leave a couple empty. Then shoot it. You'll be ableto spot it right
off. Barrd dipslikeyou wastryin' to dig awell with it when you click down on an empty chamber.”

"How doesaguy get over it?"

"Just knowin' what you're doin' oughta take care of most of it."

| nodded.

"Well, son," hesaid, grinning & me, "let's you and me go huntin', shall we?"

"Right, Cap," | said.

"Y ou teke the left Side of the creek, and I'll take theright. Well just take our time.”

| jumped the creek, and we started off down the draw, moving very dowly and looking around.

Miller stopped suddenly, and | froze. Sowly he pointed up the side of the draw and then passed the flat
of hishand over thetop of hisbig hat. No horns. Doe.

She stepped out from behind atree, and | could see her. Miller and | both stood very till until she
walked on up out of the draw. Then he motioned, and we went on.

Thetreeswerefairly far gpart, and there wasn't much underbrush even this close to the creek. Thefloor
of the forest was thickly covered with pine needles, softened and very quiet after the rain from the day
before.

A faint pink glow of sunlight reflected off the snow-fields above began to filter down between the tree
trunks. Theair was very clean and sharp, cold and pine-scented. | felt good. Thiswas my kind of
hunting.

We walked on down the creek-bed for about a half hour or so, spotting seven or eight more deer — al
does or small bucks.

Wewent around a bend, and Miller froze. He poked his chin straight ahead.

| couldn't see the deer. Apparently Cap couldn't either, at least not clearly. He kept moving his head



back and forth asif trying to get aclear view between the trees. He lifted hisrifle once and then lowered
it again. He held out his hand toward me, the fingers fanned out. Five-point.

Then he pointed a me and made a shooting motion with his hand, hisforefinger extended and histhumb
flipping up and down twice. He wanted me to shoot. Shoot what, for God's sake?

| put my scope on the woods ahead, but | couldn't see adamn thing. Then the buck stepped out into an
open spot about a hundred yards away and stood facing me, his ears up and hisrack held up proudly. |
started doing some quick computations. | leaned the rifle barrel againgt atree to be sureit would be
steady and drew avery careful am on apoint low in the deer's chest, just between hisfront legs. | sure
didn't want to mess up this shot with Cap watching me.

| dowly squeezed the trigger. When ashot isgood and right on, you get akind of fedling of connection
between you and the animal — almost asif you were reaching out and touching him, very gently, kind of
pushing on him with your finger. | don't want to get mystic about it, but it'sa sort of three-way union —
you, the gun, and the deer, al joined in afrozen ingtant. It's o perfect that 1've always kind of regretted
the fact that the deer gets killed in the process. Does that make any sense?

The deer went back on his haunches and hisfront feet went up inthe air. Then hefell heavily on one
sde, hishead downhill. The echoes bounced off among the trees.

"Hot damn!" Cap yelled, hisface dmost chopped in two with hisgrin. "Damn good shot, son. Damn
good!™

| felt about fifteen feet tal.

| jumped the creek again, and the two of us went on up toward the deer.

"Whered you am, son?"

"Low in the chest — between thelegs."”

Hefrowned dightly.

"I'm sighted an inch high at two hundred,” | explained. "1 figured it at ahundred yards, so | should have
been four to six inches above where | aimed. | wanted to get into the neck above the shoulder lineso |
wouldn't spoil any mest."

"Or theliver." He chuckled.

"Amentothat. I'd get yelled at something awful if | shot out another liver."

"Old Clint can get just like an old woman about some things." He laughed.

The deer waslying on his side with blood pumping out of histhroat. His eyes blinked dowly. | reached
for my pigol.

"You cut thebig artery,” Cap said. "You could just aseasy let 'im bleed out.”

"I'd rather not," | said.



"Suit yoursdf," he said.

| shot the deer through the head. The blood stopped pumping like someone had turned off afaucet.
"Y ou always do that, don't you, son?' he said.

| nodded, holgtering the pistal. "I figure | oweit to them."”

"Maybeyoureright," he said thoughtfully.

We stood looking at the deer. He had a perfectly symmetrical five-point rack, and his body was heavy
and well-fed.

"Beautiful deer,” he said, grinning again. "L et's see how close you figured it. Whered you am?"
"About here," | said, pointing.

"Looks like you were about eight inches high," he said. Y ou took him just under the chin.”

"I must have miscaculated,” | said. "I'd figured to go about six high.”

He nodded. ™Y ou was shootin' uphill,” he said. "Y ou forgot to alow for that. It was a hundred yards
measured fiat along the ground — only about seventy yards trgjectory though.”

"l never thought of that.”

He laughed and dapped my shoulder. "I don't think welll revoke your license over two inches,” he said.
"Tel me, Cap," | sad, "why didn't you shoot 'im?"

"Couldn't get aclear shot," helied with a perfectly straight face.

"Oh," | sad.

"Well, son, let'sgut 'im.”

"Right."

With two of usworking onit, it took only afew minutesto do thejob.

"Why don't you go get the horseswhile rig up adrag?’ Cap said.

"Sure." | leaned my rifle againgt atree and took off. We were only a short distance from the horses
redly, and it took me less than ten minutesto get them. | rode on back, leading Miller'sbig
wa nut-colored Morgan.

"Y ou moveright out, don't you, son?' Cap said as| rode up.

"Longlegs” | sad.

"I'm just about done here," he said. He was sawing at a huckleberry bush with his hunting knife. I got off



and handed him the big knife. He chopped the bush off close to the ground.

"That'ssureahandy thing," hesaid. "Almost like an ax."

"That'swhat | figured when | got the set," | said.

He'd rigged up akind of ded of six or eight of the bushes packed close, sde by side, and lashed to abig
dead limb across the butts and another holding them together about three feet or so up the trunks. He
doubled over alead-rope and tied it to the limb across the butts. Then we lifted the deer carcass onto the

platform and tied it securely with another lead-rope. He tied along rope to the doubled lead-rope at the
front of the drag and fastened it to his saddle horn.

"Y ou want me to hook on, too, Cap?' | asked him.

"Naw," hesaid. "Trail'stoo narrow, and old Sam her€'s big enough to pull the bottom out of awell if you
want imto."

We stood for amoment beside the place where the deer had fallen.

"Good hunt," he said findly, patting me on the shoulder once. "WElIl haveto do ‘er again sometime.”

| nodded. "Thisistheway it ought to be," | said.

"Well," hesad, "let's get on back, shal we?'

We mounted and cut across up to thetrall.

"Damn nice deer.”" Clint grinned when we got back to camp.

"Look at that shot,” Miller said. "Right under the chin at about seventy or eighty yards uphill. The Kid
there could drive nails dl day with that rifle of hisat about two hundred yards. Made the gun himsdlf, too.

Restocked one of them old Spring-fields.”

"Hefishes OK, too," Clint said, "and it don't seem to me he snores too loud. Reckon we oughtalet im
day in camp?'

Miller looked a mefor aminute. "Hell do," he said. We dl grinned at each other.

"How 'bout usdl havin' adrink?' Miller said. "I'll buy." Hewent into histent and came out with afifth of
Old Granddad. He poured liberally into three cups and we stood around sipping at the whiskey.

"I an't had so much funinyears” Cap sad. "It wasared finehunt."
"l ain't too much for al that walkin' you're partid to,” Clint said, dapping one of his crooked legs.

Cap chuckled. "I told you that rodeoin’ would catch up to you someday. Any action up there on the hill
thismornin'?"

"Heard acouple shotsearlier,” Clint said. "No signalsthough.”

"Probably missed,” Cap said sourly. "Them two are each so worried that the other one's gonna get that



damn freak that they can't even shoot anymore.”

Just thinking about Jack and Lou almost spoiled the whole thing for me. | tried not to think about them.
The morning had been too good for meto let that happen.
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At lunchtime | rode up the ridge to pick up Jack and Lou. Jack just grunted when | brought him his
horse, and McKlearey took off down the hill ahead of me. They'd both moved uphill aways, McKlearey
onto my old post, and Jack up to Stan's.

| came up to the corra about the time Lou was getting off hishorse. Jack waswaiting for him.

"Now look, you son of abitch," he started. "1 told you to do your goddamn shootin’ in your own
territory."

"Fuck yal"

"l mean it, goddammit! That goddamn deer came out right in front of me, and you were at least five
hundred yards away. Y ou didn't have afuckin' chance of hittin' ‘im. Y ou shot just to run 'im off so |
couldn't get aclear shot."

"Tough titty, Alders. Don't tel me how to hunt.”
"All right, motherfucker, | can see the whole hillside, too, remember. | can play the same game. And
even if you dumb-luck out and hit 'im, I'll shoot the son of a bitch to pieces before you can get to 'im.

Y ou won't have enough | &ft to be worth bringin' out.”

McKlearey glared at Jack, hisface white. They were standing about ten feet apart and they were both
holding their rifles. Jack's hand was inching toward the butt of his automatic.

"That's just damn well enough of that kindatalk," Miller's voice cracked from behind them.

"Thisis between him and me," Jack said.

"Not up herg, it ain't,” Miller said. "Now | don't know what kindatrouble you two got goin' between
yourselves back in town, but | told you thefirst day to leave dl that stuff down there. | meant what | said,

too."

"We paid you to bring us up here," McKlearey said. "not to wet-nurse us." His eyes were kind of wild,
and he was holding hisrifle with the muzzle pointed about hafway between Jack and Cap.

I'm till not surewhy | did it, but | dipped the hammer-thong off my pigtal. | think Lou saw medo it
because he dowly shifted hisrifle until it was tucked up under hisright arm so there was no way he could
use ather of hisguns.

Miller had thought over what Lou had said. "I guess maybe we better just pack up and go on back
down," he said. He turned his back on them and walked back up to thefire.



"We paid for ten goddamn days!" McKlearey yelled after him.
| hawked and spit on the ground, right between them.
"He can't do that," Jack said.

"Don't make any bets" | said flatly. ™Y ou guys made averba contract with him that first day. Hetold
you that if therewas any troublein camp, we'd al come out. You agreed to it.”

"That wouldn't stand up in court, would it?" Lou asked.

| nodded. "Y ou bet it would. Particularly around here. If you were going to take him to court, it'd bein
this county, and thejury'd dl be hisneighbors." | wasn't that sure, but it sounded pretty good.

"Well, what the hell do we do now?" Jack demanded.

"Y ou might aswel go pack your gear,” | said. "He meant it about going back down."

"Who needs'im?' Lou said. "Let imgo.”

"It'stwelve miles back to the road, McKlearey," | said, "and helll take the horses, the tents, and all the
cooking equipment with him. Even if you got that damned freak deer, how would you get him out of the
woods?'

He hadn't thought of that.

"Y ou sound like youre on Msside," Jack accused me.

"How 'bout that?' | said. | walked off down toward the pond. It was a helluvagoddamn way to wind up
thetrip.

| guess both Jack and Lou did alot of crawfishing, but Miller finaly relented. | suppose heredly didn't
want hisfirst trip asaguide to wind up that way. Anyway, they managed to talk him out of it.

Much as| wanted to stay up there, | till thought Miller was making a mistake. | went back to camp and
moved al my gear into the empty tent.

"Y ou don't have to do that, Dan," Jack said quietly as| started to roll up my deeping bag.

"WEelIl both have more room thisway,”" | said.

"Christ, Dan, you know how McKlearey can rub aguy raw.”

"Yeah," | sad, "but you're grown-up now, Jack. Y ou're not some runny-nosed kid playing cowboys and
Indians." | stopped in the doorway of the tent. “One other thing, old buddy," | said, "keep your goddamn
hand away from that pistol from now on. There's not gonna be any of that shit up here." | went on out of

the tent. McKlearey was standing outside. | guess heldd been listening.

"That goesfor you, too, shithead,” | told him.



Chrigt! I wasright in the middle again. How the hell do | dways get mysdlf in that spot?

It took me about fifteen minutes to get settled in, and then we ate lunch. Nobody talked much. Both
Jack and Lou went back to their tents after we finished.

"| probably shouldn't have changed my mind,” Cap said quietly. "I got afedin' it wasamigtake.”

"They've quieted down abit," | said. "I'll go on up with my brother from now on — maybe | can keep
nun from getting so hot about things.”

"What's got them two at each other that way?' Clint asked me.

"They just don't get dong,” | said. | knew that if | told them the red story, it would blow the wholetrip.
"This has been building for quite awhile now. | thought they could forget about it while they were up
here, but | guess| waswrong."

" Sure makes things jumpy in camp,” Miller said shortly.

"It suredoes,” | agreed.

Jack wasn't too happy about my going up the hill with him, but | don't think he dared to say much about
itinfront of Miller.

When we got up there, hewouldn't talk to me, so | just let it go.

A good-looking five-point came out just about sunset, but heignored it. No matter what he might have
told Miller, he was till after that freak. After shooting time, we rode back to camp without waiting for
Lou.

"That was a nice deer you got for Sloane," Jack said findly. | guess he wanted to make peace.

"Fair." | sad. "It wasalot of fun hunting that way."

"How'd you do it?"

"Miller and | just pussyfooted through the woods until we spotted him."

"Soanell be pretty tickled with him."

That seemed to exhaust that topic of conversation pretty much.

Supper was lugubrious. Nobody talked to anybody ese. Jack stared fixedly into thefire, and
McKlearey sat with hisback to a stump, watching everybody and holding that filthy bandage out in front
of him so he wouldn't bump his hand. | wondered how bad the cut was by now.

| fixed myself adrink and settled back down by thefire.

"Watch yoursdf, Danny,” Lou said suddenly, hiseyesvery bright. " Same thing might happen to you as
happened to Sullivan.”

It didn't make any sense, so | didn't answer him. | noticed, though, that after that he concentrated on me.



He seemed to flinch just alittle bit every timel moved. Did the silly bastard actudly think | was going to
shoot him?

"Bedtime," hefinaly said. He got up and went to histent. Jack waited afew minutes, and then he went
to histent, too.

| talked quietly with Cap and Clint for awhile, trying to stir up the good feding wed had going that
morning, but it didn't quite come off. | think we were dl too worried.

| went on back to the latrine. On my way back to my tent | heard afunny dapping kind of noise over in
the woods. | stopped and waited for my eyesto adjust to the dark alittle more. Then | saw amovement.

It was McKlearey. | guess held rolled out under the back of histent or something, and he was back in
the trees practicing hisdraw.

He was getting pretty good t it.
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Clint woke me the next morning, and | rolled out of the sack quickly. It was chilly, and for some reason
it seemed darker that morning than usud. Then it dawned on me. The moon had aready st. It had been
going down earlier and earlier every morning, and now it was setting before we even got up.

Breakfast was as quiet as supper the night before, and we had to take the lantern down to the corra
with us when we went to saddle the horses. Miller seemed particularly grim. We mounted up and rode
on up theridge. It was a damned good thing the horses knew the way by now because it was blacker
than hdll out there.

Miller had inssted that Jack take Sloane's old spot, the lowest on the hill, and that L ou take the very top
one. | guess he wanted to get as much distance between the two of them as possible.

As soon as Cap dropped us off, Jack went over to the edge of the ravine. | stayed with the horses until
Cap came back from dropping off Lou.

"| sure hope they both fill today,” he said. "All the fun's gone out of it now."

"Yeah," | sad. "I'll remind Jack that there's only three more days. Maybe that'll bring him to his senses.”
"Somethin' is gonna have to. See you about noon, son."

"Right, Cap."

He rode off down into the darkness, and | went over to find Jack.

"Seeanything?' | asked.

"Still too goddamn dark,” he said, and then, "I don't know why | had to get stuck with the bottom of the
hill likethis™



"Man," | told him, "I got afive-point yesterday four miles below here. They're dl over the sde of the
mountan.”

"Not the one/ want," he said.
"Areyou gill hung up on that damn thing?*
"l said | was gonnaget that white one, and | meant it.”

"Goddamn it, Jack, there are only three days|eft after today. Y ou're going to wind up going down

"Don't worry about it," he said, "1 know what I'm doin’.”
We sat waiting for it to get light.

The sky paled and the shadowy forms of the rocks and bushes began to appear around us. Severa does
and a couple smd| bucks went down the ravine below our post.

"They're gtarting to move," | said.
"Yesh"

| looked at the thin, dark man beside me with the wiry stubble smudging his cheeks and chin. Jack's eyes
were hollow, with dark circles under them. The red baseba | cap he was wearing was pulled low over his
eyebrows, and hewas staring fixedly up the gorge. | tried to make out the shadow of the boy I'd grown
up within hisface, but it wasn't there anymore. Jack was astranger to me. | guess I'd been kidding
myself al dong. He aways had been a stranger. The whole business when 1'd gotten back to Tacoma
had been afake. | suppose we both knew it, but neither one of us had had the guts or the honesty to
admit it.

When the white deer came out, he was on top of that bluff that was opposite Jack's old post. The rock
face dropped about forty or fifty feet onto ajumble of rocks and gravel and then fdll again into the wash
at the bottom of the hill. Maybe Jack wouldn't see him.

"Thereheid!" Jack hissed.

Damnit!

"What isit?" he demanded, his handstrembling violently. "Two hundred yards?'

"It'spretty far,” | said, "and he'sright on top of that cliff.”

The deer looked around uncertainly, asif he were lost. Somehow he looked more helpless man ever.
Jack was getting squared away for a shot.

"Wait, for Chrissake!" | said. "L et him get away from that goddamn dliff.”

"l can't wait. McKlearey'll spot him." His hands were shaking so badly that the end of his gun-barrel



looked like thetip of afishing rod.
"Cam down," | snapped. "Y oull never get off ashot that way."
"Shut up!" he snapped and yanked the trigger.

His Mauser barked hollowly. The deer looked around, startled. "Run, you son of abitch,” | muttered
under my bregth.

Jack was feverishly trying to work the bolt of his gun, his shaking hands unable to handle the smple
operation.

"Camdown," | said again.

"Hell get away," Jack said. "Oh, Jesus, helll get away!™ He rammed another shell up the tube. He fired
again, not even bothering toam.

McKlearey's gun barked from up the ridge. He must have been at least six hundred yards from the deer.
"Oh, Jesud" Jack said, fighting with the bolt again. He sumbled to hisfeet.
"Jack, for Christ's sake, calm down! Y ou'll never hit anything thisway!" | put my hand on hisarm.

"Get away from me, you bagtard!" he screamed. He spun on me, pointing therifle at me and il fighting
with the bolt.

It was happening — it wasn't exactly theway it had been that day in the pawnshop, but it was close
enough.

| thumbed off the hammer-thong and left my hand hanging over my pistol-butt. "Don't close that bolt with
that thing pointed at me, Jack," | told him.

Maybe some day you'll be no good, and then I'll shoot you. Thereit was again.

"I meanit, Jack," | said. "Point that gun-muzzle avay fromme." | felt very cold insde. | knew he could
never closethat bolt and get hisfinger onto the trigger before | got one off. | was only about five feet
away from him. Therewasno way | could miss. | was going to kin my brother. It hung there, an absolute
certainty — no fuss, no dramatics, nothing but amechanicd reflex action. | felt disconnected from mysdlf,
asif | were standing back, watching something | had no control over. | even began to mourn for my dead
brother.

Then hisfacekind of sank in onitsaf. He knew it, too.

Then McKlearey fired again.

Jack spun back around and fired at the deer three timesin arow from astanding position, his hand very
smooth on the bolt now.

The deer had frozen up. | thought | could see him flinch with the sound of each shot.

McKlearey fired.



Jack fired hislast round. His hand dove into his jacket pocket and came out jerkily with ahandful of
shells. He sarted feverishly shoving them down into the magazine.

McKlearey fired again.
The deer lurched and fell on hisside, his sticklike legs scrabbling at the rocks and bushes.
"Aw, no!" Jack said in an agonized voice.

The deer stumbled to hisfeet, staggered astep or two and, with what looked almost like a ddliberate
lunge fell off the diff.

"Aw, God damnit!" Jack said, hisvoice breaking oddly.

The deer hit the rock-pile below and bounced high inthe air. | could hear his antlers snap off when he
hit. Hiswhite body plunged into the brush like alegping trout reentering the water. | heard him bounce
again and tumble on down theravine.

"Aw, goddamn son of abitch!" Jack sobbed, damming his rifle down on the ground. He sat down
heavily and buried hisfacein his hands. He was crying.

Up theridge McKlearey gave awild yell of triumph followed by a barrage of shotsfrom hispistol. He
must have emptied the thing. Maybe, with any kind of luck, one of them would drop back in on him.
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| went straight on down into the ravine, leaving Jack on the ridge to get himself straightened out. The
brush wasalittletough at first, but I got the hang of it in acouple minutes. | just bulled on through,
hanging onto the limbs to keep from faling — kind of like going down hand over hand.

| could still hear McKlearey screaming and yelling up on the knob at the top of theridge.

I'd marked the last place where I'd seen the deer, and | hit the bottom a good ways below where that
had been. | was pretty sure | was below the carcass.

The wash at the bottom of the ravine was about fifteen feet wide and six to ten feet deep. | imagined that
when the snow melted, it was probably aboiling river, but it was bone-dry right now. Most of the Sdes
were steep gravel bankswith large rocks jutting out here and there. | finally found a place where | could
get down into the wash. | seemed to remember hearing some gravel diding after the deer had stopped
bouncing. | sarted up theravine.

The deer was about a hundred yards from where I'd come down. He was lying huddled at the foot of a
gravel bank in a place where the wash made a sharp turn. He was dead, of course.

Only one of hislegswas sticking out; the otherswere dl kind of tucked up under him. The protruding leg
was at an odd angle.



Hishead was twisted around asif he were staring back over his shoulder, and a couple of hisribswere
poked out through his skin. His fur wasn't really white but rather a cream color. It had smudges and grass
gainson it— ether from hisnorma activity or from thefdl through the brush.

His antlers were shattered off closeto his head, and the onered eye | could see was about half open.
Therewasdirtinit.

A thin dribble of gravel dithered down the steep bank and spilled down across his shoulder. A heavy
stick protruded from the bank just above him.

"Y ou poor bastard,” | said softly. | nudged at his sidewith my toe, and | could hear broken bones
grating together indde. He was like asack full of marbles.

"Probably broke every bonein hisbody," | muttered. | took hold of the leg. It wasloose and flopping. |
tucked it back up beside the rest of him. Folded up the way he was, he didn't take up much more room
than asack of potatoes. | squatted down beside him.

"Wdl," | said, "you did it. God knowswe ran you off thishill often enough. Y ou just had to keep coming
back, didn't you?" | reached over and brushed some of the dirt off hisface. Theeyewiththedirtinit
looked at me camly.

"l surewish | knew what the hell to do now, old buddy," | said. "You're Lou's deer, and | supposel
ought to make him keep you, ho matter what shape you'rein. Christ only knows, though, what thet'll lead
to."

How did I dways get into these boxes? All | wanted to do wasjust look out for mysdlf. | had enough
trouble doing that without taking on responsibilitiesfor other people aswell. | had to try to figure out,
very fast, what would be the consequences of about three different courses of action open to meright
now, and no matter what | decided to do, | had no guarantees that the whole damn mess wouldn't blow
up in my face. | surewished that Miller were here.

| could hear McKlearey yelling, but he sounded like he was coming down the hill now. Whatever | was
going to do, | was going to have to make up my mind in ahurry.

| put my hand on the deer's shoulder. He was still warm. A kind of muscle spasm or reflex made his
eydid flutter at me.

"Yourealot of help,” | said to the deer. | stood up.
| could hear McKlearey crashing around in the brush several hundred yards up the ravine.

"Wdl, pissonit!" | said and pulled on the limb sticking out of the gravel bank. The whole bank gave
way, and | had to jump back out of the way to keep from getting haf-buried mysdlf. The dide completely
covered the carcass. | sood holding the stick for amoment, then | pitched it off into the brush. | turned
around and went on back downstream.

Lou crossed the wash and came down over the rock-pile at the foot of the cliff. He stopped yelling
when he started finding pieces of antler. He was there for quite awhile, gathering up al the chunks and
fragments he could find. Then he came on down. | had climbed up out of the wash and was standing up
on the bank when he got to where | was.



"Youfind 'im, Danny?" he asked me from down in the wash. His face was shiny with swest, and his eyes
werefeverish.

"I came up from down that way," | said. "He must be above here somewhere.” It wasn't exactly alie.
"No, | came down this creek-bed. He ain't up there.”

| shrugged. "Maybe in the brush somewhere—"

"The bagtard busted hishorns" he said, holding out both hands full of dark fragments.

"Damn shame" | said.

He began stuffing the piecesinto various pockets. " A good taxidermist oughta be ableto glue'em al
back together, don't you think?"

"l don't know, Lou. I've never heard of anybody doing it before.”
"Surethey can," he said. "But where the hell isthe goddamn deer?”’
"It'sgot to be up above," | said. "Did you get any kind of Mood-trail ?*
"Shit! Theway that fucker was bouncin'?'

"Maybeif wefind one of the placeswhere he hit —’

Hed finaly finished stuffing chunks of hornin his pockets, and suddenly his eyes narrowed and he
squinted up at me. Hisface was very cold and hard looking.

"Oh, now | getit,” hesaid. "Y ou and your brother, huh?Y ou two aretryin' to keep my deer.”
"Y ou couldn't give methat deer after you knocked it off that cliff,” | told him flatly.

"That's my goddamn deer,” he said angrily.

"l never said it wasn't."

"Wherethe hdl isit? Where the hell have you got my deer?' His voice was getting shill.
"Comeon, Lou, get serious.”

"Don't do thisto me, Danny." His eyeswere bulging now.

" Settle down, Lou. Let's go back up and check out the brush.”

"Danny?Isthat you, Danny?" Hisface wastwitching, and hisvoice was kind of crooning.
"Comeon, Lou," | said, "let'sgo back up to where he hit."

"Y ou know what | did to Sullivan, don't you, Danny?*



"Comeon, Lou," | said.

Now wheét the hell was going on?

"It wasn't my fault, Danny. It was so fuckin' dark, and Charliewas al around us."

"Lou, sngp out of it!"

"It wasn't my fault, Danny. He come snegkin’ up on me. He didn't give me no password or nothin'."
"Loul"

"Nobody knowswhere heis, Danny. | hid 'im real good. Nobody'll ever know."

| suddenly felt sick to my stomach.

"Dont tell the lieutenant, Danny. Everything will be OK if you just keep your mouth shut about it." His
eyeswere wild now.

"Comeon, Lou, sngp out of it. That'sall over now." | was starting to get alittle jumpy about this. It
could get bad inaminute. And | ill wasn't over thelittle sesson with Jack up on theridge.

"I'll pay you, Danny. | got five hundred or so saved up for abig R and R. It'sdl yours. Just for
Chrissake, don't say nothin'.”

Very dowly | eased off the hammer-thong again. How many times was this going to happen in one day?
"Please, Danny, I'm beggin’ ya. They'll hang mefor God's sake." Hisriflewas dung over hisleft
shoulder, and hisright hand was on hisbelt, red close to that damned .38. | wondered if held
remembered to reload it. Knowing McKlearey, he probably had.

"OK, Kid," hesaid, "if that'sthe way you want it." The pleading note had gone out of hisvoice, and his
face was pale and very set.

"McKlearey," | said ascamly as| could, "if you make one twitch toward that goddamn pistal, I'll shoot

you down in your tracks and you damn well know | can doit. Y ou know | can take you any time | fed
likeit. Now straighten up and let'sgo find that deer.” | sure hoped that | sounded more convincing than |
felt. Frankly, | was scared to death.

"l been practicin,”" he said, hisface crafty.

"Not enough to make that much difference, Lou," | said.

He stood there looking up a me. | guessit got through to him — even through what had happened on
the Delta— that | had him cold. At least | had him cold enough to make the whole thing a bad gamble
for him. Finally he shook his head as though coming out of abad dream.

"Y ou say you came up the creek-bed?"' he asked asiif nothing had happened.

"Yeah," | sad. "The deer's gotta be above us somewhere — maybe off in the brush.”



"Maybeif we each took oneside," he said. "It sureas hdll ain't down in here." He turned and clambered
up out of the wash on the other side.

"Danny?' he said from the other side of the wash.
"Yeah?'

" Sullivan and the other Danny are both dead, did you know that? Charlie got ‘'em. They been dead a
long time now."

"Sorry to hear that, Lou."
"Yeah. It was abad deal. They was my buddies— but Charliegot "em."

| didn't want to get started on that again. "Work your way up to where you found those pieces of horn,
Lou," I said. "I'll goup thissde.”

"Sure. Fuckin' deer has gotta be here someplace.”

| let himlead out. | wasn't about to let him get behind me.
"Youfind'im?' Miller cdled fromtheridge.

"Not yet, Cap," | called back.

"Any 9gn?"

"Lou found some pieces of horn,” | said.

"And somefur,” Lou caled tome. "Tel im | found somewhite fur, too."
"He got some fur, too,” | relayed.

"He's gotta be down there then.”

"Yeah. | know."

"Did hego off that bluff?'

"Yegh. | saw himfdl."

Cap shook his head disgustedly and started to come down into the ravine.

The three of us combed the bottom for about an hour and a half. We passed the collapsed gravel bank
about ahalf dozen times, but neither of them seemed to notice anything peculiar about it.

"It'sno good,” Miller sad findly.

"But hesdown here,” Lou said. "Weadl seen'imfdl. | got 'im. | got im from way up there." He pointed
wildly.



"l @n't doubtin' you shot him," Cgp said, "but we ain't gonnafind im."

"He's gottabe here," Lou said frenziedly. "L et's go back just one more time. He's here. He's gotta be
here"

Miller shook his head. "Faceit, Sarge," he said. "He's under arockdide." He nudged the bank of the
wash with the tow of his cowboy boot. A smal avdanche resulted. “Thiswhole gully islikethis. Onelittle
bump bringsit right down. There'stwo dozen placesin this stretch we been workin' where the bank has
giveway just recently. He could be under any one of 'em. Only way you're gonnafind that deer iswith a
shovel — and even then you wouldn't get him till the snow came.”

"Maybe he's under abush,” Lou said. "Did we look over there?' He pointed desperately toward a place
we'd al checked ahdf dozen times.

"Weaint gonnafind'im," Miller said.

"| gottafind im!" Lou screamed. "I gottal" Then hisfacefell gpart, and he Sarted to cry likealittlekid.
Miller stepped up to him and dapped nun sharply in the face.

"Come out of that, now, Sergeant!" he barked. "That's an order."

Lou's eyes snapped open. "Sorry," he said. "Sorry, sr. | — | guess| lost my head.”

"Let'sget on Upto theridge,” Miller commanded. We started climbing. McKlearey coughed now and
then — or maybe he was sobbing, I'm not sure. | still didn't let him get behind me.

32
| don't think either Jack or Lou said more than ten words the rest of that day. Miller, Clint, and | were
S0 busy watching them that we didn't say much ether, so it was awfully quiet in camp. Neither one of
them went out that evening, and we all sat around staring at each other. At least McKlearey had quit
talking to himsdf.

The next morning they were still pretty quiet, and | got theideathat they both wanted to finish up and get
on back down the mountain.

| went up on the ridge with Jack again, and dmost as soon asit waslega shooting time, we heard
McKlearey's gun bang off once, and then aminute or so later theflat, sngle crack of hispistol.

"Lou got one" | said to Jack. It was pretty obvious, but the silence was beginning to bug me.
"Yeah," Jack answered indifferently.

We saw Miller going on up, trailing Lou's horse and a pack anima. About twenty minutes later he went
on back down with Lou and what looked like apretty damn small deer.

"Shit!" Jack snorted. "The great hunter! I've seen bigger cats.” Maybe he was coming out of it alittle—



maybe not. | couldn't tell for sure.

It was lmost lunchtime when afair-sized buck came down the draw.
"Four-point,” | whispered to Jack, who hadn't even been watching, | don't think.
"Where?'

"Coming down the bottom of the gully.”

"Yeah, | see'imnow," hesaid. Hisvoice was very flat.

"I'll take'im." He squared himself around into a Sitting position, aimed, and fired. The buck dropped
without atwitch.

"Good shot!" | said.

He shrugged and cranked out the empty. It clinked against arock and rolled on down the hill.
"Yougoingtosigna?' | asked him.

"Miller'll beup in afew minutesanyway," hesaid.

"Y eah, but welll need a packhorse.”

"Maybeyou'reright,” he said. He wearily pulled out the automatic, thumbed it, and touched it off in the
generd direction of the mountain above us. "Let'sgo gut 'im," he said.

We went down and field-dressed the deer. By the time we were done, Miller was there with the horses
and arope. Hetossed us one end, and with a horse pulling from up above and the two of us guiding the
carcass, getting the deer up wasno trick at all.

"Damn nice deer,” Miller said rather unconvincingly.

"It'sworth the price of thetag, | guess,” Jack said. He seemed pretty uninterested.

We got everything loaded up and went on back down to camp.

Clint and McKlearey had dready gone on down. Miller told usthat Lou had been al hot to leave, and
there weren't really enough packhorsesto haul out al of our gear and the deer aswell, so Clint had
loaded up and they'd gone on down.

"How big aonedid he get?' Jack inquired.

"Two-point,” Miller said. "Nice enough deer, but | think old Sarge musta made amistake. He probably
shouldawaited till he hed alittle morelight.”

Jack didn't say anything.

"Clint won't be back till late again,” Miller said, "so welll go on out tomorrow mornin'. We oughtaskin
your deer out and let it cool anyway. | tried to tell that to Sarge, too, but he seemed to bein ahelluva



rush for some reason."

"Probably got ahot date back in Tacoma," Jack said sourly.

Miller let that one go by.

We ate lunch and skinned out Jack's deer, and then Jack went into histent to lie down for awhile. |
wandered around a bit and then went on down to the pond to molest the fish. The sun was hot and bright

on the water, and the fish weren't moving.

Miller came on down after about ahalf hour and stood watching me as| fished. "Any action?' he said
finlly.

"Pretty dow, Cap," | said.

"Usudly isthistime of day."

"Maybeif | pester 'em enough, they'll bite just to get rid of me."

He chuckled at that.

| made another cast.

"Trip sureturned out funny," hesaid finaly.

"Yeah," | agreed.

"l got ahunch OI' Sarge oughta see adoctor of some kind. He sure went al to pieces yesterday.”

| nodded. "I guess something pretty bad happened to him over in Vietnam," | said. | didn't want to go
into too many details. I'd pushed the whole busi ness about Sullivan and Danny — the other one— into

the back of my mind, and | was doing my level best not to think about it.

"I kindathought that might have somethin’ to do withit," Cap said. "It'sdl kinda soured me on this
guidin' busnessthough.”

"Don't judge everybody by us, Cap," | said. "Y ou run adamn fine camp, and you know this country as
well as any man could. None of what happened up here was your fault. Thiswas dl going on before we
ever got up here"

"I keep thinkin' | shoulda done somethin' to head it dl off before it went asfar asit did though,” he said,
squinting up at the mountain. He till looked alot like God.

"l don't think anybody could have done anything any differently,” | told him. ™Y ou just got a bad bunch
to work with, that's all. Nobody could have known that Cal was going to get sick or that McKlearey was
going off the deep end theway hedid. It wasjust the luck of the draw, that's al.”

"Maybe," he said doubtfully. "Then, maybetoo, | just ain't cut out for it. | cantell you right now that
you're the only one of the whole bunch I'd care to go out with again. Maybe if aman'sgoin' into the
business, he can't afford to have them kindalikes and didikes."



| couldn't say much to that redly.

Finaly he cleared histhroat. "I'm gonnaask you somethin’ that ain't relly none of my business, soif you
don't want to answer, you can just tell me to keep my nose whereit belongs, OK?"

"Shoot,” | said. | knew what he was going to ask.
"Y ou found that freak deer yesterday, didn't you, son?'
| nodded.

"Thought maybe you had. Y ou're too good a hunter not to have, and you was the closest oneto the
place where he dropped into that gully."

"Hewasdowninthewash," | said quietly, not looking a him, "all busted up. | dumped one of those
gravel banksover on him. | just didn't think he was worth somebody getting killed over.”

"Wasit redlly that bad between your brother and the Sarge?' he asked.

"Yeah," | said, looking out over the pond. "It was getting redl close. | figured that if neither one of them
got the damn thing, it'd cool things down."

"Y ou think pretty fast when you haveto, don't you?"'

"l wasrightinthemiddle,” | said. "It wasthe only thing | could come up with in ahurry to keep the roof
from fdling inonme. I'm not very proud of it redly." That wasthetruth, too.

"I don't know," he said after aminute, "from where| sit, it makesyou look pretty tal."
| didn't understand that at all.

"A man's more important than adeer," he said, hunkering down and dipping hisfingersin the water.
"Sometimes amanll| forget that when he getsto huntin'. Y ou'rejust like me, son. Y ou wouldn't never try
to take another man's deer or keep 'im from findin' it. It's just somethin' a man don't do. So you figure
that what you done was wrong — particularly since it was the Sarge who shot the damn thing, and you
don't like him very much. But you'd have done the same thing if it'd been your brother shot 'im. A lot of
men wouldn't, but you would. Takes a pretty big man to do the right thing in aspot like that."

| felt better. I'd been worrying about it alot.

"Y ou gonnared that fishin, or let 'im run around on the end of your lineal day?' hesaidto me.

"What?' | looked at the poleI'd laid down across alog. Thetip waswhipping wildly. | grabbed therod
before the fish could drag it into the water. | brought him in close to shore, reached down into the water
and carefully unhooked him. "Don't tdl Clint," | said, shooing the exhausted trout back out into deeper
water.

"Wild horses wouldn't get it out of me." He laughed. We went on back up to camp.

After that, thingswere OK again. Jack kept pretty much to histent except for supper, and Cap and |
spent the rest of the afternoon getting things squared away so we could break camp the next morning. |



moved my gear back into Jack's tent so we could strike the one I'd been deeping in aswell as
McKlearey's.

After supper, Jack had a couple of drinks and went back to histent. Cap and | sat up telling stories and
waiting for Clint to get back.

Thelittle guy camein about ten thirty, madder than hell.

"That damn burrhead run off on me, Cap," he growled as he rode up.

"Run off? What do you mean, run off?"

"We got about a haf mite from the bottom, and he kicks ol Red in the dats and took off like a scared
rabbit. When | got to the bottom, ol' Red was all |athered up and blowed and wanderin' around not tied
to anything, and that burrhead and that pile of nuts and bolts he called a car was gone."

"Didn't hetake his deer?' Cap asked.

"Hedidn't take nothin'! He even left hisrifletied to the saddle.”

"Hesay anything at al?'

"Not aword — not agood-bye, go to hell, kissmy ass, or adamn thing. | figured maybe he'd gone on
down to the place. | was gonna have some words with him about runnin’ off and leavin' mewith dl the
work, but there wasn't asign of 'im there neither. He just clean, flat took off. | left all his stuff in the barn.
| don't know how the hell welll get it al back to 'im.”

"Well tekeit back," | said. "I'll seethat he getsit al.”

Clint grunted, still pretty steamed.

Cap shook hishead. "I sure migudged that one," he said.

"Somebody oughtatake alength of two-by-four to 'im," Clint said. "That was adamn-fool kid stunt,
runnin' off likethat."

"Wdll," Cap said, "we can't do anything about it tonight. L et's unsaddle the stock and get to bed. And
you better cool down amite. Y ou know what the doctor told you about not losin' your temper so much.”

"Hell,” Clint said, "I'm al calm and peaceful now. 'Bout time | started up the hill, 1 was mad enough to
bite nailsand spit rust.”

Wefinaly got things squared away and got to bed.

The next morning | was up before the others, so | got the fire started and got coffee going and then
wandered around abit, kind of getting the last fedl of things. | like to do that with the good things. The
others| kind of just et dide away.

It had been agood hunt — in spite of everything — and I'd worked out whatever it was that 1'd needed
to work out. Some people seem to think that things like that have to be al put down in a set of nestly
stated propositions, but it isn't redly that way at dl. A lot of timesit's better not to get too specific. If you



fed dl right about yoursdlf and the world in general where you didn't before, then you've solved your
problem — whatever it was. If you don't, you haven't. Verbalizing it isn't going to change anything. One
thing | could verbalize, though, was the fact that | had a couple of friends | hadn't had before. Just that by
itself made the whole trip worth everything it had cost.

"Who'sthe damn early bird?" Clint growled, coming out of the tent al rumpled and grouchy-looking.
"Me" | grinned a him.

"Mightaknown," he said. ™Y ou been bustin' your butt to get your hands on the cookware ever sncewe
got up here."

"| figured | could ruin apot of coffeejust aswell asyou could,” | said.

"Oh-ho! Pretty smart-alecky for so damn early inthemornin'," he said. "All right, boy, since you went
and gtarted it, well just see how much of acamp cook you are. Y ou fix breskfast thismornin'. Anythin'
you wannafix. Therésthe cook tent.”

"I think I've been had," | said.

"| guessthey don't teach you not to volunteer in the Army no more," he said. "Wdll, I'm goin’ back to
bed. Youjust call uswhen you got ever-thin' ready." He chuckled and went on back into his tent.

"You'readirty old man,” | called after him.
He stuck his head back out, thumbed his nose at me, and disappeared again.

I rummaged around in the cook-tent and dragged out everything | could think of. I'd fix abreskfast like
they'd never seen before.

Actudly, | went alittle off the degp end. A prepared biscuit-flour made biscuits and pancakes pretty
easy, but | kind of bogged down in amixture of chopped-up venison, grated potatoes and onions, and a
few other odds and ends of vegetables. | wound up adding a can of corned-beef hash to give the whole
mess consistency. | didn't think | could manage apie or anything, so | settled for canned peaches.

"All right, dammit!" | yelled. "Comeand get it or I'll feed it to porky.”

They ssumbled out and we dug into it. 1'd fried up abunch of eggs and bacon to go withit dl, and they
ate without too many complaints— except Clint, of course.

"Biscuitsare alittle underdone,” he said firgt, mildly.

"Cantwin'emadl," | told him.

"Bacon could be amite crigper, too," he said then.

Cap ducked hishead over his plate to keep from laughing out loud. Even Jack grinned.
"Hapjacks seem alittle chewey, wouldn't you say?" he asked me.

| waswaiting for him to get to that hash. He tried aforkful and chewed meditatively.



"Now this" he said, pointing at it with thefork, "isthe, best whatever-it-is|'ve ever had." Helooked up
with aperfectly straight face. "Of course, | ain't never had none of this whatever-it-is before, so that
might account for it."

| didn't say anything.

"l @n't gonnaask youwhat'sinit,” hesaid," 'cause | don't redly wannaknow till I'm done estin’, but right
after breskfast, | am gonna go count the packhorses.”

Miller suddenly roared with laughter, and pretty soon wewere dl doing it.

After breakfast we struck the rest of the tents and began to pack up. It didn't redlly take very long to get
everything dl squared away.

A camp you've lived in for awhile dways|ooks so empty when you start to tear it down. We even
buried in McKlearey's dit-trench and covered over Clint's garbage pit.

"Well," Cap said, looking around. "What with that table and all, | guesswereleavin' the place better'n
wefoundit.”

"You bet," Jack said. He seemed to be getting over it al.

Weloaded up the packhorses, saddled up, and rode on down the trail. | looked back once, just before
wewent into thetrees. | didn't do it again.

"Down there iswhere Cap and | got the deer for Sloane,” | told Jack as we passed the place.
"That was anice deer," Jack said. "Y ou wound up shootin' the best two deer we got, you know that?"
"I hadn't thought of it," | said.

"That's because you were concentratin' on huntin' instead of al that other shit like the rest of us." Coming
from Jack, that was ahell of an admissonredly.

We didn't say much the rest of the way down.

It was alittle after noon when we got back down to where the trucks were. It took us awhileto get the
gear dl off the horses and into the stock-truck and the pickup, but by about one we were on our way
back to Miller's ranch. Jack got me off to one side and told me he wanted to ride on down with Cap, if |
didnt mind.

"I've got afew things| ought to explain to him," my brother said. "'l think | screwed up pretty bad afew
times up there, and I'd kinda like a chance to square things, if | can.”

"Sure, Jack," | said. | went over and climbed up into the stock-truck with Clint.

Maybe there was some hope for Jack after all.



33

"I don't know how the hell we're gonna get al that stuff in that car of mine," Jack said when we got to
Miller's

"Well haveto put a couple of those deer in the back seat,” | said. "'If we put them all in thetrunk, it's
going to overbaance so bad it'll pull the front whedlsright up off the ground.”

It took somejuggling, but wefindly managedit dl.

"I'm gonna have to go on into Twisp and pick up afew things" Miller said, coming back from turning the
horses out to pasture. "I'll call the game warden. Helll give you a note explainin' why you got so many
deer. That way you won't have no trouble with any game checks on down theline.”

"Weld appreciateit, Cap," | said. | walked with him back up toward the house.

"Y our brother told me afew things on the way down," he said.

"Yeah," | said, "hetold me he planned to.”

"| can see where he had alot workin' on him," Cap said, dumping his clothes bag on the back porch.
"He's not as bad as he seemed to be up there,” | said.

"Hesalot younger'nyou,” Cap said.

"No. He'stwo years older."”

"That'snot what | meant.”

"Oh. Maybe — in some ways anyhow."

"Inalottaways. | got afedin' that in alottaways your brother ain't never gonnagrow up. | started off
cdlin' thewrong man Kid. He's likable enough; hejust ain't grown-up.”

"Who redly ever grows up all theway, Cap?' | asked him.

Hegrinned a me. "If | ever makeit, I'll let you know."

| laughed. "Right," | said.

"Y ou got my address here?' he asked me.

"Yesh" | sad.

"Drop mealine oncein awhile, son. Let me know how you're makin' out.”
"l will, Cap. | redly will." | meant it, too.

He dapped my shoulder. "We stand here talkin' al afternoon, and you two'll never get home."



We went on back out to the cars. Miller and Clint climbed in the pickup and led out with Jack and me
laboring dong behind in the overloaded Plymouth.

| saw Ned rolling out in the pasture where the colt had run when we'd first come here. The old boy was
acting pretty frisky. Maybe he wasn't redly grown-up yet ether.

The game warden met usin Twisp and put al the necessary information down on a piece of paper for
us

"Nice bunch of deer," he said. He shook hands around and | eft.
"Wdl, men," Cap said, "l don't want to keep you. | know you got along trip ahead of you."

"Cap, Clint," Jack said, "maybe | didn't show it much, but | enjoyed thetrip, and | appreciatedl you did
for us up there." He shook hands with them both and got back in hiscar.

| shook hands with Cap and then with Clint.

"Thanksfor everything,” | said.

"Y ou come back, son," Miller said, "you hear me? Even if it'sonly to borrow money.”

"And don't make yoursalf obnoxious by not writin' neither,” Clint growled, punching my shoulder.
Weweredl getting alittle watery-eyed.

"I'd better go,” | said quickly. "I'll kegp intouch.” I got quickly into the car.

Jack backed out from the curb, we al waved, and then we drove off.

We stopped for acase of beer and then got out onto the highway. The sun was bright and warm, and
we drove with the windows rolled down, drinking beer.

"You get dl squared away with Cap?' | asked my brother after afew miles.

"| told him alittle about what was goin' on," Jack said. "1 don't know how much it squared away."
"He probably understood,” | said.

"Hey," he said suddenly, "what day istoday anyway?'

"Sunday."

"Man, | lost track up there."

| laughed.

We traded off at Cashmere, and | drove on over the pass. The sun went down before we got to the top,
and | switched on the headlights.



"Let'smake apiss-cal at the summit,” he said.

"Sure.”

We stopped and used the rest rooms and then drove down into the fir trees on the west side.
"Dan," he said after awhile.

"Yeah?'

"I'm sorry | threw down on you up there."

"You didn't mean it, Jack. | knew that."

"Y ou'd have shot though, wouldn't you?"

"l only said thet to try to jar some senseinto you,” | told him.

"Bullshit,” he said quietly. "Y ou were al squared off and so was . It came about that close.” He held up
his thumb and forefinger about an eighth of an inch apart. "Y ou had me cold, too."

| didn't say anything.

"What the hell was goin' on up there anyway?' he said suddenly. "I'd cut off my leg before I'd do
anything to hurt you, and | think you fed the sameway. What in hdll got into us?'

"McKlearey and that goddamned leper of adeer,” | said.

"Maybeit's best nobody found the thing," he said. "God only knows what might have happened.”

"l didfindit," | told him bluntly.

"What?'

"Y ou heard me. | found the son of abitch and buried it before McKlearey got down there."

"No shit?'

"No shit. | wasn't about to get caught in the middle of a pitched gun battle.”

"Y ou did that just to keep him from puttin' me down?”

"Youweren't ligening,” | said. "That'snot why | did it. I'd have probably buried the damned thing even if
you'd shot it. All I wanted to do was keep somebody from getting killed — probably me. Y ou two were
wound so damned tight you were ready to start shooting at anybody who came near you up there. Do
you know that | had to back both of you off in the space of less than fifteen minutes?’

"McKlearey, too?"

"Hell, hewas dl squared away like Billy the Kid. | had to remind him loud and clear that | could take
himif | had to. I got so many guns pointed at me that day | thought somebody had opened season on me.



"Jesus, Kid, I'm sorry ashell.”
"Let'sforgetit,” | said. "Everybody wasdl keyed-up.”
"Man, McKlearey surefdl gpart a the end, didn't he?"

"His hand was pretty badly infected,” | said. "He might have been picking up some fever or something
fromthat, | don't know."

"Y eah, hewas holdin' it pretty careful dl thetime. Y ou want another beer?’
"Yeah. I'malittletired of whiskey for awhile."
We had another beer and bored on down through the darkness, following our headlights.

We grabbed a hamburger and switched off again at Snohomish, and Jack drove on the rest of the way
to Tacoma. We pulled into the trailer court about ten thirty.

Jack called Clem and got an OK to hang the deer in agarage at the end of the court. Then we unloaded
al our gear, said good night, and went to our own trailers. | sat on the couch in my filthy hunting clothes
with my feet up and abottle of beer in my hand. | was bone-tired, and | damn near fell adeep acouple
times.

"You look like the wrath of God," she said, coming in. Shewas dtill as cute as ever.

"How did you get over here, Clydine?’ | asked.

"Joan's folks bought her acar. I've been borrowing it. I've been past here adozen or so times since
Wednesday." She came over and kissed me. "Did you lose your razor?' she asked. Then she sniffed.
"And your sogp?’

"I've been busy."

"All right,” she ordered. " Strip and get into that bathroom.”

"The bathroom?" | laughed. "Not in the bathroom!"

"Moveit!" she barked.

| grunted, sat up, and started to unlace my boots.

"What amess" she sad, glaring at the pile of gear on thefloor. "Are those things |oaded?"

"Therifleignt," | sad. "Thepidal is, | guess.

She shook her head disgustedly. "What were you doing with a pistol anyway?"

"Tryingto stay dive," | sad, alittle more grimly than necessary.

"Men!" shesad.



By thetime I'd finished showering and shaving, she had everything but the guns put away. She wouldn't
touch them. She had fixed me up abig platter of bacon and eggs and toast.

It felt awfully good just having her around.

"Well," she said when I'd finished eating and we'd moved back to the living room, "did you bushwhack
Bambi?'

"Two Bambis," | told her.
"Do you fed better now?"
"| fed better, but not because | shot the deer,” | said.

"'Something happened up there, didn't it?' she asked me. | don't know how, but she saw right through
me

"A lot of things happened,” | told her, "some good, some bad.”

“Tdl me"

"Do you haveto get back home tonight?"

"Not redly,” she said, "but don't get any ideas— it'sthe wrong time of the month.”
"No idea, my littlewisteriaof the workers" | said. "I'm too tired anyway." | redly was.
"I've missed the botanicd nick names,” she said, wrinkling her nose a me.

"I've missed you, Rosebud.”

"Redly?'

"Redly."

She leaned over and kissed me. "Did you unload that damned frog leg?' she asked me.
"Thewhat?'

"Thefrog leg. The pistol — isn't that whet they call it?"

"That'shogleg, love."

"Hog-frog, whatever. Get it empty. I'm not going to deep in ahouse with aloaded gun.”

| reached over and took it out. She watched it the way some people watch snakes. | dipped the
hammer and dropped the shells out one by one.

"It'sahideousthing.” She shuddered.



"It saved my life acoupletimesup there,” | told her. | was over dramatizing it, | knew that.

"That's the second time you've made noises like John Wayne," she said. "Are you going to tell me what
happened or not?"

"I'll tell youin bed,” | said. "It'savery long, very involved story, and were both ligble to tap out beforel
oet hdfway through it.”

"Did it turn out like abad Western, after al?' she asked.

"Pretty close," | said.

We went to bed, and | held her very tightly and told her what had happened — al of it.
| wasn't sure she wasreally awake when | finished the gtory. "... and that'sit,” | said, winding it up.
"Was heredly white?' she asked drowslly.

"Kind of cream-colored.”

"He must have been beautiful."”

"Atfirg hewas," | said. "After awhile, though, | got to hate him."

"It wasn't hisfault.”

"No, but | hated him anyway."

"Y ou don't make sense.”

"l never pretended to make sense.”

"Danry?"

"Yes, love?'

"Do you think Cap and Clint would like me?"

" think they'd love you, Blossom."

She nuzzled my neck. "Y ou say the nicest things sometimes,” she said, her voice blurry and on the edge
of dropping off.

"Goto deep, Little Rower," | said.
She nestled down obediently and went to deep quickly, likeachild.
| lay staring into the darkness, and when | did go to deep, | dreamed of the white deer. It got al mixed

up with adream about adog until none of it made too much sense, but | guess dreams never redly do,
do they?



The Parting

A
After sheleft for classthe next morning | called Mike at work to see how Betty was.

" She seems to be coming out of it OK," he said. " She's home now, but she's got to take it pretty damned

"I'm glad to hear she's better,” | said.

"Sloane and Larkin both called me after they came down — say, how sick was old Cal anyway? He
saysonething, and Stan says another."

"He was pretty damn sick,” | said.

"Yeah, | kind of thought he might have been. How was the hunt?" His voice sounded wistful.
"The hunt was pretty good,” | said. "Things got alittle hairy atime or two though.”
"McKlearey?"

"Yesh."

" figured Miller'd be ableto keep himinline"

"Hedid OK, but things till got alittlewoally atime or two."

"Did anybody get that white deer Soane told me about?!

"McKlearey shot him and hefdl off adiff. We never found him."

"Too bad — say, Dan, | gotta get back to work. Gimme a buzz tonight, OK?"
"Sure, Mike. After supper, OK?'

"Right. Bye now."

I guess his boss had been standing over him. | called the pawnshop. Sloane answered. Hisvoice
sounded alittle puny, but otherwise he seemed OK.



"How areyou feding, Cd?' | asked him.
"Hell," hesaid, "I'm OK now. | was sartin’ to come out of it by the time we got back down the hill."
"Y ou see adoctor?’

"Yeah." He giggled. "Claudiawas on me about it as soon as | got back. He saysit happensto guys my
age sometimes. HE'sgot metakin' it kinda easy for acouple of weeks."

"Good ideg," | said. "Oh, we got your deer for you."

"Hey, great, man — how big?'

"Five-point. HEsin prime condition."

"Thanksalot, Dan. Who shot 'im?"

"l did. Miller and | went out and found him."

"Shoot out the liver?' He giggled.

"Not achance" | said. "Old Clint wasthreatening to burn me at the stakeif | did.”

Hetold me held cdl a processing plant to take care of the deer, and | said I'd drop the hide and horns
by later that morning after I'd cleaned my guns.

After | hung up | sorted out al my hunting clothes and took them over to the washhouse. Then | went
back and cleaned my guns and McKlearey'srifle. Then | bundled up Lou's gear and the two deer hides
and drove on over to the shop.

"Comeonin, Dan," Cd cdled as| pushed my way onin with abig armload of gear.

"I brought Lou's stuff on over," | said.

Ca wanted to know where Lou was. He hadn't shown up for work that morning. | told him that | didn't
know and filled him in on the way Lou'd taken off from Clint.

"God," Soane said, "that doesn't sound like Lou. He's pretty irresponsible sometimes, but he's never
gonethat far before.”

"He was pretty badly shook up,” | said. "I don't think he wasthinking raight toward theend.” | told him
about McKlearey's shooting the white deer and then not being ableto find it.

"God damn," Cd said, "you say hetook that .38 dong with him?"
"That'swhet Clint said."
"Chrigt," he said, hisface darkening, "that damn gun's on the record as being herein the shop. If he's

gone off the deep end or something and does something stupid with it it could get my assin ahdluva
lottatrouble.”



"Shit," | said, "'l hadn't thought of that."

"Now what the hell do | do? 1 don't want to report the gun stolen — that'd get him in al kinds of trouble.
| wish | knew where the hdll hewas."

"Beats me, Cal. He didn't even say good-bye when he lft.”
Sloane shook his head. "I'll figure something out,” he said. ™Y ou want adrink?'
"Sure

"Come on back." Hejerked his head, and we went on into the back room. | dumped Lou'sgear ina
corner and Cal reached down the bottle and handed it to me.

| took abelt and handed it back to him. He capped it up and put it away.

"Doctor said | oughtaback off for awhile" he said. "I'm cuttin' way down on my smoking, too — and
I'monadiet.”

"Jesus, Sloane, you're going whole hog, aren't you?'

"Let metell you, man," he said serioudly, "I could fed the buzzards snagppin' a my ass up there. The
doctor told me | came about that closeto havin' acoronary.” He measured off afraction of an inch with
hisfingers. "Goddamn heart was workin' doubl etime to make up for the lack of oxygen. About one more
day and | wouldn't of made it back down. He says| gottaquit smokin', cut way back on the booze, lose
fifty pounds, and get ten hours deep anight. Chrig, | fed just like agoddamninvaid.”

"Jesus," | sad, "you were sicker'n any of usfigured then.”

"l wassicker'n| figured even," he said. "That damned doctor like to scared the piss outame.”

"Y ou're going to be OK, aren't you?'

"Oh, I'll come out of it OK. He said there wasn't any permanent damage, buit little Calvin's gonnawalk
the straight and narrow for awhile.”

"Not abad idega,” | said, lighting acigarette. | saw the hungry look in his eyes and mashed it out quickly.
"Sorry, Cd," | said.

"It'salittletough, right at firgt,” he said.
We went on back out to the shop.

"Y ou know," hesad, "itsfunny."
"What?'

"Y ou remember that day up there when | told you | was gonna buckle down after the trip — maybe
grow up alittle?'



"Yeah," | sad, "l remember.”

"Lookslike I'm gonnahaveto do just exactly that." He giggled, suddenly sounding likethe Cd I'd
adwaysknown. "Thisain't exactly what | had in mind though.”

"Somebody once said that aguy shouldn't make promisesto himsdf,” | told him. "He winds up having to
keep them."

"Boy, ma'ssure as hell thetruth,” he said.

He gave me the address of the packing plant where they'd process the deer for him, and | told him that
Jack and | would get it over there for him that afternoon.

About noon, Claudiacamein.

"Hello, Dan," she said in her degp voice.

"Claudia," | said. She till gave me goose bumps.

"How many cigarettes, Cavin?' She wasn't badgering; she was just asking.
He mutely held up threefingers.

"Truth?" she asked.

"Ask Dan," hesad.

"He's only had one since | got here about ten thirty,” | said. " Cross my heart and hopeto turn green dl
over."

She laughed, and her hand touched my arm affectionately.

"And how many nips from your hide-out bottle?' she asked him.
"What bottle?'

"The one on the top shdf in the storeroom.”

"How'd you find out about that?"

"I've dways known about it," she said.

He stared at her for aminute and then started laughing. "1 give up,” he said. "What the hell'sthe use
ayway?'

"How many?' she repeated.
"Not one. | gave Dan abelt, but | haven't touched a drop.”

"Good," shesad. "I'm not nagging you, Cavin. Thisisfor your own good.”



"l know, dear,” he said. It wasthefirst time I'd ever heard him use any term of endearment to her.

"Y ou'd better run on dong home now," shesaid. "l put abig bowl of sdlad in the refrigerator for you."
"I'm startin' to fed like adamn rabbit,” he complained. "I got lettuce comin' out of my ears.

"But you've lost weight, haven't you?' she said.

"Yeah, | guesss0," he said grudgingly.

"And take your nap thistime," she commanded.

"Yes, maam.”

| said good-bye to him, and he went on out. I'd been ready to leave, too, but Claudiahad given mea
quick signd to stick around. After he left she turned to me, her face serious.

"Just how bad was he up there, Dan?' she asked me.

"He was pretty sick,” | told her. "He couldn't seem to get his breath, and there were a couple timeswhen
he couldn't keegp anything down. We dl figured held snap out of it, but he just couldn't seem to get
adjusted.”

"Why didn't you send him down earlier?' she asked.

"I don't think any of usredly knew how sick heredly was" | told her. "A coupletimesit seemed like he
was getting better. He'd go on out hunting and things seemed to be coming aong fine, but then he'd conk
gilit"again. Wewere dl watching him pretty closdly, but he kept telling usthat hed be dl right injust alittle
She shook her head. "Men!" shesaid. "Y ou're dl just abunch of overgrown children.”

"I've been finding that out,” | told her.

"I'ddieif I logt him, Dan."

Soane?

| guessit must have shown on my face.

"Y ou don't understand, do you, Dan?"

"It'snone of my busnessredly,” | told her.

"I know," shesaid, "but | want to tell you anyway."

Why me, for God's sake? Why aways me?

"I think I'm as happy now as|'ve ever been inmy life," she said, looking out the window. "For thefirst

time, Calvin-needs me— not just the fact that | can keep hisbooks or pick out furniture or any of that.
He needs me. When he came home, he was frightened — terribly frightened. He came to mefor thefirst



time without making it some kind of deal — you know, TU do thisfor you if you'll do that for me.' It was
thefirst time he didn't try to buy me. Y ou have no ideawhat that meansto awoman.”

"I think | do," | said quietly.

"] suppose maybe you would," she said. "Y ou seem to see alot of thingsthat other people don't.” She
looked steadily up a mefor aminute. "Y ou see, Dan," she said findly, "I can't have any children. | did
something pretty stupid when | was about seventeen, and | had an abortion. It wasn't even adoctor who
didit, and of course | went septic. | wound up losing everything." She passed her hand across her lower
abdomen. "Calvin and | decided not to adopt children — | suppose we could have, but we just decided
not to. So Cavinismy baby. That'sthe way it's adways been.”

| nodded.

"But thisisthefirg time he's ever turned to methisway. Maybeit redly isn't much of abasisfor agood
marriage but —" she shrugged.

"It's probably asgood asany," | said, "and better than alot of them."

She amiled a me. "Thank you," shesaid, "I thought you'd understand.”

Wetalked awhilelonger, and then | took off. She was one helluvawoman.

| picked up Clydine after her last class, and we went on back to my place. She'd told me quite

emphatically that morning that she was going to spend every spare minute with me until | left for Sestle. |
wasn't really about to argue with her.
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| didn't see Stan until the next weekend. I'm not sure why, but | think | was avoiding him. When | called
to make sure he was home, | got the distinct impression that held have preferred to keep it that way, but
it wastoo late then.

He was growing amustache, and it made hisfacelook dirty. Stan didn't have the kind of face you'd
want to put amustache on. And instead of one of the usua sober-colored, conservative sport shirts1'd
aways seen himin, he was wearing aloud checkered wool shirt — outdoorsy asdl hell, and on him
about as phony asanine-dollar bill.

"Wdl, Dan," he said with anervousjovidity, "how the hell have you been?' Asif he hadn't ssen mein
ten years, for God's sake.

"Fair, Stan. udt fair."
Wewent on into histidy little living room.
"How'sold Cd?'

"He's coming adong. His doctor's got him on ashort schedule and cut him off on booze and cigarettes.”



"He gave me adamn bad scare up there, the poor bastard.”
Whet the hell wasdl this?

Hefidgeted around alittle, and our conversation was pretty sketchy. | wasn't sure what thishe-man role
he was playing was dl about, but | desperately wanted to tell him that it wasn't coming off very well.

"Oh," he said, "I've been fixing up the den. | wanted you to seeit." He led me back to the room hed
identified as the study the last time I'd been there.

Hed redone the place in early musket ball. Therifle and his shotgun were hanging on the wall where they
could collect dust, and there were hunting prints hanging al over the place. | could see copies of Field
and Stream and The American Rifleman scattered around with astudied carelessness. The place |ooked
like agoddamn movie st.

"I'm having that buck’s head mounted,” he said. "How do you think it would look right there?' He
pointed to a place that had obvioudy been left empty for the trophy.

"Ought to be OK, Stan,” | told him.

Wewent back into the living room and | listened to him come on like the reincarnation of Ernest
Hemingway for about ahdf hour or so.

Then Monicacamein and suddenly it dl fell into place.

"Did you pick up the beer like | asked you to?" he said to her, his voice cocked like agun.
"Yes, Stan," she said — rather meekly, | thought.

"Why don't you open acouple for Dan and me?'

"Of course," she said and went on back out to the kitchen.

| watched Stan, who had never smoked, light acigar. | wanted to tell him that he was overplaying it, but
| wasn't sure how to go about it.

| sat around for another half hour or so, listening to him swear and give Monicaorders, and then I'd had
agutful of thewholething. | made an excuse and got away from them.

| suppose that what made the whole thing so pathetic was the fact that it was all so completely
unnecessary. After her little migudgment with McKlearey, Monicawould have been pretty docile even
without his big hairy-chested routine. Stan was saddling himsdlf with the necessity of playing arolefor the
rest of hislife. HEd get better at it astime went on. In afew years he might even get to the point where
he believed it himsdlf, but | don't think he'd ever really be comfortable withit.

| picked up Clydine and told her about it as we drove back on across town to my place.

"What are you going to do about it?"

"l can't doadamnthing,” | said. "l sureashell can't tell him that McKlearey got to Monica, and that's



the only way | could convince him that thisact of hisisn't the thing that put him in the driver's seat.”
"But if thisis so unnatural for him," she objected, "he'sredlly no better off than he was before, ishe?”
"No," | sad, "heian't. HEs Hill in abox — it'sjust adifferent box, that'sal.”
"But you ought to be able to do something,” she said.

"Hell, Rosebud,” | said, "I didn't hire on as God. Last time| tried to walk on water, | got wetter than
hdl.”

She crossed her arms and glowered straight ahead. "I dtill think there's something you could do,” she
sad. "It'sjust awful to think about what they'll have to go through for al the rest of their lives.

"Wel," | said in my best Hemingway manner, "don't mink about it then.”
She didn't catch the dlusion, and so she was angry with mefor being an insengtive clod. Y ou can't win.

When we got to my place, she was gtill steamed, so we sat around listening to records and not talking to
each other. She sure could be stubborn when she wanted to be.

Then Cd cdled. "Dan," hesaid, "I just got acall from one of the bartenders on the Avenue, and he said
he just saw McKlearey."

"No shit?| thought he'd blown town."

"| redlly don't much give adamn what he does," Cdl said, "but | sure ashdll want to get that goddamn
pistol back from him. | could write it off on the three days pay | owe him from the car lot, but the paper
has got to be straightened out.”

"Yeah," | said, "'l seewhat you mean.”

"Areyou busy right now?1 tried to get hold of Jack, but he's out delivering acamper trailer.”

"What do you need?' | asked him, glancing at Clydine. She still wasn't looking at me.

" Somebody's gonna have to run him down — somebody who knows the score. | can't get away until
later, and I'm afraid helll go back in his hole before then.”

"Y ou want meto find him?'

"Right. Just tell him to come by the shop. | want him to pick up al this shit of hisanyway — and tell me
what he wants done with his goddamn deer.”

"Which way was he going?"
"God, | redly don't know."
"I'll just have to hunt him down then, | guess,” | said.

"Thanksalot, Dan."



"Sure, Cd."

| hung up and went back to the dinky little living room.

"Do you want to play private detective?" | asked her.

She brooded for aminute or so, probably trying to decide whether it would be more fun to keep sulking
or to find out what | wastalking about. | couldn't quite make up my mind whether | wanted to give her a
good solid gpanking or abig kissright on the end of her little snoot.

"What do you havein mind?' shefinaly asked, not redly wanting to give up the good pout she had
going.

"Weve got to go find McKlearey," | told her.

"Old Creepy-Jarhead himsdlf?"

"That'sour man," | told her. "He's got ahot gun, and we've gotta get to him before the fuzz do or before
he pulls acaper with it. Our client would find that pretty embarrassing.” | lit acigarette and squinted at
her through the smoke.

"Have you been watching tdlevison?' Shelaughed, unableto help it.

"It'sabig case, baby," | said, putting the Bogart accent on even morethickly. "Every shamusin town
would give his eyeteeth to get a piece of the action.”

"OK, Knuckles," she said toughly, standing up and hitching up her blue jeans. "Let's go run down the
subject. We gonnarub 'im out when we find im?"

"Not unlesswe haveto,” | said. ™Y ou got your .38 handy?"

She took a deep breath, cocked one eyebrow at me, and gave me along stare over her upthrusting
frontage. "I've dways got my 38 handy," shesaid.

"Younut," | laughed. "Let'sgo.”

We went out to my car and began bar hopping back down the Avenue toward town. Some of the
bartenders knew McKlearey and some didn't, so it was pretty hit and miss. | till wasn't sure which way
Louwasgoing, and | couldn't be sureif hewas still on the Avenue or if he'd cut on over toward Parkland
or what.

"WEell try the Patio, and then I'll do what | should have donein thefirst place” | said.

"What's that, Knucks?' she said.

"Go back to my place and use the phone and the yellow pages.”

"Clever," shesaid. "l can see how you got your rep asthe best private nose in the business.”

"Eye, baby. It's private eye — not nose."



"Whatever," she said and then laughed. | guess she'd gotten over her mad.

Lou was a the Patio. He was Sitting in abooth aone, with a pitcher of beer in front of him. Hisleft arm
wasinading, and hishand had a professiona-looking bandage on it.

"Hey, there, Lou," | said with aheartiness| didn't redly fedl. "How the hell have you been?"
Helooked up a me, hiseyeskind of flat, asadways.

| introduced him to Clydine, and heinvited usto join him. He had that gun on him. | didn't seeit, but |
could dmogt smel it onhim. | wished to hell | hadn't brought my little Bolshevik dong.

"Wherein hell have you been, Lou?' | asked him after the bartender brought the pitcher 1'd ordered.
"Nobody's seen you since the hunt.”

Something happened back behind hisflat, empty eyes. Suddenly he was dl buddy-buddy, friendly asa
pup.

"Chrigt, man," hesaid, "I been in the goddamn hospital." He waved his bandaged hand a me. "I picked
up adamn good case of blood poisoning in thisthing.”

"No shit?' | said. "I knew it was giving you sometrouble, but | never even thought about blood
poisoning.”

"Hell," hesaid, "I had ared streak an inch wide goin' up my arm al the way to the armpit. Man, | was
flat outamy head by thetime| got to that VA hospita up in Sesttle.”

"So that'swhy you took off sofast,”" | said, helping him aong.

"Shit, yes, man," he said. "'l was about halfway outamy skull even up there— with the fever and dl. |
knew damn well | was gonna have to get to adoctor in ahurry.”

"Chrig, Lou," | said, "you should have said something."
"l didn't think it wasthat bad at first."

Clydine was watching him closgly, not saying anything. | think shewastrying to fit Lou into al the things
I'd told her about him.

| passed Sloane's message on to him, and he said held take care of it.

"Hell," he said, "asfar asthat deer goes, you guys can just go ahead and split it up. | don't care that
much about venison mysdf.”

"l supposewe could giveit to Carter,” | said. "After dl, hedidn't get to go."
"Hey, therésagood idea. Why don't you just giveit to Carter?”’

"Tell Soane when you drop by the shop,” | told him, nailing down that point again. | wasn't sure how
much it was going to take to separate L ou from that gun. "Oh, Cal saysto tell you hell let you havethe



pistol for what he owes you from thelot, but he's gotta get the paper on it straightened out.”

That seemed to make Lou fedl even better. He got positively expansive.

After about ahaf hour Clydine had to make arun to the ladies room.

"| bet | acted pretty fuckin' funny up there, huh?" Lou said while she was gone.

"Y ou weren't raving or anything,” | said carefully, "but sometimes you didn't make too much sense.”

"It was the fuckin' fever,” he said. ™Y ou know, from the blood poisoning. I can only remember about half
of what went on up there.”

"Hell," | sad, "it'slucky you were even ableto walk, assick asyou were."
"Yeah," heagreed. "l was pretty far gone, dl right. | bet | said alottawild stuff, too, huh?’

"Most of it was pretty garbled,” | said. | waswalking right on the edge and about dl | had to defend
myself with was a balpoint pen.

"Guy'll say fuckin' near anything when hel's out of his head like that, won't he?’

"Hdl, man," | said, "you were having screaming nightmares, and you were talking to yoursdf and
everything. I'm not kidding, old buddy, we thought you were cracking up.”

Helaughed. "I'll bet it scared the piss outa you guys, huh?'
"Shit! We were waiting for you to start frothing at the mouth and biting trees.”

"Yeah, | wasredly gone," hesaid. "Did | ever say anything about the Delta?' He asked it very casudly
— too casudlly.

"Nothing that made any sense,” | said. "Y ou said something about how you used to think about snow
when you were out there."

"Yeah," hesaid, "I remember that — not too well, of course, but | remember it. Did | mention any
nameswhile| was out my head?"

"l think s0," | said, "but | didn't redlly catch them.”

Clydine came back.

"I'm gonnablow thistown," Lou said. "Winter'scomin' and the rain bugs me.”
"Yeah," | sad, "it can get pretty gloomy around here."

"And | gottawork outside, too. | can't cut bein' penned up inside. | think I'll cut out for Texas or Florida
or someplace. | just came back today to get my gear together.”

"Benice down South thistime of year," | agreed. "Make sure you see Sloane before you go though,
huh? He's pretty worried about it."



"Sure" he said, emptying hisglass. "Hey, tell Jack I'm sorry about givin' 'im such ahard time up there,
huh? Chances are | won't get a chanceto see'im before | take off."

"Sure, Lou,"

"| probably won't ever be comin’ back up here again,” he said. "That probably ain't gonna hurt some
guys fedin's"

"Oh," | lied, "you haven't been dl that bad, Lou."

He laughed, the same harsh raspy laugh asaways. "Look," he said, "I'm gonna have to take off — if I'm
gonnasee Soane and dl. Just forget anything | said up there, huh — about the Delta or anything, OK?"

"What Ddta?' | said.

He grinned at me. "Y ou're OK, Danny — too bad we didn't get to know each other better." He stood
up quickly. | could seethe bulge of the gun under hisjacket. "I gottarun. Y ou take care now, huh?'

"Solong, Lou,” | said.

He waved, winked at Clydine, and started out. Then he stopped and came back, hisfaceflat again.
"Hey," hesad, "l oweyou five, don't |7

I'd forgotten about it.

"Here." He pulled out his billfold and fumbled awkwardly in it. He was carrying quite awad of cash. He
dropped afive on thetable. "Were dl square now, right?’

"Good enough, Lou," | said.

He poked afinger at me pistol-fashion by way of farewell, turned, and went out.

"Wow," Clydine said in ashuddery voice, "I don't want to play cops and robbers anymore.”
"I shouldn't have brought you dong,” | said.

"l wouldn't have missed it for theworld,” she said. "He'sared starker, isn't he?'

"He'sgot dl themakings,”" | said, picking up thefive-dollar bill. | looked it over carefully.
"What'sthe matter?' she said. ™Y ou think it may be counterfeit?’

"Nobody counterfeitsfives” | sad.

"What are you looking for then? Blood?

"l don't know," | told her. "'l think he was pretty close to broke when he came out of the woods,

though.”



"Maybe he went to the bank."
"That'swhat worriesme," | said, till looking &t the bill.

"OK, Knucks," shesaid, "l told you | didn't want to play cops and robbers anymore. What's on for the
afternoon?’

"Let'sgoto Seettle”
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"I'm going to have to go house hunting.”

"Oh," shesaid. | don't think ether of usliked the reminder that 1'd be leaving soon.
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Onthefirst of October | moved to Seattle and began the tedious process of getting enrolled for classes
and so forth. I'd found alittle place the landlord referred to as a cottage but for which the word " shack™
might have been more gppropriate. Even when compared to the shabby littletrailer I'd been livingin, the
place wastiny. The fold-down couch that made into a bed was perhaps the most uncomfortable thing
I've ever dept in, but the place was close enough to the university to compensate for its other drawbacks.

Even though Clydine and I had both been convinced that my move to Sesttle would more or less
terminate what some people choseto call our relationship, it didn't work out that way. | kept coming
across reasons why | just had to make aquick trip to Tacoma, and | think she made seven shopping
jauntsto Sesettle during my first month up there.

| guesswhen you get right down toiit, | got out of Tacomajust in time to miss the big messy bust-up
between Jack and Marg — or maybe Jack just held off until | |eft town, though that was akind of
ddicacy you just didn't expect from my brother.

About ten o'clock on adrizzly Saturday morning | came down the steps of the library with awhole
dreary weekend staring me in the face. The bibliographica study for Introduction to Graduate Studies
that 1'd assumed would take from twelve to fourteen hours had, in fact, been polished off in just a shade
under forty-five minutes. | spent another haf hour trying to figure out what 1'd donewrong. Asfar as|
could see, the job was complete, so | |eft thelibrary feding definitely let down and vaguely chested
somehow.

| had absolutely nothing to do with myself, so | decided, naturaly, to bag on down to Tacoma. At least
down there | should be able to find somebody | knew to drink with.

The highway was dreary, but it didn't redlly bother me. Without even thinking, | swung on over to
Clydine's place. Who the hell was| trying to kid? There was only one reason I'd come down to Tacoma,
and it sure wasn't to find somebody to drink with.

| went up the stairstwo at atime and knocked at the door.



Her folks were there.

"Danny," she said in surprise when she opened the door, "1 thought you had to work this weekend." She
was wearing adress and her hair was done up.

" finished up sooner than | thought,” | said.

"Well, comeonin,” shesaid. "Meet my folks" She gave me one of those smark-aecky grimaces that
conveyed aworld of condescension, sophomoric superiority, and juvenile intolerance. It irritated the piss
out of me for some reason, and | made a specia effort to be polite to them.

Her father was alittle bald-headed guy with anervouslaugh. | think he wasin the plumbing supply
business, or maybe hardware. Her mother was short and plump and kind of bubbly. | think they liked me
because of my haircut. Some of Clydine's friends must have looked pretty shaggy to them.

| could see my little leftist smoldering in the corner as| talked about fishing with her father and Europe
with her mother. | knew that about al | was doing was mildewing the sheets between the little nut and me
and breeding a helluvafamily squabble which would probably start as soon as| |eft. | told them | had to
run across town and see my brother and then left as gracefully as | could.

| snooped around the Avenue abit, but | redly didn't fed like seeing Jack yet, and the pawnshop had a
whole platoon of guyslined up inside, so | took achance and drove on over to Parkland to see Mike,
Surprisingly, he was home, and the two of uswent into hisliving room and sprawled out in a couple of
chairsand drank beer and watched it rain.

""Damn shame about Jack and Marg,” he said.

"Y eah, but it was bound to happen, Mike. It was just aquestion of time really.”

"I've never redly been able to figure out what it is about Jack," he said thoughtfully. "1 like him — hell,
everybody likes the son of abitch, but he just can't seem to hang in there the way most guys do.”

"I think maybe Cap Miller came closer to Jack’s problem than anybody dseredly,” | said.
"Oh?"

"He said that the way he saw it Jack isn't ever really going to grow up. Maybe that'sit.”
"Not much gets by old Miller," Mike commented.

"It'sfunny, too," | said. "It's the one thing Jack's been obsessed with ever since | can remember —
growing up. He used to think about that more than anybody | ever knew."

"Maybe hetried too hard."

" think he tried too soon, Mike. Have you ever seen one of these girlswho start going out on dates
when they're deven-lipgtick, high hed's, the whole bit?"

"Y eah, but what's the connection?'

"Have you ever known one of them that ever really grew up? | mean one who wasn't il pretty damned



juvenile even when she got to be twenty-three or twenty-four?'

"l dwaysthought that kind of girl wasjust stupid.”

"Maybethat entersintoit,” | sad, "but theresakind of immaturity there, too."

He shrugged. "I till don't get the connection.”

"Wdll," | said, "I've got a hunch that the patterns we set up when wefirst start doing something are
usudly going to be the patterns we're going to follow for the rest of our lives. Now, if you start out trying
to be grown-up — or adult, if you prefer that term — while you're fill physically and mentally achild,
you're going to start the whole business all wrong. Y ou'll start a pattern of playing grown-up. Y ou'l
contaminatedl of
your adulthood with that juvenile pattern. | think that's what happensto thelittle girl with her gunked-on
makeup and wobbly high hedls. She spendstherest of her life playing grown-up. | sort of think that the
same thing happened to Jack."

"Y ou mean he'sjugt playing?"

"Theworst part of it isthat he doesn't know he'splaying,” | said. "He just doesn't know the difference.
He'simpatient, he'sflighty, he's self-centered, he'sintolerant — he'sgot dl the classic traits of
immeaturity.”

"Shit, man" — Mike laughed —"you've just described about three-quarters of the people in the whole
damn country.”

"Including you and me, probably," | said. "That's another thing Old Cap said. | asked him when anybody
redly grows up, and hetold methat if he ever madeit, he'd let me know."

"Sounds like you and old Cap got along pretty well,” he said.

"l don't think I've ever met aman | liked or respected more,” | said, "except maybe my old man.”
"He kinda hitsaguy that way, doesn't he?'

| nodded. " Say, how's Sloane doing? | was going to stop by the shop, but the place was mobbed.”

"Chrigt" — Mike laughed —"you wouldn't recognize the old fart. He'slogt thirty pounds and gone
teetotaler on us. He doesn't even drink beer anymore.”

"He got a pretty good scare up there, | guess.”

"It musta been pretty hairy."

"Y ou know it, buddy. Between him and McKlearey it was ared nervoustrip.”
"Lou took off, you know."

"Y eah. Hetold me hewas going to."



"That damned trip sure changed alot of things around here," Mike said.

"| guessit was sort of awatershed. Maybe we were al due for achange of somekind, and thetrip just
brought it dl to ahead.”

"l surewish | could have goneaong,” he said wistfully.
"Sodol, Mike"

We talked for another hour or so, and then Betty wanted Mike to take her to the grocery store, so |
took off.

| went on by thetrailer court, but Jack's trailer was gone. That's dways kind of ajolt. The damn things
look sort of permanent when they're set down on alot with fences and grass around them, so you forget
that they've got whedls on them.

| dropped down to thetrailer saleslot and Jack was sitting in the grubby, cigarette-stinking office with
his muddy feet up on the desk.

"Yeah," hesad, grinning tightly at me. "I moved Sandy in with me, and | didn't want Marg to pick up on
that with the divorce comin' onand al.”
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"Yeah," hesad, lighting acigarette. "We got things dl kinda hammered out to where | don't get nicked
too bad for support money, and | don't want her gettin' the ideathat she's the aggrieviated party in this
little clambake. I'm not about to get screwed into the wall with alimony payments.”

"Whered you moveto?'

"I'min acourt out toward Madrona."

"Whered Marg go?" | asked.

" She got an gpartment out in Lakewood. Not abad place. | found it for her."

"Sounds pretty civilized," | sad.

He shrugged. "I didn't want her gettin’ the idea she had any kindaclaim on my trailer. | guess her lavyer
was pissed-off ashell aout it. | got her all moved out before he got the chance to tell her to stay puit.
Now that she abandoned me, it kinda cuts down on her share of the community property.”

"Youfiguredl the angles, don't you, Jack?"

"l been through it dl before," he said. "If aguy uses hishead, he don't have to get skinned divein
divorce court. Hey, you want adrink?’

"Sure" | didn't care much for that particular conversation anyway.

"Comeon." He got up, hauled on acoat and led me acrossthe soggy ot to afarly new trailer. "Try to
look like acustomer,” he said, leading the way insde. Thetrailer was clammy, but it was alittle more



private than the office. Jack went into the little utility room and pulled afifth of cheap vodkaout of one of
the heating ducts.

"The boss can't smell thison me," he explained. "I have a coke afterward, and I'm pure asthe driven
show." Helaughed flatly.

We each had a couple of pullsfrom the bottle and then sat around in the chilly living room talking.
"Did McKlearey get that business with the gun straightened out with Sloane before he took off?"

"Yeah," Jack said, "he and Sloane dummied up the paper work and got it al squared away with the
police department.”

"Did you see him before he took off?*
"Naw, | got agutful of that motherfucker up in the woods."

"The slly bastard had blood poisoning in that hand,” | said. "He clamshewas out of his head with the
fever and the damned infection.”

"l wouldn't bet on that. | think hejust plain flipped out.”
"It'spossible” | said. "He was carrying that .38 when | saw him. Had it tucked under hisbelt.”

"That slly bastard! He'sjust stupid enough to try to useit, too. HEll get about half in the bag some night
and try to knock over aliquor store or atavern. | hope somebody shoots him."

"At least he's out of our hair," | said.
"Yegh"

Somehow Jack and | didn't really seem to have much to talk about. | guesswe never had redlly. | got
the feding that splitting up with Marg had hit him alot harder than he was willing to admit to me.

"Hey," he said suddenly, "you wannado me afavor?'

"Sure”

"When | moved thetrailer, | found abunch of stuff that belongsto thekids. | got it dl inabox inthe
trunk of my car. Y ou think you could run it on over to Marg's place for me? | think it's better if | stay
away from therefor awhile.”

"Sure, Jack."

"I'll give her acdl and let her know you're comin'."

We went over to his car and transferred the box from his trunk to mine.

"Hey, Dan, look at this." He popped open his glove compartment. That stupid .45 automatic wasin
there.



"Shit, Jack,” | said, "youl'l get your assin ading if they catch you carrying that thing in your car that way
without apermit.”

He shrugged. "I got kindastuck on it up in the brush, you know? Shit, aman oughta own himsdlf a pistol
— home protection and dl that bullshit.”

"Maybe s0," | said, "but you sure as hell shouldn't be carting it around in your glove box."

"Maybe," | said. We went back in the office and he called Marg.

"Shelll bethere,” he said after he hung up. He gave me the address and | took off again.

It took me awhileto find the place. It was one of those older houses that had had the second floor
remodeled into a salf-contained agpartment that you reached by way of an outside staircase. | went on up
and knocked.

"Hi, Dan," she said, amiling blearily at me. She smelled pretty strongly of whiskey. "Comeonin.”

"l can only stay aminute,” | said, carting in the box.

"Just set that down," shetold me. "The girlsare adegp. How about adrink?' She didn't wait for any
answer but whipped me up awhiskey and Seven-Up amost before | got the box put down. "Comeonin
theliving room," shesad.

| pulled off my wet jacket, and we went onin and | sat on the couch. She sat in the armchair just
opposite me and crossed her legs, flashing an unnecessary amount of thigh at me. "How's school ?* she
asked.

| shrugged. "Takesawhileto get back into it,” | said. "I think I'm doing OK."

“That'sswdll."

"l wish I'd gotten here sooner,” | said. "'I'd have liked to get a chanceto seethekids.”

"They'll be up inan hour or s0," she said, leaning back to stretch her arms. She was wearing adeeveless
blouse, cotton, | think, and when she pulled it tight like that, her nipples stood out pretty obvioudy.
Margaret wastoo big agirl to run around without abra.

"Sure has been lonesome around herelatdly,” she said.

"Y ou have any plans— | mean for after —” | I€eft it up there. Under the circumstancesit waskind of a
touchy subject redlly.

"Oh," she said, polishing off her drink in two gulps, *nothing definite yet. I'm not worried.” She got up,
went into the kitchen and came out with afresh drink.

"Y ou got any specid plansfor therest of the day?" she asked, sitting on the couch beside me.
"I've got to get back acrosstown beforetoo long,” | lied, ostentatiously checking my watch.

She didn't even bother with subtlety. Maybe she was too drunk or maybe the years with my brother had



eroded any subtlety out of her. She smply reached out, grabbed my head and kissed me. Her tongue
garted probing immediately. | felt her hand fumbling at the front of her blouse and then the warm mashing
of her bare breasts against me.

"Y ou wouldn't run off and leave agirl dl donelikethis, would you?' she murmured in my ear.
"Margaret,” | said, trying to untangle her arms from around my neck, "thisisno good.”

"Oh, come on, Danny," she coaxed. "What difference does it make?"

"I'm sorry, Margaret,” | said.

She sat back, not bothering to cover hersalf. Her nippleswere very large and darkly pigmented and not
very pretty. "What's the matter?" she demanded. "Has Jack been telling you stories about me?”

"No," | said, "that'snot it a all. | just don't think that under the circumstances it would be agood idea” |
stood up quickly and gulped down the drink. "I've redly got to run anyway."

"Boy," shesad bitterly, "you'rejust not with it a dl, are you?”

"I'vegot to run, Marg," | said. "Tdl thekids| said helo.”

"I sure never figured you for asquare,” she said.

"I'm sorry, Margaret,” | said. | went out very quickly. Hell let'sbe honest, | ran like a scared rabbit.
| stopped at the Patio and had a beer to give myself a chance to calm down.

Clydinesfolks had left when | got back to her place, and she tore into me for being nice to them.

Allindl, | got the feding that I'd have been away to hell and gone out in front to have just spent the
whole day in bed.
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DEAR CAPAND CLINT,

I've been s0 busy | kind of got behind in my letter writing, | guessI'm doing OK in school — at least
they haven't kicked me out yet.

| was down to Tacoma a couple weeks ago and saw most of the others. Sloane has gone off hisdiet a
little, but he hasn't started putting any weight back on yet. At least helll have abeer with the rest of us
onceinawhile, if weall get together and twist hisarm. His doctor is sure now that there wasn't any
permanent damage, So you can quit worrying about that.

My brother's divorce should be fina about the end of Feb., and | think hell be making himself kind of
scarce around here for awhile after that. Hell probably want to go someplace elsefor awhileto get
himsdf Sraightened out.



Nobody has had any word about McKlearey. We don't even know where he went. It's probably just as
well, | suppose. Hewasn't just the most popular guy around here anyway. | can't redlly say that any of us
misshim.

| haven't seen Stan Larkin for a couple months now, but the last time he was il playing that same silly
game | told you about before. It'skind of sad, redly, becauseit'sall so unnatura for him.

| guesswe were a pretty odd bunch, weren't we? I'm glad you changed your mind about giving up
guiding. Y ou just happened to get abunch of screwballsthefirst time out.

My girlfriend and | made up again. | think that's about the fourth or fifth time since school started. She's
a24-karat nut, but | think you'd like her.

Wéll, you fellows have amerry Christmas now, and don't et the snow pile up so deep that it won't melt
off in time for meto get through when fishing season Sarts.

Widl, Merry Christmas again. So long for now,
DAN

| writealousy letter. | dwayshave. | knew that if | read it over, I'd tear it up and then write another one
just damn near likeit, so | stuck it in an envelope and sedled it up in ahurry.

It was Wednesday night, and my seminar paper on Faulkner's The Sound and the Fury was due on
Friday, but | just couldn't ssemto get it to all fit together. | went back and tried to plow my way through
the Benjy section again. | knew that what | needed was buried in there someplace, but | was damned if |
could digit out.

| kept losing track of the time sequence and finaly wound up heaving the book acrosstheroomin
frugtration.

| wondered what the hell Clydine was up to. Lately I'd taken to listening to the news and buying
newspapers to check on any demongtrations or the likein Tacoma. | think my most recurrent nightmare
was of some big cop belting her in the head with a nightstick — not that she might not have deserved it
now and then.

Maybe that waswhy | couldn't really concentrate. | was spending about haf my time worrying about
her. God damn it, as harebrained as she was about some things, she needed a fulltime keeper just to
keep her out of trouble.

| leaned back and thought about that for awhile. | thought about some of the cregps she hung around
with and decided that most of them needed keepers awhole lot worse than she did.

| guessit redly took me quite awhileto cometo theredlization that | redly didn't want just anybody
looking out for her. Asamatter of fact, | didn't want it to be anybody but me, when | got right down to
it. 1 knew findly what that meant. Of al the Stupid, inappropriate, completely out of the question thingsto
get involved in at this particular time! | was till running down the long list of reasonswhy thewholeidea
was crazy as| reached for the telephone.

"Hdlo?"



"Hi, Joan. Is Rosebud there?

"Y eah, Danny. Just aminute— Clydine!" | wished to hell shewouldn't yell across the open mouthpiece
likethat.

"Hello." Damn, it was good to hear her voice.

"I want you to listen to me very carefully, Flower Child. I don't want to have to repeat myself.”
"My, aren't we authoritarian tonight.”

"Don't get smart. Thisis serious.”

"OK. Shoot."

"I want you to transfer up here next quarter.”

"Areyou drunk?'

"No, I'm stone sober."

"Why the hell would I want to do adumb thing like that? Thisisn't much of aschoadl, I'll admit, but it's
sure alot better than that processing plant up there.”

"Education iswhat you make of it," | said inandly. "'l want you up here."

"All my friendsare down here."

"Not dl of them, Clydine."

"Well, it'sterribly swest, but it's just completely out of the question.”

"Dear," | said pointedly, "I didn't ask you."

"Oh, now we're giving orders, huh?"

"Goddammit! | can't get any work done. I'm spending every damn minute worrying about you."
"| can take care of myself very nicdly, thank you," she said hotly.

"Bullshit! Y ou haven't got sense enough to comein out of therain.”

"Now you look here, Danny Alders. I'm getting just damned sick and tired of everybody just
automaticaly assuming that I'm achild just because I'm not eight feet tall.”

"That has nothing to do with it."
"I'm going to hang up," she said.

"Good," | said. "I'm going to be down therein an hour anyway."



"Don't bother. | won't let you in."

"Don't be funny. I'll kick your goddamn door down if you try that.”

"I'll call thepoliceif you do," sheyelled a me.

"Thefuzz?Y ou? Oh, get serioud I'll be therein an hour.” | dammed down the recaiver.

Asamatter of fact, | madeit in lessthan an hour. | saw Joan scuttling down the steps as | climbed out of
my ca.

"Good luck," shecdled. "I'm heading for the nearest bomb shelter.”
"She pretty steamed?’ | asked.

"Don't forget to duck.”

"Thanksalot, Joan. Youreadl heart."

| went on up the stairs. She didn't have the door locked, but she did try to hold it shut against me. |
pushed my way on through and we got down to business.

It was aglorious fight — the whole bit. We yelled and screamed at each other, and she dammed doors
and threw books at me. | insulted her intelligence and her maturity, and she screamed like afishwife.

Then shetried to hit me, and | held her arms so she couldn't, so she kicked my shinsfor awhile—
barefoot of course.

I'm sure we both knew we were behaving like a couple of twelve-year-olds, but we were having such a
good time with the whole thing that we just went ahead and let it al hang out.

Finaly sheran crying into the bedroom, damming the door behind her. | went right on in after her. She
was lying across the bed, sobbing asif her heart were about to break.

"Come on, Blossom," | said soothingly, sitting down beside her.
"Y ou — you said such aw — awful things," she sobbed.
"Come on, now. Y ou know damn well | didn't mean any of it."

"No, | don't,” shewalled. "First that awful phone cal and now you come down here yeling, and calling
me names, and ordering me around, and grabbing me, and — oh, Danny, why?"

"Because I'min love with you, you little knothead,” | said. | hadn't really meant to say it, but it was pretty
damned obvious by then.

Sherolled over very quickly and looked up a me, her face shocked. "What?' she demanded.

"You heard me."



"Say it again.”

| did, and then shewas dl over melike afur coat. She tasted preity saty from al the crying, but | didn't
mind. | kissed her soundly about the head and shoulders for ten minutes or so— as| said before, it was
agloriouskind of fight.

"Y ou're going to transfer up to the U next quarter,” | said firmly.

"All right, Danny," she said meekly. "I know it'sstupid, but | can't fight you and me both.”

"Y ou knew damn well you weregoing to do it anyway," | said kissng her again. "Why did we haveto
go through dl of this?"

"l just wanted you to say it, that'sal,” she said, nestling down in my arms.
"Y ou knew that waswhat it was all about, for God's sake. Y ou're not dense.”
"A girl likesto betold," she said stubbornly.

Women!
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And s, after the holidays, Clydine Stewart, the terror of Pacific Avenue, transferred to the University of
Washington. I'm not exactly sure what she'd threatened her parents with to get them to go along with a
switch likethat in the middle of her junior year, when the loss of credits probably set her back dmost two
full semesters, but somehow she managed to pull it off.

She rented a deeping room down the block from my shack — primarily for the sake of appearances
and to have a place to store her spare clothes and her empty luggage. She dept there on an average of
about once amonth.

| supposethat if aman liveswith awoman long enough, he gets used to the damp hand-laundry hanging
in the bathroom and the bristly hair-curler that he steps on barefoot in the middle « of the night, but |
wouldn't bet onit.

"You don't put your hair up," | said one morning, ascalmly as| could, "so why in the name of God do |
keep stepping on these damned things?' | held out awell-mashed curler.

"A girl never knowswhen she might want to," she said, asif explaining to achild.

We were horribly crowded, and our books and records got hopelessy jumbled, and we were dways
stumbling over each other. We argued continually about who was going to use the desk and who got
firdies on the bathroom in the morning. All indl, it was a pretty normd sort of arrangement. We even
wound up sharing the same toothbrush after shelost hers and aways kept forgetting to buy anew one.

She even read my mail, which bugged mealittle at first, but | couldn't see much point in making an issue
out of it Ssnceweread all our lettersto each other anyway.



"Hey," shesaid one afternoon as| camein, "you got aletter from Cap Miller."
"Where are you?"

"In the bathtub.”

| went on in. She'd gotten over that little hang-up.

"Whereisit?'

"Onthedesk."

| bent over and kissed her and then dabbled foam on the end of her nose.

"Rat," shesaid.

"Arewe going to have to go to the store this afternoon?’ | asked her, going on back out to the living
room-bedroom-study-reception hall-gymnasium.

"Wed better, if you want any supper tonight. Why?"*
"Just wondering, that'sdl."

"Did you get any word on that fellowship yet?'

| picked up Cap's letter.

"Yeah," | said."l gotit." | tried to sound casua about it.

She squedled and came charging, suds and all, out of the bathroom. | got very wetly kissed, and then
she saw that the shades were up and scampered back to the tub. What a nut!

| unfolded the letter. It wasin pencil.

DEAR DAN,

| have been meaning to write aletter to you ever sSince we got your fine letter just before X-mas. | was
red glad to hear about the big man. | have been awful worried about him ever sincethetrip last fall.

| was awful sorry to hear that your brother and his Mrs. broke up. That's dways areal shame.

The snow hereis pretty deep thistime of year, but you don't need to worry about being able to get
through come spring. Clint says hell carry you piggyback from Twisp if need be. Ha-ha

We are dl wintering pretty well considering our ages. Clint has alittle trouble with hislegsthat he broke
so many times when the weather turns cold. And | have alittle trouble getting started out of amorning

myself, but otherwise we don't have no complaints to speak of.

Wil Dan, it'sabout time | went down and fed the stock. Old Ned isresting up so helll be all full of p—
— & vinegar when you come up. | knew you'd like to know that. Ha-ha. | have been going on here



about long enough. Next thing you know I'll be turning into one of them book writers your learning about
a college. Solong till next time.

Your friend, CAP
Oh. Clint saysto say hello for him, too.

| could see him laboring over the letter with that stub-pencil of his, the swest trickling down the outer
edges of hiswhite mustache.

"Heisn't very well educated, ishe?' she caled from the bathroom.
"He's one of the smartest men | know," | said.

"That's not the samething."

"l know."

"Y ou can see how hard he worked on that |etter,” she said. "1 kept trying to see through al that stiffness
tothered man."

"Y ou have to meet himto seethat,” | said.
"l hope | get the chance," she said.
"Youwill," | promised her.

Somebody knocked at the door, and | put Cap's | etter down, swung the bathroom door shut and
answered it.

It was my mother.

"Danny, baby," she said, her mouth kind of loose and her tongue alittle thick.

| couldn't say anything. Just seeing her was like having somebody grab me by the ssomach with an
ice-cold hand. | know that sounds literary, but that's the only way to describeit. | held the door open and
let her in. My hands started to shake.

The years on booze had not been very kind to my mother. Her hair wasratty and gray, and not very
clean, and her hat was kind of squashed down on top of it. She'd tried to put on some makeup and had
done arotten job of it. Her coat was shabby, and she had alarge hole in one of her stockings.

She stood uncertainly in the middle of the room, waiting for meto say something.

"Sit down, Mother," | said, pointing at the couch.

"Thank you, Danny," she said and perched uneasily on the edge of the couch.

"How have you been, Mother?' | asked her.

"Oh," she said tremuloudly, "not too bad, Danny. I've got a pretty good job down in Portland. I'min



maintenance.” She pronounced it "maintain-ance.” "It iswith the company that ownsthisbig office
building. I work nights."

| nodded. It was about what 1'd expected.

"| got aweek off," shesaid. "I heard about poor Jackie's marriage going on the rocks. Y ou heard about
that, didn't you?"

"Yes, Mother.”

"Well, quick asashot | went to my bossand | told him | was going to have to have afew days off so |
could come up to Tacomaand seeif | couldn't help him maybe patch things up. Poor Jackie. HE's had
such bad luck with hismarriages.

"Yesgh," | sad.

"But hetold meit wastoo late for that, and | wasjust so awful sorry. Then he told me you'd gone back
to school up here, so | just had to come up here and see you. | mean, you are my baby and all, and we
haven't seen each other in just years and years, have we?'

"It'sbeen along time, Mother," | agreed.

Shewas nervoudy trying to light acigarette, and findly | fired up my lighter for her. Her hands were
shaking as badly as mine were.

"Would you like adrink, Mother?" | asked her.

Sheraised her face quickly, and the sudden ook of anguish cut right through me. She thought | was
being snotty.

"No games, Mother,” | said. "I'm going to have one, and | just thought you might like onetoo, that's all.”
"Well," she said hesitantly, "maybe just alittle one. I've been cutting way down, you know."

"Mixer? Water? It's bourbon.”

"Jug alittleice, Danny, if you got any.”

| fixed usacouple, and | could see by the way her hands were shaking that she needed one pretty
bedly.

We both drank them off, and | refilled the glasses without saying anything. | think we both felt better
then.

"I'm so proud of you Danny, baby," she said. "1 mean your collegeand dl. | never told you that, did 1?
There's so many things | never got the chanceto tell you. Y ou and Jackie both seemed to grow up so
fast. It just seemslike | no more than turned around and you were both gone. First Jackie in the Navy,
and then your father passing away, and then you leaving like you did. It just dl happened so fast.”

"It'slike that sometimes, Mother,” | said. "Nothing ever staysthe same.”



"l can till remember you two when you werelittle" she said. "Jackie dways so lively and full of fun, and
you adways so quiet and serious. Just like day and night, you two. And now poor Jackie getting divorced
again." Shedug out a handkerchief and held it to her face. Shewasn't crying; shewasjust getting ready.

"He'sabig boy now, Mother," | said.

"It'sjust dl sorotten,” she said. "Y ou're the smart one. Don't ever get married, Danny. Women are just
no good. Weredl bitches."

"Now, Mother."

"No, it'strue.” The tearswere running down her face now, smearing her makeup. "Y our father wasa
good man — afine man, and look what | did to him. He didn't understand me, but that didn't give me the
right to hound him theway | did. | tried to be agood wife, but | just couldn't help mysdlf.”

"It'sdl right now, Mother. Just try not to let it get you down.”

Shefinished her drink and mutely held out the glass. | doubt if she was even aware that shewas doing it.
| filled it again. She was making agood-sized dent in my bourbon, but what the hell?

"I'm pretty much afailure, do you know that, Danny?| failed your father, and | failed you boys." She
was crying openly now, the wet, dobbering, let-it-all-go kind of crying you see onceinawhileinan old
wino.

"I'm s0 sorry, Danny. I'm so sorry."

"It'sdl right, Mother. It was dl along time ago." How could | get her off it?

"Pleaseforgive me, Danny, baby."

"Come on, Mother." That was too much.

"You'vegot to forgiveme," she said. Shelooked at me, her eyes pleading and her facearuin.

"Mother."

"I'm begging you to forgive me, Danny," she said. "I'll get down on my kneesto you." She moved before
| could stop her. She did off the edge of the couch and dropped heavily to her knees on thefloor.

"Comeon, Mother," | said, trying to lift her back to the couch, "get up.”
"Not until you forgive me, Danny."

Thiswasslly. "All right, Mother, | forgive you. It wasn't your fault.”
"Redly, Danny? Redly?'

"Y es, Mother. Come on now. Get up.”

Shelet me haul her to her feet, and then sheinssted on giving me akiss. Then shekind of hafway
repaired her face. She seemed alittle calmer after that. She talked for afew minutes and then got ready



to leave.

"I've got just enough time to make connections for the Portland bus," she said.

"Have you got your ticket?' | asked her.

"Oh, yes" shesad brightly. "I'm just fine."

"Do you need any money — for abite to eat or anything?"

"No, Danny, I'mjust fine, redly." She stood up. "I've redly got to go now." She went over to the door.
"| feel SO much better now that we've had the chance to get things straightened out like this. I've worried
about it for thelongest time.”

"It was good to see you, Mother."

"1'm s0 proud of you, baby." She patted my cheek and went out quickly. | watched through the window
as she carefully made her way around the housein front. Her hat was on lopsided, and her dark coat had
alarge dusty patch on one shoulder where shed stumbled against something. She went on out of Sight.

"Oh, Danny," Clydine said. "Oh, Danny, I'm so sorry." She was standing behind me, wrapped in abath
towe, hugetearsbright in her eyes.

"Oh, it'sdl right, Blossom. She's been like thisfor aslong as| can remember. Y ou get used to it after a
while”

"It must have been awful.”
"I don't even hold any grudges anymore,” | said. "'l thought | did, but | redly don't. | redly forgave her,

do you know that? | didn't think | ever could, but | did. | wasn't just saying it." It surprised me, but |
meant it. "l just wish she could quit drinking, isall," | added.
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It was a Thursday morning several weeks after Mother's visit and Clydine had just got up. | was il
lying in bed. She stood nude in front of the full-length mirror that was bolted to the bathroom door. She
cupped her hands under her breasts.
"Danny," she said thoughtfully, hefting them a coupletimes.
"Yes love?'
"Do you think | ought to start wearing abra? I'm pretty chesty, and | wouldn't want to start to droop.”

I howled with laughter.

"Wadl," shesad, "l wouldn't! | don't see what's so goddamn funny."



She was absolutely adorable. Sometimes I'd catch myself laughing for no reason, just being around her. |
loved her, not with that grand, aching, tragic passion that I'd pretty well burned out on Susan, but rather
with acontinua delight in her, ajoy just in her presence. Believe me, thereésalot to be said for joy as
opposed to tragic passion. For onething, it'sahdluvalot less exhaugting in the long run.

Anyhow, nothing would do but our cutting classes and my taking her out immediately so she could buy
hersalf some new bras.

We got back about eleven, and she modeled them for me.
"What do you think?" she said doubtfully.

"It'sdifferent,” | said.

"You dont likeit."

"l didn't say that. | just said it's different. How doesit fed ?*

"Like adarn straitjacket,” she admitted. Then she sighed deeply. "Oh, well, | guessit'sjust another one
of the curses of being awoman."

"Poor Blossom." | laughed.

She stuck her tongue out at me. 1'd noticed, but hadn't mentioned, the fact that she'd backed way off on
the truck-driver vocabulary and hadn't redlly gotten much involved with the militants up here. Shed told
me that she disagreed ideologicaly with the main thrust of the university militants, but | suspected that
sheld just plain outgrown them. At least | didn't have to worry about her getting her cute little fanny
chucked into jail every weekend. That was something anyway.

After lunch she had a couple of classes, so | had a chance to get some concentrated work done. | was
tackling the possibility that Mdvilles Billy Budd was not asimple hymn of praiseto the naturd man, but
rather amuch more complex parable of the struggle of good and evil — represented by Billy and
Claggart — for the soul of Captain Vere. I'd landed on it by way of the chance discovery that Melville

had practicaly camped on the New Y ork Public Library copy of Milton's Paradise Regained dl during
the time hewaswriting Billy Budd.

| was deep in the mystic mumblings of the Old Dansker when Jack showed up.

He looked awful. He hadn't shaved for severd days, and his eyes|ooked like the proverbia two burned
holesin ablanket.

"Jesus, man,” | said, holding the door open for him, "what the hell happened to you?"

"l just got out of jall," he said.

"l ?"

He nodded grimly and collapsed into the armchair by the door. ™Y ou got anything to drink?'

| got him awater glass and poured it haf-full of whiskey. His hands were shaking so badly that it wasdl
he could do to get agood solid dug of bourbon down.



"What the hell happened, Jack?' | demanded.

"Y ou know that .45 | bought from S oane?"

"Yeah"

"Well, Sandy stuck the damn thing in her mouth and blew her brainsall over the celling of my bathroom.”
"Oh, Jesug"

"The cops held me on suspicion of murder for three daysin the Tacomajail until they finally decided that
shedid it hersdlf. They had theinquest thismorning.”

"Chrigt, man, why didn't you get in touch with me?"
"I thought you knew. It'sbeen in dl the newspapersand ontheradioand TV.."

"We've been pretty busy, and | just haven't paid any attention to the newsfor awhile. God, Jack, I'm
sorry as hdll. | should have been there.”

"Nothin' you couldadone.” He shrugged. "They were just playin' gamesisal. Who the hell ever murders
anybody by gtickin' agun in their mouth?”

"When did it happen?'

"Monday night. I'd been out — just kinda pokin' up and down the Avenue, you know. Anyhow, when |
got back, there she was al sprawled out over the toilet stool with blood and hair and dl that other gunk
plattered dl over the celling. Chrigt, Dan, | can sill seeit.” He covered his eyes with one trembling hand.
"Finish your drink," | said, holding out the bottle to refill hisglass.

He nodded and drank off the whiskey, shuddering asit went down. | filled hisglass again.

"Look a that," he said, holding out his hands. They were trembling violently. "I can't stop shakin'. | been
shakin' ever sncel found her. My hands shake dl thetime.”

"Come on, Jack, settle down,” | said. He wasin tough shape. | should have warned him about it. God
damnit, | should have warned him!

"Chrigt, Dan, | cant. My nervesare dl shot. | fed like somebody just kicked al my guts out.”

"Was she acting funny or anything before it happened? | mean, did she give you any kind of warning at
al?'

"Hell no," he said. " She always was kinda strange — you know, kinda quiet — but she wasn't any
different at dl. Chrig, the last thing she said when | |eft was, 'See you when you get back.' God, Dan,
that sure ashell don't sound like somebody who's gonnackill theirsdlf, doesit?”

"Noway," | sad.



"Wewas gettin' dong just fine. Hell, no beefs, no trouble, nothin'. And then she just upsand kills
hersdf."

"Did she leave anote or anything?"

"Nothin'. I think that's why the cops put the arm on me. She even cleaned the place dl up before she did
it"

"They got it dl straightened out at the inquest, didn't they? | mean, they didn't leave the case open or
anything?'

"No. It'sal settled. They had alottamedica expertsin and al. Angle of the bullet and dll that shit. | was
there because | found the body and called the cops. | got to hear the whole thing. Couple guys shed
gone with before | met her got called

in, and they both said sheld talked about it when they knew her. Anyway, they findly ruled it 'death by
suicide," and the cops had to let me go. The bastards sure as hell didn't want to, I'll tell you that. Once
those motherfuckers get their hands on you, they hate like hell to have to turn you loose."

"Yeah," | agreed.

"God," hesaid, "I couldn't even go back ingde my trailer.”

"What'd they do, padlock it all up?"

"No, nothin' like that. | just couldn't make mysdlf doiit. | went on out there, but | just couldn't go inside.
Ain't that ahdluvanote?'

"Y ou want to bunk in here for afew days?' It wouldn't set too well with the Little Flower, but thiswas
an emergency.

"No, Dan, thanks anyway, but | gotta get outathe areafor awhile. I'm goin' down to Portland. Maybe
stay with the Old Lady or something.”

"You'rewelcometo stay here,” | said.

"It'stoo close, man. | gottaget away. | was just wonderin' if you could maybe come back down with me
and get some of my clothes and stuff out of thetrailer for me. | can't make mysdlf go back inthere. | just
can't doit." He sat hunched over, holding both hands around his glass.

"Sure, Jack," | said, "I'll leave anote for my roommate.”

"How isshe?' he asked.

"She'sfing" | said. | scribbled aquick note to her and we took off. | followed his Plymouth on down to
Tacomaand on out toward Madrona. It was cloudy and calm that day, and the trailer court seemed kind
of shadowy, tucked back in under abunch of big old pine trees.

| got out and went over to where held parked his car. "What do you need, Jack?' | asked him.

"Grab my clothes and some shoes and stuff,” he said, not looking at thetrailer. "Oh, get my transstor



radio, too, huh?1t'sin the bedroom.”

"Sure, Jack."

"Don't go in the bathroom, man. It'sawful.”

"I'll haveto,” | said. "Y ou'll need your razor and all.”
"Oh," hesad.

"It be OK," I told him. | went oninto thetrailer. It took me about twenty minutesto pack up al his
clothes. | didn't go into the bathroom until I'd got everything else squared away.

Actudly, it wasn't as bad asI'd expected. Most of the messwasin adried pool between the toilet and
thetub. | gathered up Jack’s stuff and took it on out to the living room. | tucked it al in various placesin
his suitcases and then hauled them on out to hiscar. Onmy last trip | carried out hisradio and his
shotgun.

"No, man," he said, hisface turning akind of pasty color, "leave that fuckin' gun herel”

"You can't leaveit here" | told him. "Somebody might swipeit.”

"You keep it then. | can't stand to look at the goddamn thing. | told you, Danny, my nerves are dl shot.”
| took the gun over and put it in my car,

"Did you lock up?' he asked me.

| shook my heed. "I'll dip the latch when | leave. I'll clean up that messin there.”

"Y ou don't have to do that."

| shrugged. " Somebody hasto.”

"Thanks, Danny," he said in ashaking voice. "'l don't think I'm ever gonnabe ableto go inthere again.”

"Y ou probably ought to sl it," | told him.

He nodded. "Hey," he said suddenly, "I think there's some beer in the refrig. Why don't we sit out here
and have a couple? | need something."

"Sure, Jack." | went on back in and carted out the six-pack.

"I'll make arrangements with Clem to pick up thetraller,” he said as| got into the front seat with him. He
started the car.

"Wherewe going?"' | asked him.
"Just down the road aways. | can't stland to look at that damn trailer isall.”

"OK."



We drove on out to the highway and then pulled off into alittle roadside park.

"God, man,” he said, opening acan of beer, "I'm just completely wiped out. It wasal | could do to keep
from tossn' my cookies when you hauled out my shotgun.”

"It1l probably take you awhileto get over this," | told him, popping open acan for myself.

"I don't know if | ever will," he said. "Danny, my hands shake dl thetime. I'm afraid, and | don't know
what the hdl itisl'm afraid of — maybe everything. Shit, I'm afraid of guns, thetrailer, bathrooms, blood
— Chrig, anything at dl, and | just come all gpart.”

"You'l bedl right, Jack. It'sjust going to take you sometime, that'sall.”

He sat at the whed, staring moodily out at the murky day. "1 don't know if you remember or not, but |
had an argument with the Old Man once when | was akid. | said that when aguy grew up, he wasn't

afraid of anything anymore.”

"l remember,” | said.

"Hetried totdl mel wasdl wet, but | wouldn't listen to him. | know what he meant now."
We sat drinking beer and not saying much.

"You fixed OK for money?" | asked him.

"Chrig, | don't know. | don't think Old Clem'll spring loose with my check until Saturday. | hadn't
thought about that.”

"| can giveyou twenty,” | said.

"Hell," hesad, "I could waystap Soane.

"I'd rather giveit to you mysdlf,” | said.

"Shit," he said, "you aready done more than enough.”

| shrugged. "Y ou're my brother, Jack. That'swhat it'sall about.” | gave him atwenty.
"Thanks, Kid," hesaid. "I'll get it back to you."

"Norash," | said.

"l suppose | ought to get goin'," he said. "I'd like to make it to Portland before too late.”
"Sure, Jack. Just drop me at the gate of thetrailer court, OK?"

"Right."

We drove on back and stopped outside the court.



He held out his hand and we shook.

"| probably won't see you for awhile," he said, "but I'll keep in touch.”
"Sure, Jack."

"It's been awild Sx months or so, hasn't it?'

"Far out," | said.

"At least we got to go huntin’ together,” he said. "That's somethin' anyway."
"It wasthebest of it," | told him.

He nodded and | opened the door.

"Y ou know somethin’, Danny? What | was sayin' about aguy bein' afraid of things— that argument me
and the Old Man had?'

"Yesh?'

"Hewasright, you know that?"

"He usudly was, Jack."

"Yeah. Wdll, I'll tdll you somethin’, and thisisthe Sraight Stuff. Maybe | hide it pretty good, but to tell
you the honest-to-God truth, | been afraid all my life. It just took somethin'’ like thisto make meredize
it"

"Everybody's afraid, Jack, not just you. That'swhat Dad was trying to tell you. You'vejust got to learn
tolivewithit."

He nodded. "Well," he said, "take care now."
"Y ou too, Jack."
We shook hands again, and | got out.

| stood at the side of the road watching his battered Plymouth until it disappeared around a comer about
ahdf mile down the highway.

That evening | told Clydine about it.

"| told you along time ago that it was going to happen,” she said.
"Yeah," | said. "How did you know, anyhow?"

"l just knew, that'sall."

"That sureisn't much help,” | said. "I mean, if | were to suddenly go into the business of suicide
prevention, it wouldn't give me much to go on, would it?'



"I don't know," she said thoughtfully, "the girl just seemed to think of hersdf in the past tense somehow.
Even that creepy Helen talked about what she planned to do next week or next year. Sandy just never
did. She didn't have any future. A woman aways thinks about the future— aways. When you find one
who doesn't, watch out.”

"Assampleasthat?'

She nodded. "Along with agood healthy gut-fed for it. Being around her waslike being at afunerd. It
wasn't anything recent, because she had gotten pretty well used to it by then. She was just waiting for the
righttime”

"| should have warned Jack," | said.

"He couldn't have stopped her."

"That's not what | meant. He got tangled up iniit, and it'stearing him al up insde.”

"Hell come out of it," she said. "He'stoo much of an egomaniac not to.”

"Why, you heartlesslittlewitch!" | said.

"0o0, poo," she said.

"Poo?"

"All right then, shit!" she snapped. "Y our brother's got dl the senstivity of atelephone pole, and about as
much compassion as amest grinder. Hell make out.”

Therewas no point pushing theissue. Shedidn't like Jack, and she wasn't about to waste any sympathy
onhim.

That night | had the dream again. | caught flashes of a sad-eyed old dog rolling over and over inthe
snow and of the white deer lying huddied at the foot of that gravel bank, the masculinity of hisantlers
sheared off by hisfal and his deep red eye gazing reproachfully at me through the film of dust that
powdered it. And Sandy was there, too, sanding nude by the sink in that house out in Milton, her nudity
sexless— even meaningless, and her voice echoing back to me:

"It doesn't matter. It'sonly for alittlewhile, just alittle while."

Epilogue

| didn't get the chance to get back up to the Methow Valley that spring. The money ran short on me. |
wrote to Cap, of course, telling him how sorry | was, and through the tiff formality of hisletters, | could
sense his disgppointment as well.



| guess| had talked up the high country to my little Bolshevik to the point that shefinaly got abellyful of
hearing about it because shefindly put her foot down.

"Thisisit," shesaid in early July, delivering her non-negotiable demands. “"We are both going to take two
weeks off and go up there. I'm going to meet the great Cap Miller and his crotchety but lovable sdekick
Clint. | am aso going up to look at that damned Vahallaof yours.™

"We can't afford it."

"Chicken-pucky we can't. We've both got a steady income during the school year and good steady jobs
thissummer. The office | work in shuts down for the first two weeksin August so that al the regular
people can take their vacations, and that crazy Swede boat builder you work for is so convinced that
you're the greatest thing since diced bread that heélll probably give you the two weeks with pay."
"Chicken-pucky?'

"Oh, shut up!"

We argued about it for aweek or so, but my heart wasn't redly init.

When | approached Norstrom, my boss, he screamed for twenty minutes about how he couldn't
possibly spare me and wound up trying to convince methat | ought to go fishing up the inside passage
instead.

| had to liealittlein my letter to Cap, and | didn't likethat at dl. Though | knew he wouldn't have said
anything, | aso knew that he probably wouldn't have approved of theirregularity of Clydine and mysdlf
going off into the hill without benefit of clergy, asit were. | told him wewere going to e ope, and that this
was going to be our honeymoon. It was abig mistake because he indgsted on furnishing everything for our
trip a no charge. | felt likeared shithed about it.

Anyway, on thethird of August, Blossom and | were batting dong on the highway north to Lake Chelan,
headed for Twisp. It was about eight o'clock in the morning and we were both alittle deepy.

"I don't see why we couldn't have dept alittle later,” she complained. Wed spent the night at amotd in
Cashmere.

"It takesagood long whileto get up there," | said. "It's not exactly aroadside campground, Tulip.”
"Couldn't we at least stop someplace? I'm starved.”

"Well betherein another hour,” | told her. "Y ou'll need dl the appetite you can muster to get even
partway around the kind of breakfast Clint cooks up."

She grunted and curled back up in the sedt.
| woke her when we got to Twisp, and sheingsted on stopping at agas station. | fidgeted around for the
twenty minutes or so that she was in the rest room with her overnight bag, wondering what she was up

to.

When she came out, she looked like adifferent girl. Sheld put in her contact lenses, caught her hairina
loose coil at the back of her neck, and she was wearing awhite blouse and tailored dacks. Sheld even



put on lipstick, for God's sake!

"Wow," | said.

"Oh, be quiet."

"Y ou're gorgeous, Rosebud. | mean it.”

Shelooked at meto seeif | were kidding her, and when she saw that | wasn't, she actually blushed.
"All right," shesad, "let'sgo meet your family.”

What sheéld said didn't redlly register on me until we were aways out of town.

"Why did you say that?' | asked her.

"Say what?"

"About mesting my family?'

"Just abad joke," she said. "Forget it."

We drove dong the twisting, narrow road out toward Miller's place. The road looked different with the
poplar leaves al green instead of the gold I'd remembered from the preceding autumn, but the whole
stretch of road was il breathtaking.

"It'sredly beautiful, isnt it?' she said findly, touching nervoudy at her hair.

"Wait till we get up higher,” | said. "It gets even better.”

| dowed the car and turned into Miller's driveway. The colt was ayearling now, but he ill loved to run.
He gdlloped dongsde us, tossing his head.

"l didn't know horses chased cars, too," she said.
| laughed. | hadn't thought of it that way.
"Oh, dear," she said, her voicefdtering.

Cap waswaiting for us out in the yard, and he looked even more rugged than | remembered him. Then
he grinned and it was like the sun coming up.

Thetwo of them amost fell al over themsdalves charming each other, and | got aheluvabig lump inmy
throat watching the two peoplein theworld | cared most about getting along so well. Then Clint came
out, and the party really got started.

Findly we went on into the big, musty old dining room and sat down to breskfast. Miller bowed hishead
and said grace, probably in Clydine's honor, just afew ssimple words, but it moved me pretty profoundly.

"My wife dways used to like havin' grace beforeamed,” he said. "Me and Clint kindagot out of the
habit since we take alot of our meals standin’ up.”



"Let'sedt it beforeit getscold,” Clint said gruffly. Hed outdone himsdlf on the whole medl. | knew
damned well held been at it since about four that morning. He'd even shaved in her honor.

"I'mredl sorry, Dan," he said with hiseyes sparkling a me, "but | just couldn't manage to whip up abig
mess of that whatever-it-was you fixed for usthat time. | just never got around to gettin' the recipe from
you."

"All right, smart-aleck,” | said.

"Besides," hesaid, "we're runnin' alittle short of pack-horses.”
"What'sthis?' Clydine asked.

They told her.

"What wasinit?' she asked me.

| explained how I'd madeit.

"No wonder it tasted like stewed packhorse," she commented blandly.
| thought Cap and Clint were going to fal off their chairslaughing.
After breakfast we went on back outside.

"| figured Old Dusty would be about the best horsefor thelittlelady,” Cap said. "That'sthe one the
Professor rode up there. He's pretty easy goin', and he's good and dependable.”

| nodded.

"We knew you'd want Old Ned again." He grinned.
"Youredl heart, Cap."

He laughed and dapped me on the shoulder.

We loaded the horses in the stock-truck and the camping gear and saddlesin the pickup and drove on

down the driveway again, Cap in front in the pickup, then Clydine and mein my car and Clint bringing up
the rear in the stock-truck.

"Oh, Danny," she sad, nestling up besde me, "l just love them both. They're wonderful.”
| nodded happily.

"Doyouthink they liked meat al?"

"They |loved you, dear."

"That's just because of you," she said.



"No," | said. "They can't do that. Not either one of them. They don't know how."

"l guessthey couldnt, could they?'

"Noway."

"Y ou love them two old men, too, don't you?" she said suddenly.

| nodded. | probably wouldn't have put it exactly that way, but that's what it boiled down to.

The sun was very bright and the sky very blue. The whole world seemed asif it had been washed clean
just that morning.

Weturned off the highway and started up the long gravel road toward the beginning of thetrail. When
we came around that comer and caught the first full glimpse of Glacier Park looming white above us, she

gasped.
"Pretty impressve, huh?' | said.
"Wow!" was al she could say.

Wedl stopped when we got to the road-end and went through the ritual of unloading the packhorses
firgt again.

"Boy, did you get lucky," Clint said aswe climbed up into the truck after Dusty.
"How'sthat?'

"That wife of yours. Now, | just know you ain't been good enough to deserve somebody like her. You
antgotitinyou."

| laughed and thelittle old guy grinned & me.
We led Dusty out and saddled him.

"Just ride 'im up and down the road kinda easy like, honey," Cap told Clydine after he'd helped her get
aboard.

The three of uswatched her amble the patient old horse on down the road.

"She setsasaddle well, too," Cap said approvingly. "1 think you got yoursalf agood one, son.”
"Shelll do," | agreed happily.

Then Clint and | got Ned out.

The big gray glared at me with suspicion and then sniffed at me acoupletimes. | scratched hisears.
"| think the damned old fool remembersyou,” Clint said.

"Well find out inaminute or s0," | said, swinging the saddle up on Ned's back. | cinched it good and



tight and then climbed on.
"Just how big ahead of steam have you two let him build up?' | asked them.
Then they redly started to laugh.

"Hell, boy," Cap said, till laughing, "we worked him every day thisweek. We weren't about to let him
break one of your legs for you on your honeymaoon.”

"Everybody's acomedian these days,” | said dryly and rode off down the road to catch up with Clydine.
"Did you see hisface?' | heard Clint howl from behind me.

Just before we l€eft, she jumped down off her horse and kissed the two surprised old men and then
hopped back up into the saddle. We rode off on up thetrail towing apair of pack-horses, leaving the
two of them blushing and scuffing their bootsin the dust like apair of schoolboys.

When we stopped at the top of thefirst ridge to let the horses blow alittle, we could see their tiny figures
gill standing down by the parked vehicles. We all waved back and forth for awhile, and then Clydine
and | rode on down into the next valey.

It was about three thirty in the afternoon when we came on down into the little basin. In spite of Cap's
assurances, 1'd been about halfway worried that we might find about a thousand sheep and a couple
herders up there, but the camp was empty.

She st in her saddle, looking around, not saying anything.

"Wdl?' | sad.

She nodded dowly. "1 see what you meant,” she said smply.

"Let'sget towork," | said. "Weve got alot to do before the sun goes down.”

We got down from our horses and checked the corras. They were still sound. | unsaddled the horses
and turned them loose in the corras and then we went on up to the tent frames. It took us awhileto get
the two tents up, but we finaly got them squared away. The mosswed dl gathered the year before was
gone — deer or something, | suppose — so we got to work and hauled in fresh stuff.

Miller or Clint — one or the other — had substituted, with some delicacy, apair of degping bags that
zipped together into a double for the mismatched pair that we'd brought, so | modified the log bunk

framesin our tent to accommodate the double bag.

The beaver had scattered our firewood, but it didn't take long to get together enough for the night at
least.

"I don't know about you, Bwana," she said finaly, "but I'm starved again.”
| kissed her nosefor her. "I'll get right onit,” | said. | dug out the big iron grill and got afired started.

"Clint said he had supper al packed up for us" she said.



"Yeah," | told her, "it'sthat big sack right at the top of the food pack.”

She fished around in the cook tent and came out with the big sack. She carried it over to McKlearey's
table and opened it.

"Oh, wow!" she said. "Look at this." Sheripped down the side of the sack. "There's abanquet in here.
How am | supposed to cook dl of thisover an open fire? They even put in abottle of champagne, for
cryin' out loud."

"Oh, for Christ'ssake," | said.

"What apair of old swesties," she said.

Clint had included anote, the first of adozen or so we found tucked away in various places among the
packs. It gave very specific ingtructions on how to fix supper.

"Well," she said, pulling up the deeves of the sweatshirt shed changed into as soon as wed gotten into
camp, "now we find out if I know how to cook out in the woods."

"I'll drop the booze in the spring,” | said.

"Then see what you can do in the way of some chairs," she said.

"Chars?'

"Y ou may plan to eat standing up or al squatted down like a savage of somekind, but | suredon't.”
Women!

| examined the congtruction of Lou's table and managed to fix up akind of rickety bench. It wasalot
more solid when | dug it into the ground.

"Theresatablecloth in that bag over there," shetold me.
"A tablecloth?"
"Of course"

The sun had gone down and | built up the fire and cranked up the Coleman lantern to give uslight
enough to egt by.

We had steak and baked potatoes and dl kinds of other little surprises.
"Wel?' shesaid, after I'd taken severd bites. "Do | pass?!

"Youll do, Blossom, you'l do."

"Isthet dl?"

"That'senough, kid." | kissed her noisly.



"Tomorrow night you get abig plate of whatever-it-was."
"Oh, God," | said, "anything but that."

We saved the champagne until it was good and cold. Then we sat by the fire and drank it from tincups.
We both got alittle fuzzy from it — maybe it was the dtitude.

"Danny," she said drowslly after wed finished the bottle.

"Y es, Rosebud?!

"Let's go to bed and make love."

"What brought that on?"

"Well, damnit, it ismy honeymoon, isnt it?"

And so we did that.

The days drifted dong goldenly. The biting chill of autumn had not yet moved onto the high meadows
and, though the nights were coal, by ten in the morning the sun was very warm. As soon as she found out
that there wasn't asoul for ten miles or morein any direction, my flower child turned nudist on me. Her

skin soaked in the high sunlight, and she started to tan delicioudy. All | managed was a sunburn.

She even tried swimming in the beaver pond, but only once. She was amost blue when she came o. |
wasjust as happy about that, al things considered, since | had designs on the trout.

We hiked around a bit and went horseback riding and laid around in the sun and made love a odd
intervals. It was strange, seeing her walking around in her pink, innocent nudity in the placeswhere so
many other things had happened.

One night, in our cozy double deeping bag, it got down to confesson time.

"Danny?' shesad tentatively.

"y e

"Y ou remember that first night — the time when you picked up Joan and me at the theater?"

"Of course | do."

"I knew," shesaidinasmdl voice.

"Y ou knew what, dear?"

"I knew you'd never been to prison.”

"Oh? How was that?"

"Y ou don't have any tattoos," she said, tracing designs on my chest with her finger. "Everybody who's
ever been to prison hastattoos— even if it'sonly afew spots or something.”



| hadn't thought about that. "Why didn't you just blow the whistle on me then?"
"l wasnt redly sure until | got your clothes off," she said.
"Y ou sure could have brought it dl to ahdt at that point,” | said.
"l know," she said, her voice even tinier.
"Why didn't you?"
Sheburied her facein her arms. "1 didn't want to,” she said.
| kissed her onthe ear. "1 won't tell anybody if you won't,” | said.
"There's something ese" she said, her face il buried in her ams.
"Oh?1'm not sure how much truth | can takein one day."
"Y ou remember how | used to talk — about orgies and dl that kind of thing?"
"Wes"
"Well," shesad, "l waskind of exaggerating. There was only one other boy redly."

| didn't say anything. I'd more or lessfigured that out for myself.

"Areyou mad a me?"

"For not being promiscuous?'

"No, dum-dum, for lying to you."

"Well," | said, "it's pretty awful."

She looked up, stricken, until she saw that | was grinning at her.

"Yourat!" she said suddenly, pounding on my chest as | laughed at her. "Y ou absolute, unspeskable
ra."

| folded her up in my arms and kissed her soundly. It was one of the better nights.

| suppose I'd been putting it off, but | knew that sooner or later | was going to have to go up there. I'd
brought the damned pistol belt dong — I'd told myself it was for coyotes or something, but | knew that
wasn't redly it. | had to duplicate as closely as possible what it had been like, so the gun had to go dong.
"I've got to go up on theridge today,” | told her as| came out of the tent that morning.

"Oh?I'll goadong,” shesad.

"l don't think you should redlly,” | said.



"Why not?'

"I'm going to seeif | can find that deer,” | told her.

"Whatever for?Won't it bedl — wel —"

"Probably.”

"Then why on earth do you want to mess around with it?"

"It'snot that | want to,” | told her.

"| don't suppose there's any point trying to talk you out of it?’

"Not redly."

"Wdl," shesad, "havefun."

"That'snot why I'm doing it.”

"Men!" she snorted. We'd both taken to doing that alot lately.

After breakfast | saddled Ned and came back up to camp. | went in and strapped on the pistol.
"Wow," shesaid, "if itisn't Pancho Villahimsdlf."

"Lay off," | said. "l shouldn't betoo long."

"Takeyour time," she said, stretching. "I'm going back to bed mysdlf.” She went on back to the tent.

| nudged Ned on around and on down to the lower end of the basin and across the creek. "Come on,
buddy," I told him. "Y ou know theway aswdll as| do."

Heflicked his ears, and we started up the ridge. Even after this short aperiod of time, theridge looked
different. | couldn't beredly sureif it wasthe fact that the leaves hadn't started to turn or what, but it
took me quite awhileto find Stan's old post. | figured that would be about the best place to go down. |
tied Ned to abush and climbed on down to the wash at the bottom of the draw.

| covered the wash from the place where I'd entered it that day the year before to the cliff where the
deer had falen. Apparently, thered been a hdluvarun-off that spring, because the whole shape of the
thing was different. I'd have sworn that | could have gone straight to the spot, but once | got down there,
| couldn't find any recognizable landmarks.

| finally settled on aplace that had to have been pretty close, but the shape of the bankswas al wrong.

It was gone. There was no way |'d ever be ableto verify for myself whether it had ever really been there
or not. | suppose I'd dreamed about the damned thing so often that 1'd begun to amost doubt my own
memory of it.

Now, with the wash so changed from the way | remembered it, | wasless sure than ever. And so the



paeflicker in the brush that | remembered would aways be a doubtful phantom for me. Therein the
shadows at the bottom of the wash, | felt asudden chill. | climbed back up to the ridge and untied Ned.

"Struck out, old buddy,” | said, climbing up into the saddle.
Heflickered his ears at me, and we went on back down.

That evening, asthe sun was going down, Clydine and | were Sitting on alog near the edge of the beaver
pond.

"It'sjust lovely up here, Danny," she said. "l think it's the most beautiful place in the whole world.”

| nodded. | don't think 1'd said more than three words to her since I'd come back down the ridge.

| suppose I'd been building up to the question for severa months. | knew that it was inevitable that
sooner or later | should ask it despite dl its obvious bandity under the circumstances. Even o, it
surprised mewhen | heard mysdlf say it —for onething, it was badly phrased. Y ou kind of hafway
expect something alittle more polished from somebody with my background.

"Don't you think it's about time we got married?’ | asked her.

Just as| had known | was going to ask her, so she had known she was going to be asked. | guess every

girl knowsthat even before the man has actualy made up hismind. And so it was that she'd had plenty of
time to devise an answer that would let me know how shefelt and a the same time assert her

independence.
She looked up a me, smiled, and squeezed my arm.

"Why not?' shesaid.
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