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The friends of Harry Griffin never fell off the wagon at a decent hour. The phone rang at 3 A.M. and Bud Mastons 90-proof baritone poured out:


Harry? You there, man?


Youre drinking again, Harry answered, half asleep and fumbling the receiver, and Buds reply was drowned in a clatter of truck traffic. He focused and asked: Where are you?


Where the hell do you think? Up north in a phone booth. On the highway.


Ten years Harry said to the dark, very calm now, because he could taste Jack Daniels ooze in Buds voice and smell it in the nightcrawlers of sweat that wormed through his own chest.


Bud giggled. Fuck Minnesota Harry. I wanna talk to Detroit Harry.


Wonderful, you blew ten years of sobriety, said Harry.


Dont pull that crap. I love you, man


Out there, in the drunken night, the phone slammed down and the line went dead. Harry exhaled, hung up the receiver, and rubbed his eyes; then he dropped his feet to the floor and pushed off the bed. He wandered over to the window and stared out into the dark. His high-rise studio faced east from downtown St. Paul and he could see the new moon and a solitary pair of headlights traveling the cold ribbon of Interstate 94. It was a Thursday morning, the first week in November, and he and Bud hadnt spoken in a year.


Since Bud had his breakdown.


And finally Harry was wide awake in the middle of the night with a parched knot in his throat; angry at Buds reminder that the edge was always right there, just a drink away. So he tried to be reasonable and told himself, Well, shit, there were rules. And even though he hadnt been to a meeting in a long time, the old AA reflexes kicked in; because this was your basic scream for help.


He punched on the bedside light, got his phone directory, and paged to the number that he had never called, which was an area code 218 up in the North Woods on the North Shore with the bears and the moose and the timber wolvesGoddamnit, Bud, its three in the fucking morning and were way too old for this shit!He stabbed the buttons and waited. A busy signal droned in the Maston family lodge in Stanley, Minnesota. The last hed heard, Bud lived with a woman up there.


He hung up the phone and thought, Just as well: drunks were like terrorists. You didnt negotiate with them when they were using. You were supposed to let it go


He reached for the pack of cigarettes next to the lamp, debated, put them down, killed the light, and climbed back in bed. But he was pissed now and he tossed in the covers until he curled up on a shallow ledge of sleep.


When the phone rang the next time, he had to pick it up because that was what happened in the dream.


Harry, buy a suit, said his mother. He couldnt see her in the dream but he could feel her all around him and she sent mixed messages; shed wanted him to be an artist but shed sent him to military school and shed even read The Iliad to him while he paddled in her warm amniotic sea. Now, as then, her voice arched with nervous hope, softly protective and fragile as a wishbone.


Try on this jacket, she said. The jacket was black, double-breasted, and when he slipped it on, it fit him perfectly. A carnation was curled in the lapel, suggesting a wedding or a funeral.


Damn it.


Heart thumping, he swam from the tangle of sweaty sheets and his hand jerked automatically for the cigarettes. He lit an American Spirit and the smoke came at his eyes. Mom had been dead for more than thirty years, so why in the hell did he have to buy a suit?


Gradually, the familiar bite of tobacco laced up his discipline. With a grim smile, he shooed the nightcrawlers from his bed and stubbed out the cigarette and wiped the sweat off his face. Nights like this were the reason he lived alone.


He had stolen an undisturbed hour of sleep when the phone rang again, for real. He reached for it, resigned: shit comes in threes.


I got married three weeks ago, said Bud in a glum voice.


Say again? Harry sat up.


I need something from you, said Bud.


What the fuck?


Im having a stand-up ceremony in town next month. The works. His voice was exhausted but steadier now. I need you to hold the ring. You know, best man


Jesus, Bud


The present I want from you isyou gotta go hunting with me and my wifes kid this weekend.


You dont talk to me for a year and you call shitfaced in the middle of the night


You gotta, Bud insisted.


Bullshit, I dont gotta do anything.


Bud mumbled, Look, I shouldnt have to beg


So the big debt was being called in. So it was duty. Christ, I havent been hunting in


Since before the army, I know, said Bud.


I have to work. I dont have a rifle, said Harry.


Its all taken care of. All you need is a deer license for zone one. I already called Randall. Hes getting a rifle ready for you


You didnt bug Randall at three in the morning? Randall was as close as Harry came to having a family.


Look, I called Randall, okay? I already bought you stuff to wear. And I called Tommy over at the paper. You have the time off


Dont go pulling strings, goddammit, Harry muttered. Tommy was Thomas Riker, a distant presence seen on elevators who was the publisher of the paper where Harry worked as an artist. Bud rubbed elbows with Riker at the Athletic Club before he took his belly flop off the top of the social ladder.


Lets just do it. Im driving down tonight. Ill pick you up, ten oclock, Friday morning, said Bud. The phone clickedand that was that.


Harry lit another cigarette and watched flurries dot an ice-water dawn.


Presumably, Buds Detroit Harry crack was supposed to evoke Harrys gloriously stupid youth in less tranquil places than St. Paul and provide a dash of northwoods brio to prod him for the hunt.


But that wasnt it. Bud had coined the Detroit Harry line originally to convey a certain audacious style of stepping in.


Harry spread his fingers and drew them in a gentle snare around the moment and weighed it in his palm. The subtle gesture disappeared in lines of force as he made a fist.


He knew a lot of people and as they grew older and paired off and had kids and hunkered deeper into their lives, they didnt invite him to dinner or to their parties.


They only called him when they were in trouble.



2


Harry allowed himself a quiet hour to make coffee and shower before he called Tim Randall. So Bud Mastons back, Randall observed in a bemused voice.


He said he called you, said Harry.


Last night. Hes in a manic phase. Married. Full of plans. Plans to open a fishing lodge in the spring. Said he was curious about the current state of your gun phobia. Whether you could handle knocking down a big deer.


He sounded to me like an experiment where all the mice got out, said Harry.


You guys, said Dorothy Houston, coming on an extension. Maybe he fell in love. Theres this thing called romance.


Check it out, said Harry dubiously. Right in Websters. One definition of romance is doomed to failure.


We all feel bad about what happened last year, Harry. Maybe hes trying to turn that around, said Dorothy.


Harry pictured them, two lean redheads, sitting in the kitchen of the big house on River Road that overlooked the Mississippi. Well see, he said.


So youre going? asked Randall.


Have to. Hes calling in his chits, said Harry.


I have some errands and Tims got a big old rifle ready for you. Well drop by, said Dorothy.





Dorothy smiled when Harry opened the door. Randall stood behind her with a cased rifle under his arm.


She was four years older than Harry, which put her closer to fifty than to forty. Her prettiness had faded, but not her alert green eyes, or her slender, upright figure, or her long, fiery hair. A wrenching scar ripped the left corner of her smile and puckered up her cheek to her eye.


Colonel Randall remained gaunt and powerful at sixty-three and the spooky shadow of a smile that flickered through chinks in his dignified bearing was the afterburn of a life spent attracting lightning bolts. He wrote history in his retirement from government service.


Harry kissed Dorothys savaged cheek. He loved these people unconditionally.


First time he called he was looped. He called again before dawn. That time he was playing whirlwind, organizing the hell out of everything, said Harry.


Full of plans, said Randall. He leaned the rifle against the wall.


Harry popped his Zippo and lit a cigarette.


Dorothy, a fierce former Pall Mall addict, shook her head. You stay in shape and still smoke.


Yeah, yeah, said Harry.


Randall snuck a drag from Harrys cigarette and said, So Bud took a wife on the sly.


Harry nodded. Big stagy wedding next month for the cameras. Christ, Ill have to buy a suit.


Dorothy ruffled Harrys longish brown hair. Good idea, youre the only guy we know who doesnt own a real suit. She cocked her head. Be happy for him. Dont blow it all out of shape.


Skepticism lined Randalls face. He didnt share Dorothys enthusiasm. Are you sure about this? he asked.


I couldnt help him when he came apart. Maybe I can do something this time. I owe the guy. The AA thing. He went the extra mile for me back when, said Harry.


That was years ago. And you quit going to AA, said Randall.


Im still sober. Bud isnt. Then Harry laughed. Gun phobia, huh? He said that?


The faint smile wetted Randalls lips. I figured youd want iron sights.


Harry nodded. Never liked scopes.


Its an old, long-barreled Remington ought-six. It shoots dead flat at two hundred yards. You still remember how they work?


Harry smiled. Like riding a bike. Itll come back.


They did not undo their coats; just dropping off the rifle. Randall paused. How are you feeling? he asked.


Harry shrugged, Good. Never better.


You feel strong?


Hey, I feel all right, Randall.


Dont take this wrong, but you and Bud never did fit as close friends.


He lacks discipline, said Harry, nodding in agreement. Like his pockets. No bottom. He never learned to set limits.


One question. If you started drinking again and developed a wild hair to go hunting, do you think anybodyd go with you?


Harry tried to stare down Randalls ice-blue eyes. He dropped his gaze first. Randall squeezed his shoulder and said, Watch yourself, son.
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Harry called it Das Wortfarbenthe word factory. Ten years ago, the paper had been a real factory with brawny printers and clattering Linotype machines raising an industrial racket below the newsroom. Now it was mainly phony smiles, the plastic patter of computers, and death by memo.


Harrys boss, Arnie Cummings, ran art and photo and was real enough. A fatback Atlanta boy by way of L.A., Arnie looked strangled by his tie as he came across the newsroom and thumped a big knuckle at Harrys sternum. Hug and push was his style. Harry shoved the hand away.


Must be nice to know people, Arnie drawled. Were short-staffed as it is.


Sorry, Arnie, it came up sort of sudden.


Arnie glowered and shoved his thumb toward the ceiling in the direction of publisher country. You got today and tomorrow off. And Monday. Next time come to me first, Harry. He slapped a pay envelope against Harrys chest. Walked it through payroll myself. Be here on time Tuesday. Whitetail, huh? He smiled reluctantly. Go on, get outta here.


Franky Murphy, a general assignment reporter, fell in step with Harry as he passed the bulletin board.


Cummings fucking with you? asked Murphy. He was a wiry, acne-scarred man with a 50s flattop and laser-blue eyes behind wire-rim glasses. Not a friend.


Nah. Harry kept moving toward the elevators in the lobby.


Murphy followed him. Harry pushed the elevator button.


So youre going hunting with Bud Maston, huh? asked Murphy.


Harry squinted at him. How


Murphy shrugged. He was in town yesterday. Saw him at lunch at McDermits. He was asking about you.


Asking you? About me?


Yeah, you know, how youre doing. Hey, I didnt know you were in the service with Tim Randall, the writer. Thats kinda interesting.


Harry narrowed his eyes. What the hell was Bud doing in town yesterday?


Wouldnt say, Murphy purred, then he cocked an eyebrow, but he left with Bill Tully. Maybe hes thinking of dipping his toe back in the political sewer. Hear anything, let me know, said Murphy.


Yeah, sure, said Harry, getting on the elevator. It rankled some, having Buds style of doing things back in his life so fast. Bud tended to forget that not everybody had his long reach.


Well, shit. Here comes the fucking bride. Harry went directly to Daytons department store. With a smile, he picked out a black, double-breasted suit.





Later in the day Harry came out of a sporting goods store laden with shopping bags. A cold wind whipped the Minnesota Buck Permit in his hand. He still didnt believe he was going hunting after almost twenty years.


Back home, he looked down from his window at foundries of office lights that burned in the gray afternoon. Arctic air had emptied the streets and turned the sky to stone.


His eyes sought out a particular building, and a specific lighted window on the seventh floor. With an ironic smile he touched the dry fronds of his one houseplant, a spindly areca palm that he always forgot to water; probably because Linda Margoles, the last woman hed been involved with, had planted it in his bachelor pad like a green expedition flag.


He genuinely enjoyed the company of women and they, in turn, liked him. The problem was making it last.


Linda was on his list. Hed left her for last, after buying warm socks, sturdy wool trousers, the deer license, a Buck knife, and a first-aid kit. He picked up the phone and dialed.


Law offices, answered a legal secretary.


Linda Margoles, said Harry.


Whom shall I say is calling?


Harry Griffin.


Harry, said a wary voice.


The plant you gave me is dying.


Like relationships, Harry, they need nurturing to grow. Remember?


They had been serious until shed rushed it and laid a baseline for mapping the future and hed suspected that shed like to lock him into her briefcase with the other contracts and fine print. Now she resented their breakup. Hows it going? he asked.


Lets see. I havent cut myself and Im not having my period, so why am I attracting a shark?


I need some information.


Sure. Clipped, precise, like the severe makeup she had started wearing.


Bring me up to speed on divorce law. Like if someone has a lot of bread and he gets married and suddenly he changes his mind. How much of a bite is he looking at in court?


Short-term marriage doesnt generate a lot of marital property. Only the income after the marriage counts.


Hmmm


Does this fatcat have a will?


Must.


Something to think about. He drops over dead intestate and no divorce has been finalized, in the absence of other heirs, the surviving spouse could elect against the whole estate. Somebody we know getting divorced?


Bud Maston got married.


No shit. Keep me posted.


Thanks, Linda.


Later that evening, after a solitary supper, Harry pulled his cold-weather gear from the back of the closet and stuffed it in his duffel bag. He hefted the rifle case to get a sense of its weight and set it beside the bag.


Then he took a cup of tea to his drawing table where he kept a mirror on the wall as a drawing aid to study expressions. Next to the mirror hung a caricature in which hed captured himself in fast, nervy linelean, intense, hookedplodding with a gorilla on his back who gleefully puffed a cigarette.


Harry lit up, blew smoke at the nagging sketch, and turned his eyes to the framed photograph on the other side of the mirror. As Lyndon Johnsons young dummy, he stood in sweat-bleached tiger stripes and a parachute harness, arm in arm with Randall. Dorothy, then a correspondent, had taken the picture on a funky red dirt landing strip outside of Quang Tri City.


In the photo Detroit Harry bared his crooked front teeth in a fierce grin. Minnesota Harry at forty-two, his muscles still flat as interlocking slats, sent back an orthodontically corrected smile.


He consulted the mirror and wagered with his reflection that he could handle whatever Bud sent his way. His hazel eyes had mellowedhad left tough and were hitchhiking toward wisebut they could still sting with the disciplined snap of sweat hitting a varnished gym floor. His mobile features worked through a repertoire of expressions. Concerned. Quizzical. Stern.


He preferred it quiet but Bud, drinking, would throw slippery grounders.


So he whistled a few bars of Sukiyaki, some hardball that evoked the beer halls of Fort Benning. Then he turned off the lights and went to bed.


Right after he closed his eyes the first snowflakes began to fall.





4


The radio announcer crooned his signature chestnut about the early onset of Macho Winter. The weak, he promised, would be quickly sorted out. Then his voice turned serious:


A winter storm warning is in effect for northern Minnesota. Two feet of snow and winds of seventy miles per hour are expected by ten P.M. tonight north of a line from Fargo to Duluth. On the Canadian prairie, the storm has been upgraded to a blizzard


Harry glanced at Bud. Maybe we should pull over.


Bud stared straight ahead and mumbled, Its a gift for our reunion.


and wind chills of twenty below are reported in the Arrowhead. The Minnesota Highway Patrol has issued a warning to motorists to avoid travel in the storm area. This is a life-threatening weather condition, folks, so shake out those winter driving skills and be careful out there.


Bud Maston turned off the radio and put both hands on the wheel. Mum, elbows locked, he leaned into the storm. The snow started as spitballs and escalated into a Minnesota war whoop; now it looked like a million .50 calibers were blasting fat, white tracers at the windshield.


Bud carried Chryslers biggest engine in a souped-up Cherokee Sport, a deep diamondback tread on his tires and four-wheel drive, and hed crammed what looked like the entire inventory of a United Store into the cargo hatch. He had coffee, sandwiches, donuts, and a supply of candy bars that he had been eating methodically since theyd headed north out of St. Paul.


He had everything except an explanation.


When Harry used to talk the AA party line, they called it Twelfth Step work; sticking your nose into a brother drunks derailed life. With a guy like Bud, who was a success at everything except living, you had to play it very tough and forget the love. Then there was the turnabout personal angle; ten years ago, Bud had been Harrys AA sponsor.


Hed shown up at Harrys apartment with a heavy shopping bag and a heavier hangover. See if these fit, hed said with lowered eyes.


Now Harry smelled like a new car. Bud had outfitted him in enough layers of polypro, pile, and Gore-Tex to climb K2. The generosity had erected a barrier. Harry wiggled his toes in his new Gore-Tex boots and resolved to wait until Bud came to him and an awkward silence stretched into hours as they churned north on Interstate 35 East.


Abandoned cars began to litter the snowdrifted highway and emergency vehicles and tow trucks gathered in covens of blue flashing lights. The infrequent low beams of southbound travelers winked bravely as they crept past. By the time they reached the outskirts of Duluth, the road had disappeared as they blindly followed a pair of red taillights across the hilly tundra.


Duluth bustled with siege energy. Busy yellow snowplows worked the downtown cobbled streets and heaped up an igloo village of snow banks. North of town, they pulled into a truck stop to gas up. Semitrailers, waiting out the storm, crowded the apron.


Where you headed? asked the station attendant when he stamped Buds plastic.


Stanley, said Bud.


Id wait, said the guy, staring. They pulled the plows off North 61. Be dark in another hour.


Bud shook his head. People expecting us. Their eyes drifted to the TV mounted on a wall bracket over the cash register. On the cable hookup to the weather channel, a loop of sawtooth isobars like the bite radius of a shark slung a cold front down a map of Minnesota and Wisconsin.


Bud went out to the pumps and checked the tires. Harry remembered that hed forgotten to pack toothpaste and went back in.


Stanley, huh? the guy behind the register mused as he rang up the order. You from there?


Harry shook his head as the guy handed him his change.


I went once, said the guy. Dry socket. Nothing there.


Harry shrugged and opened the door. The guy came around the counter. His chapped face was bitter; his body was caved in by hard labor and a ripple of washboard chest muscle showed beneath layers of quilted underwear at the collar of his grease-stained overalls. Harry knew the breed from his own cousins and uncles back in Michigan.


Thats him, aint it? Do-good Bud Maston, he said with a razor-thin smile. He pushed past Harry and hawked up a gob of spit and gave it to the wind in Buds direction. Harry watched the gobber freeze and roll as it hit the snow. Walking away, he heard the muttered: Fat rich fuck couldnt buy his way into Congress, huh.


The money. Bud had spent his life trying to lose his rich-boy shadow and when the test came, it had eaten him whole. He didnt have the million-dollar harelip when Harry met him. Then, he was just another guy back from the war. But the money was waiting. Old Minnesota money plundered from the Iron Range starting back in the fur trade, then timber and mining. The Mastons had exhausted the iron in the Nanabozho Ridge, cursed the wrecked strip of land between Lake and Cook counties with their name, and sought to wash the sweat and blood from their loot through philanthropy. Bud was the last Maston and he had so much money that he gave it away for a living, as director of the Maston Foundation in St. Paul.


Bud might have overheard the station attendant, the way he winced into the churning twilight. Spray some freckles on young Orson Welles playing Citizen Kane, that was Bud a year ago. Now his patrician face had swollen with an alcohol bloat and all that drive had turned to lard.


He wore a blaze-orange vest over an olive-drab commando sweater that bulged tight, like a green innertube around his waist. Hed gained fifty pounds and grown his copper-colored hair shaggy, down to his slab shoulders. A scraggy beard hid his strong chin, his long fingernails were cracked and rimmed with grime, and a button on the fly of his jeans was undone. He was not wearing a wedding ring.


He swung his face toward Harry and his blue eyes could have been painted by van Goghcontrived to be more brilliant than real lifethe way they throbbed, bloodshot with pain. But he didnt say a word.


They got back in the Jeep and drove north and left human scale behind with the lights of Duluth and fell under the power of Lake Superior. Highway 61 squeezed to two lanes and swerved through cuts in the Precambrian hills and pine thrust up and disappeared as the snow came faster, hypnotizing them, and they lost the light and pushed on, all alone, into howling, tunneled darkness.


A slow hour out of Duluth, Bud pulled onto the shoulder and put the Jeep in neutral. Twenty feet ahead in the high-beams, barely legible in the flying snow, a highway sign shuddered in the wind: Entering Maston County.


You drive, Bud said.


They changed seats. Harry put the Jeep in gear and felt his way in four-wheel drive along the slippery highway that had narrowed to a dogsled trail, winding through the pines. Drifts snaked across the road and Harry accelerated to crash through one that almost breasted the grill.


They careened out of the drift into an open area and the crosswind wrapped them. Whiteout, Harry muttered and fought the wheel.


This is the last open spot; were good, said Bud.


The Jeep lurched and the shoulders of the storm crowded in, predatory, waiting for them to make a fatal mistake. They crossed the open ground into the cover of the trees where granite hills blocked the wind and Harry could see again.


A yellow sign flashed at the side of the road: MOOSE AREA. DRIVE CAREFULLY.


Bud sighed, draped one hand on his belly, munched on a Snickers bar, and finally broke the trance of the storm. I really appreciate this, he said.


Does she have a name? asked Harry.


Huh?


Your wife?


Of course. Jesse.


Whered you meet her?


Local VFW. She was tending bar and


A bartender? You married a bartender?


Whats wrong with that? Bud countered defensively. Shes not one of those Type-A bitches with an MBA. Shes areal woman.


You going to tell me about it? asked Harry.


Bud sighed again, fumbled in his pocket, put a filtered cigarette between his lips and forgot to light it. Shes got two kids. Twins. Sixteen years old. Boy and a girl. The girls all right. The boy, Chris, Im having trouble with.


Harry reached over, popped his Zippo lighter, and lit Buds cigarette. Bud took one drag, made a face, rolled down the window, and threw it out. Harry frowned, waiting for more. Bud looked away. He opened his hand and a glob of the Snickers melted across his palm.





Bud went to Harvard and his family had a county named after it. Harry graduated from the auto factories of Detroit and the U.S. infantry and didnt know his fathers real name.


Theyd both lost parents when they were young and theyd both been busted up in the Big Hit-and-Run-Accident over in the rice paddies. Linda Margoles made a witchs ride across Harrys memory. They both had bad luck with women.


Before Bud got the money, they had been roommates and best friends. Then Bud came into his inheritance and took over the foundation and began to change. The phone was always ringing. He had all these events to attend. His flair for giving spirited banquet speeches did not go unnoticed.


Bud Maston sobered up into the most socially adept person Harry had ever known. He knew innately where everybody was and what they needed and had an uncanny knack for graciously positioning himself with perfect timing to provide it. This personal quality proved to have a downside called politics.


Bill Tully, the Godfather of the Minnesota Democrats, had sized him up. He has looks, he can talk, hes a war hero. He has the bread. And the guy really fuckin cares. He could stand for national office.


Harry had watched the shadow of power come to a point in Bud as an army of freebooting hacks eyed his fortune and told him it could be done; Congress two terms, then a shot at the Senate.


Asked his opinion, Harry flat out told him it was a mistake. Bud had looked right through him the way the first Mastons must have gazed at the virgin North Woodswith a lust that was as scary to the touch as their ax blades. Bud began putting Harry on hold.


A year ago, Bud flashed ahead in the polls going into the Democratic primary for the U.S. Congress seat in St. Paul. He had social magic and polish and that gregarious sweat people love to breathe. And a bottomless campaign chest. The mob picked up the blood scent of doomed charisma and chanted: Bud, Bud. To Harry it sounded like: Jump, jump.


His face appeared in Time and Newsweek, a new Democrat who was compared to Governor Kerry of Nebraska. Accused of being another bleeding-heart liberal, he began to wear his miniature Purple Heart pin in his lapel.


The Congressional Medal of Honor hed won as a marine lieutenant in Vietnam hovered over the campaign like a halo of stars on a field of blue. Bud never discussed it.


But Harry knew a few things about his old roommate. He knew that behind the elegant public persona, Bud camped precariously at the edge of a black pit inside himself. In most people, the cynical enzyme that filters out human suffering accumulates with age. In Bud, the process was reversed. It was only a matter of time before the political carnival snapped him. He had the best pollsters and consultants that money could buy.


What he needed was a friend.


The insiders whispered and the media hinted at clinical depression when Bud suddenly went into a social coma and quit the race.


He didnt even make a public statement. The campaign sent out a terse news release that he had reconsidered for personal reasons. When the hoopla died down, Harry found him, haunted and disheveled, in his apartment on the top floor of the old Rivers Hotel overlooking the St. Paul riverfront.


Bud just raised his hands, lowered his eyes, and never said a word. Harry had not consciously tried to convey it, but, thinking back, the last expression Bud Maston had seen on his face was I told you so.


Thats where theyd left it, a year ago, when Bud drifted into exile up here.


Harry didnt understand depression. Not really. It was a condition he linked with drinking, with hangovers. With setting yourself up to lose.





Turns coming up. Highway 7, said Bud.


Signs winked in a fit of snowACE HARDWARE, BEST WESTERN, some churches. To the right, Harry glimpsed shadows of red brick and bare windows. There was supposed to be a big paper mill somewhere. A Holiday gas station levitated in a furor of candlepower, flickered, and then disappeared into the agitated blankness on the edge of Lake Superior.


Stanley, said Harry.


Yeah, said Bud. Tobacco Road North since they closed the mill.


You had something to do with that, didnt you?


A little testy, Bud said, Hell, they were polluting the lake


The only thing moving, Harry turned left on Highway 7.


Hope the plows have been out, said Bud.


They climbed slowly up the south slope of Nanabozho Ridge and passed meager tiers of houses with windows illuminated by the soulless waver of TV screens and entered a gauntlet of giant, wind-staggered pines.


The Jeep churned through a foot of snow, deeper drifts. Visibility cut down to five yards. Then three. Harry couldnt see the side of the road. He shifted into low gear and steered inside a set of fading tire tracks. They passed the blur of a general store with a solitary gas pump. Wheres the turnoff? Harry asked.


Half a mile. Theres a big sign on the right side of the road.


Where the fuck is the side of the road?


Maybe we should put on the tire chains.


We got wheels. We need eyes.


According to the speedometer we still have four-tenths of a mile. I clocked it from when we turned off the main highway, said Bud.


If we get stuck, no heroics, we stay with the car, said Harry, mindful that it had been a long time since hed been out in this kind of weather. The last ten years hed mostly watched it gnash its fangs against city windows.


The Jeep labored at the tight end of a funnel and the tires started to wallow and sideslip. The tracks in the road were blotting out.


Shit. The right wheels churned sideways and they were off the road; the shoulder was snow pudding. The wheels spun, dug a trench, forward motion ceased, and the Jeep stalled.


Bud pursed his lips. Its only a tenth of a mile. We could try to walk in.


No way. We dig it out.


Outside took on a whole new meaning: instant disorientation. Harrys breath went small in his chest as the wind wrapped his fancy mountain parka around his spine. They were buried in a snow bank almost up to the passenger door window. Harry dug furiously with his hands to free the exhaust pipe. The cold put needle teeth in the snow. Chastised, he yanked on his gloves. The red flash of the hazard lights revealed how swiftly the snow was filling in their tracks. Take ten steps in any direction and youd lose sight of the car. Bud carried two shovels. One was a big snow scoop, the other was a surplus army entrenching tool. Harry took the bigger shovel and began dragging snow away from the packed wheels. Bud worked next to him with the smaller one. In minutes, Bud was gasping for breath.


Bud got behind the wheel. Harry tried pushing. The Jeep threw gravel but did not move except to settle deeper.


Shit, yelled Bud. We almost made it. Ill bet you we could walk it. We got the gear. We could put on the snowmobile suits. The snowshoes. Jessell say were weather wimps.


Uh-uh. Keep digging. Put something under the wheels.


Warm up first, said Bud. Back inside, they turned on the heater and smoked a cigarette in silence. Harry switched the lights on.


Wait, said Bud. Turn em off again.


Harry turned them off. A flicker of light up ahead. A pattern. Harry flashed the lights three times. The flicker came back. Three times.


The cavalry to the rescue, said Bud, more animated the closer he got to home.


The blue monster truck that trundled from the wall of snow had jacked-up suspension, monolith tires, roll bars, decks of running lights, a broad snow blade, and a winch for tusks. Two people sat up high in the brightly lit interior.


The truck stopped ten feet away and the two people got out. The driver resembled a ponytailed Abe Lincoln come back as a middle-aged Hells Angel.


Thats Jay Cox, said Bud. Hes not as rough as he looks.


Harry took in the leather-patched denim and the jut of the scar-lumped face and wasnt so sure. Cox hailed from the white backwoods tribe that burned leaded gasoline and carried their young full term in a grease pit and delivered them by chain-hoist and suckled them on a sharp stick.


The girl danced into the headlight like a wild spark from the storm, agile and lanky, and mocking the cold in tight jeans, tennis shoes, and an old army field jacket that wasnt zipped. Her high youthful breasts swelled against the flimsy protection of a T-shirt and, defiantly hatless, her long black hair whipped around her face like a cap of tarantulas.


Harry cranked down his window. Cox gave a lupine grin and shouted, Youre crazy to be driving in this, Mr. Maston. But Jes said youd make a try, so I ran some tracks down to the main highway a couple of times to give you something to go on. His eyes were silver-gray and as fixed and shiny as two over-tightened bolts.


Thanks, Jay, said Bud. Meet Harry Griffin. Jay Cox.


Harry hadnt met a Jay Cox in a while. Guys like him didnt work at newspapers. The patch on his long-billed black cap was of Snoopy in his aviator hat, hand upraised, middle finger flipping the bird under the stitched caption: FUCK JANE FONDA.


Howdy, said Cox, squinting, unable to make out Harrys features buried in the parka hood. Harry shook a leather hand that was tempered in gasoline and callus and there was definition in the finger muscles. This is Becky, said Cox. She poked her head in the window.


Hi, she said. Her eyes were dark beneath an inquisitive frown.


Cox yelled over the wind, Ill turn my rig around and hook up a tow strap. I got the road into the lodge plowed out. He tipped his hand to his cap and jogged back to his truck. The girl leaped into the truck bed. Cox manhandled the giant truck in a turn, following the girls hand signals. He popped out of the truck, took the thick strap from the girl, disappeared under the grill for a second, fiddled for a moment at his rear hitch, then was back at the window.


You want me to gun it a little to bust free? yelled Harry.


Nah. Just put in the clutch and enjoy the ride.


After a wild lurch, they careened through the snow drifts. Harry steered off the road, passed a big hand-lettered plywood signSITE OF SNOWSHOE LODGEand was on a freshly plowed roadbed.


That the daughter? asked Harry.


Thats the daughter.


How old is she?


Sweet sixteen.


She doesnt look sixteen. She looks like a fucking Indian.


Got some Metis in her. Jesses dad was French and Cree. And maybe a little Gypsy. Mom was Serbian.


Whos the guy? asked Harry.


Jack of all trades. Good carpenter. Hes building this new stuff.


Thick spruce cut the wind and they passed under a poled archway with a pair of snowshoes for a crest. A peaked roof thrust up among the trees, slabbed with cedar shakes, and rugged as a fort. An addition and garage appeared quaint, diluted with gabled gingerbread, next to the massive original timbers. Blond ribcages of new lumber winked in the snow. Cabins under construction. A satellite dish sat in a clearing like a stranded space traveler. Beyond the buildings, Harry sensed the lake.


They ran up the steps into shelter. Cox retrieved his tow strap and joined them and Bud handed him a folded bill. He pocketed it quickly with a shrug. A surreptitious smirk zigzagged between Becky and Cox as the money changed hands.


Stay for coffee, said Bud.


They were on a large, snug mud porch, peeling off gloves, opening their coats, and stamping snow off their boots. Harry shook off the parka hood and Cox got a good look at his face. The tight eyes unscrewed, the hard grin clotted, and the blood drained from Coxs pitted cheeks.


Jay Cox looked like someone who had lost his place.
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Cmon, said Bud, grinning for the first time, cup a coffee will warm us up.


Coxs prominent Adams apple bobbed as he tried to bring up spit. Naw. Gotta plow out other folks, he rasped and closed his hands to hide the chewed patches of red meat that rimmed his cuticles. Becky edged over and touched his arm. Cox nervously moved her aside.


Dont be bothering Jay, Becky.


The husky voice brought Harry around: Jesse was a chance you take by firelight or the dark of the moon. With her beauty barely in control, she walked up to him and she was innately man-wary and man-daring and she had a bold lower lip and raven eyes and black hair twisted up in a tangle of braids. She wore skintight Levis and a crisp blue-and-white-checked blouse that crackled under a loose wool cardigan.


He bisected her face, covering up one half, then the other. Beware, warned her cool, untouchable right eye. Come a little bit closer, suggested the left.


The rangy boy stood behind her and, like his mother and his sister, he was a little too good looking, the way Cox was a little too much of a fright.


Chris had raccoon circles under his tense brown eyes and had harlequined his appearance with long hair, tailed in back and shaved to his scalp over the ears. A deaths head emblem decorated his black T-shirt; under the grinning skull, the crooked lightning insignia of the Waffen SS pimped some heavy metal band.


He favored his left leg with a slight limp.


Bud put his arm around Jesse. Harry, meet Jesse, he said with a goofy grin. She held out a cool left hand. A barbaric diamond glittered on the third finger.


Hi.


Their hands met. Left-handed shake. She smelled as dangerously fresh as ozone coming after lightning and their eyes and their fingers lingered together a fraction of a second too long as the ghost of Harrys sex drive sat up and took a ragged breath.


Everybody grinned. Coxs gray eyes wobbled and he looked like hed chugalugged a gallon of flu virus. Harry grinned, too. They werent grinning with Bud. They were grinning at him and to each other.


Chris, said Bud. Cmon over here and meet my friend Harry. Chriss eyes flashed.


No way to be, Cox quietly admonished. Dutifully Chris came forward and shook Harrys hand. Pleased to meet you, he said.


Chriss lean hand crawled in Harrys grip.


So youre the guy who knows where the big deer are, said Harry, making a stab at conversation.


Chris avoided Harrys eyes.


Well get that deer, tomorrow morning, said Bud, putting his hand on Chriss shoulder.


Well see what we get, said Chris. He shook off Buds hand and went into the lodge.


Bud turned to Harry with a hurt expression. Standing behind Bud, Jesse wrung her hands together and her knuckles bleached white. She fired one probing glance at Cox. Cox just stared, spooked.


Lets go inside, Jesse said. Its cold out here.


Bud, myopic with hangover, missed the eyes working all around him. And Harry knew that, this time, Bud wasnt mired in the neurotic, indulgent morass of city slicker love. Bud had really stepped into it out here in the sticks.


Jesse and Cox carefully did not look at each other as Cox made his farewell, went out, and got back in his big truck. He sat for a moment, gripping the steering wheel with his hands. Then he started the truck and drove away.


Harry shook out his senses and cast them in a wide net. Hed been around these kind of folks before.


They were outlaws.
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Six apartments the size of Harrys would fit in the lodges main room and a man could sleep in the field-stone fireplace. The woodwork was hand hewn and inlaid with Ojibway design.


An antique bowsprit, carved in the shape of a bare-breasted Indian maiden with streamlined hair, jutted out from the apex of beams over the fireplace. Looks like a goddamn meadhall. What was your granddads real name? Beowulf? Harrys eyes wandered up to the cathedral ceiling and wagon wheel chandeliers.


Grendel, said Bud, winking.


His name was Stanley, like the town, said Jesse. Becky darted past them in a youthful flap of arms, legs, and bouncing breasts and disappeared down a hallway at the other end of the building.


In contrast to the Mission Oak furniture and Navajo rugs on the oak plank floor, the walls were decorated with grim, framed prints from Goyas Disasters of War. The prints were interspersed with tribal masks: Indian, African, South Sea Islander; collections of spears, bows and arrows, and war clubs clustered around the masks.


Harry inspected a large bearskin, complete with head and claws, stretched on the wall. The plaque under it had been carved by a child: GLACIER LAKE ROGUE BLACK BEAR. SHOT BY SHERIFF LAWRENCE EMERY.


Bud explained, The stuff on the walls is left over from when public TV was up here.


You know, Jesse dead-panned, all these treehuggers from the Cities came up here to play Indian. Beat on drums. Get naked and, with elegant barroom vulgarity, she looked Harry in the eye, pretend it dont matter whos got the biggest pee pee in the teepee.


Harry felt like hed known her all his life. Strength and mystery were at her fingertips, but she kept part of her brains squeezed down in her pants and she liked to see men fight.


Tad Clarks mens group, that show they did? said Bud with a pained smile.


Harry nodded vaguely. Then his eyes fastened on a sheet of stationery that lay on the writing desk next to the fireplace. A fancy printing job, the paper had a beige birchbark ripple. He scanned the business letterhead:




Snowshoe Lodge, Stanley, Minnesota
In friendly Maston County



Jesse Deucette, Manager



When he looked up, she was watching him. He pointed to the letterhead. So you didnt change your name? he asked.


Neither did Bud, she parried. He continued his inspection. No wedding pictures. No cat. No dog. No houseplants. With all these windows, if this was a home, something should be growing.


Bud stooped and fiddled with the fire. Jesse showed Harry around. You caught us kind of in between, we plan to get this place up and running for the fishing opener in the spring, she said, pointing up a broad stairway. Thick plastic sheeting walled off the balcony and second story. Harry smelled paint and plaster spackling compound; several paint cans and a 10-gallon bucket of spackle sat next to French doors that opened to a long porch where new wood shone in the shadows. A long carpenters level was propped up against a wall of bare Sheetrock.


The level had a coat of dust and looked like it hadnt been touched in weeks. Just sitting there.


Jays redoing the porch so we can turn it into a dining room, explained Jesse. They stepped onto the unlit, chilly porch, which gave off a cold wood scent. More dust crunched under Harrys boots. The ceiling beams were pegged in tongue-and-groove joinery and gabled with a flourish that went beyond mere craft.


Jay does nice work, said Harry.


Hes good with his hands. She pointed out the roughed-in addition next to the porch where opaque sheets of plastic were stapled over the framing and masked several large packing crates. Plumbing equipment was strewn around. Whirlpool and sauna go in there, she explained.


She glided to the windows and Harry followed, drawn by the train of her energy, which was stronger in the dark. Cant see much now, but theres a hell of a lake out there, she said.


Their wrists grazed and he felt the tension in the taut, twisted braids and imagined setting it free.


Two hundred feet deep. Muskie, Northerns, and Lake Trout, said Bud, coming up behind them. We even have some Indian caves at the other end with pictographs. Again that goofy grin. The good life in Minnesota, he said.


Harry watched her face as Bud spoke. She regarded her new husband with the poise of a high-wire artist glancing down on a clown.


Bud clapped his hands together. Well need the snow-shoes tomorrow. Ill unload the Jeep.


Ill help. said Harry.


Nah, you get comfortable, said Bud, going out the door.


Harry followed Jesse off the porch, across plywood decking, through Sheetrocked partitions, to a restaurant-sized kitchen under construction. Wires dangled and bare fixtures jutted from holes in the drywall. A blueprint gathered dust on a piece of plywood supported by sawhorses. More dust shrouded a Skilsaw tilted on the blueprint and the circular blade was chalky orange with rust.


They ducked through a double thickness of plastic sheeting and entered the remains of the old kitchen. Maple cabinets, a butcher block island, and more scuffed maple on the floor. A stained, cast-iron Wagner kettle bubbled on the tarred burner of an old gas stove. He smelled venison stew, coffee from a tall stoneware pot. The temporary kitchen opened onto a den.


Thisll all change, said Jesse.


The den had the unlived-in feel of a furniture showroom. There was a rich red Persian carpet and tall oak bookcases lined with books; the couch and chairs of deep, crushed coffee bean leather on Scandinavian oak frames looked like theyd never known human contact. The desk, an IBM PC, and a printer were brand new and the TV, stereo, CD player, and VCR were stacked in an oak console and exuded an electric whiff of welded circuits. A hallway opened past the kitchen and led, Harry supposed, to bedrooms.


Chris hunched over in a chair toying with a long, black hunting knife at a long trestle table that occupied the area between the old kitchen and the den.


Chris, put that away, said Jesse.


Chris smiled and tipped the knife mumblypeg fashion off his index finger. It flipped end over end, pierced the rug, and stuck in the floor with a loud thunk.


Oops, said Chris. Sorry.


Put that away, right now, she repeated. Chris pulled the knife from the floor. He did not put it away and Harry got the distinct impression the boy was pushing new limits. Jesse didnt strike him as a woman who put up with defiance.


Why dont you help Bud bring the stuff in? Harry said in a friendly voice.


He said hed do it, said Chris, his dark eyes were quietly hostile.


Jesse interceded. Cmon, lets get some coffee. You look like you could use some after being on the road.


Yeah. Im bushed, said Harry as he inhaled the vinegary steam of venison and peppercorns mingled with fresh perked coffee. On the island, two stainless steel bowls were covered with damp, swollen dishtowels and the heavy scent of baking apples and brown sugar wafted from the oven. A radio played country western down low.


Jesse relaxed her erect posture and leaned back on the island between the bowls of rising dough. The stove-moist air was tactile and crowded with fumbling, yeasty fingers. Standing three feet apart, it felt like they were touching all over.


Physically, she implied tremendous leverage. A straight line and a few simple, perfect curves. Harry was moved.


Her hands were vigorous and efficient, the fingernails trimmed, unpainted, used to work. He found himself wanting to see the firm clean flesh of her upper arms.


Becky, get the man some coffee, said Jesse. Harry turned. The girl had reappeared and had changed into short, cut-off Levis and a T-shirt that had the neck, sleeves, and bottom scissored out. She wasnt wearing a bra. The muscled dent of her navel showed an inch above the shorts and her thighs rippled smooth along the ragged denim fringe. A serious runner or a swimmer.


Becky poured coffee and handed the cup to Harry. Bud came into the kitchen, picked up the telephone, dialed a number, and began to talk to somebody about plowing the roads. Jesses posture took on an erect propriety.


You want something in that to warm you up? asked Jesse. She reached for a pint of Jack Daniels that sat next to a spice rack on the counter. Harry hadnt been this close to a pint bottle in years.


I dont drink, said Harry.


Up here everybody drinks. Unemployment and long winters dont go together real good, she said.


Moms a bartender. People who dont drink are bad for business, said Chris.


I just helped out at the local VFW, part time. More straightening out their books, said Jesse curtly, raising her chin and giving her son an indignant glance.


Harry nodded politely. She was a regular sensual crowbar. Maybe just what Bud needed to rebuild his life. Or demolish it. Chris looked like a crippled Mowgli, the wolf boy. Becky, the forthright Amazon, seemed to have inherited all the mothers strength.


His eyes drifted to the table where Chris turned the knife in his fingers, staring along the gray honed edge.


You ever see one of these? Chris asked, boldly engaging Harrys gaze.


Harry walked over and took the knife away with a firm snap of his hand. It was a K-Bar. A marine fighting knife. As he thrust it into the scabbard that lay on the table he noticed the initials BM carved in the frayed leather. Yeah, said Harry, returning to the kitchen. He opened a drawer and dropped the big knife out of sight.


You know what its for? Chris asked, all of a sudden smiling sweetly. Harry tried to stare him down. The dark eyes didnt waver.


Its for cutting the Gibionici, Chris grinned. You know what Gibionici is?


Nope, said Harry.


Its whats in the oven, said Chris.


Becky laughed, a sweet girlish sound at odds with her mature body. You aint from around here, are you, boy?


Like an apple turnover. My Serbian mother, explained Jesse, meeting his eyes. They both had high wide-set cheek-bones and a trace of tannic spit to their skin that shed age. Her Serbian mother flirted with his Slavic father about the Mongol ponies that had raided in their blood.


Chris got up, walked to the drawer, took out his knife, and went back to the table.


Plows on the way, said Bud, hanging up the phone. Automatically, he plucked the pint bottle off the counter, unscrewed the top, took a quick nip, and then tucked the bottle into the inside pocket of his vest. No one seemed to notice except Harry.


Buds got pull, said Becky, letting her tongue drift lazily along her lower teeth. She had put on a kind of white waxy lipstick that Harry hated and too much purple eye shadow bruised her face. Push and pull. He gets things done. Dontcha Bud?


Mind your manners, smarty pants, said Bud.


Pulling away, Becky sideswiped Bud with a hip.


Bud sat down across from Chris. Put that away, he said. Chris put the knife down on the table and spun it. The point stopped ambiguously, aiming out toward the lake.


The knife and the way Becky threw herself around put Harry on edge. Too hot in the kitchen, too many sharp things, too much of the girls flesh exposed. He took his coffee to a chair in the den and sat with his back to the wall.


Jesse punched the bread dough down and formed it to fit in loaf pans. Bud talked to Chris about tomorrow morning. Becky set the table and tossed an iceberg salad.


Jesse didnt strike him as a disorganized person, so it surprised Harry the way everything proceeded backwards. Jesse took the pastry from the oven and Chris cut it into steaming strips with his big knife. Dessert came before supper. Then Jesse ladled out bowls of venison stew. They ate it with the salad and cornbread that had been in the oven with the pastry.


The electricity wavered and the radio signal cut out. In the sudden darkness, the wind leaned an icy shoulder to the lodge: a roof timber creaked.


Candles said Bud.


Then the lights came back on. For a brief second, all the faces around the table were unmasked in tableau. Jesse and her children tensed in their chairs, staring at Harry. The muscle in Harrys left cheek twitched.


Silverware grated on plates and reminded Harry of the spooked expression on Coxs face.


Jesse moved quickly into the vacuum. Bud says this is your first time hunting?


First time in Minnesota, said Harry.


Youll never get that deer unless you go out in the dark, said Becky. You cant see him in the daylight. And he only shows himself to certain people.


You are so full of shit, said Chris.


I showed you where he is. You get lost in the woods even with a compass.


Chris snorted. Only good thing about the woods is the road leading south to the Cities.


You drop out of school, the only thing youll find in the Cities is a job taking orders at McDonalds.


Brother and sister exchanged tight smiles.


I know why you go hunting, Becky announced.


Whys that? asked Bud. Smiling. Oblivious.


To get away from women, said Becky.


Jesses lips turned down in a savvy expression. Men dont have to go anywhere to get away. Theyre gone sitting right next to you. Most of them.


But I know why, said Becky, her agitated fingers jerked in conflict with her bright smile. Awkwardly, she took one of her mothers cigarettes, popped a lighter, and held it experimentally between her thumb and index finger. She stared pointedly at Harry until she had his full attention. Are you circumcised? she asked blankly.


Gross, muttered Chris through a suppressed giggle.


Harrys face flushed under her bold scrutiny.


Its common for men to be circumcised today, said Bud quickly. For hygiene reasons. Like a man performing a repetitive task, Bud had the pint out, splashed a shot into his coffee, and whisked it back out of sight.


Thats what they tell you, said Becky. But the real reason is its a thing from way long ago, this kind of memory from when men sacrificed their genitals. Cut them right off. Even today, theres these primitive tribes in some parts of the world where the men have their penises cut up so they look like vulvas and they squat to pee.


Becky spoke self-importantly with her chin tilted up. The brightest kid in the class.


Vulvas? ejected Chris in feigned ignorance.


Thats pussy to you, dummy, said Becky, flicking cigarette ashes on her plate.


Jesse watched her daughter carefully. Whered you hear that? On Donahue? she asked.


Becky explained. I read it in a book that Bud gave me. The mutilation of genitals is a holdover from an earlier time when women used to run the world. When men tried to make themselves look like women.


Look like women? laughed Chris.


It was their religion, and everyone ate vegetables. The men rebelled and went off hunting, said Becky.


Our pussy who art in heaven, Chris quipped.


Harry watched Bud wolf down stew and cornbread, all aglow with Jack Daniels paterfamilias, presiding over native intelligence emerging from the trash of the popular culture.


Well, that clears that up, said Jesse. Now you guys do the dishes, she ordered her kids. She turned to Harry. Cmon, Ill show you where you sleep.


Harry picked up his duffel bag and followed Jesse down the hall past the kitchen that ended in twin bedrooms. Midway, another bedroom faced the bathroom. They went in. Youre in here. Chrisll sleep out on the couch, she explained and tossed her head toward the kitchen. Sorry about Becky. They skipped her a grade in school and shes enjoying being precocious. Shes worse since Buds been around. He encourages them both to talk. Becky more than Chris. You know Bud. He means well. She punctuated her last sentence with a searching glance.


Harry stood flat-footed. A huge print was framed on the wall over the bed. Another Goya. But this one was a particular horror. A mad-eyed titan held a limp decapitated naked body to its ravenous mouth. It was called Saturn Devouring His Son. Harry turned to her.


I drew the line on that one being out where people could see it, she said. So Chris brought it in here. Kinda fits in with David Bowie and the Sex Pistols, dont you think? Her eyes scanned the room. A cheap boombox sat on a desk next to dusty schoolbooks. Another IBM PC rested on a side table in a litter of floppy disks. The walls were papered with posters from contemporary rock groups. An iron cross hung from the light cord.


Yeah, said Harry noncommittally. He threw his duffel bag on the rumpled bed.


She lingered at the door. Youre a surprise, she said very directly. Funny, when Bud said he was bringing a friend up, last minute and all, I didnt figure someone like you. Youre real different from him.


Harry shrugged, aware that neither of them knew what to do with their hands. She put hers on her hips. Seemed like a good idea. He put his the same way.


Bud showed me some of the things you used to draw, she said.


Harry nodded politely. It was conversation. Its more computers now, he said.


It resembles you, the way you draw. She cocked her head. Kinda quiet and nice to look at but theres an edge


Her eyes softened and it would have been a sweet moment if she wasnt the new bride of his once best friend. Something ran deep and artesian in her and Harry couldnt tell if it was loneliness or cunning.


Her eyes pried him open. I know stuff about you. Bud told me, about Minnesota Harry and Detroit Harry. How he found you in the gutter drifting toward an open manhole and dried you out.


Well, you know Bud. He gave me a hand, said Harry.


Riiight, now maybe youre thinking about returning the favor, huh? Her sporting laugh had a bitter trickle and Harry went with the loneliness. Shed never see thirty-five again and she had yet to be discovered.


But her smile was pure heroin. Once you had it, you wanted more and nothing else mattered. Yeah, she mused, I know Bud all right. I only got an idea about you.


She left a shiver of physical intrigue in the room and if there was an open manhole she was it but he couldnt stop himself from going to the doorway to watch her walk away down the hall.


Damn.
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