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			DEDICATED TO:

			Generation Z and the Millennials, with thanks for your talents, awareness, and activism. I know you’re being screwed worse than anyone else by the Fat Cats. My fervent wish is that what you read here will inspire and help you in the struggle for economic, class, social, racial, gender, and climate justice.

		

	
		
			WELCOME!

			Welcome to Shingle Creek, my friend! If you haven’t yet read the first and second Paul Mäkinen books, No Free Soup for Millionaires and They Break the Laws We Must Obey, don’t worry. This book, Getting Back Our Stolen Bootstraps, was written to stand alone. But I thought it would be helpful to have a quick summary of what happened in Shingle Creek right before this book starts.

			In Soup, friends Paul Mäkinen and Karen Ahlberg have just begun leading the Shingle Creek Park Teen Council and its programs for kids. She has a crush on him. Although he’s impressed by her smarts and sensibility, he’s afraid he’ll hurt her if they get romantically involved. As they work closely together, they both realize they have a kind of magic between them they’ve never felt with anyone else. But because of his personal problems, Paul’s fear of having a romance with her intensifies, even as they grow closer, causing such violent physical pain, Paul imagines he has snakes biting his insides.

			In Obey, Paul kisses Karen for the first time. They’re sleeping together, but not having sex. She asks him to, but he says he can’t and doesn’t know why. When she tells him she loves him, he wants to respond but is afraid of his snakes, which also keep him from talking about his problem.

			He builds a wall around himself so nobody will know he’s a weakling fighting a losing battle. Karen finally confronts him about not letting her turn him on and not telling her she’s beautiful and sexy. He says he can’t. So she has an affair with Greg, a guy she met at the university. Paul is devastated. But he doesn’t blame her. He talks with his therapist about what he has to do to win Karen back and starts taking steps to do that.

			In Soup, Paul and Karen realize that something is making neighborhood adults grumpy and angry, but they don’t know what it is. Working with two adult neighborhood leaders, they hold a soup ‘n’ sandwich community meeting where Paul asks, “What do you want to see happening here?”

			They find out most Creekers feel demeaned at work. People are furious that though Gremling, the bug spray factory owner, got community development funds to stop fumes and smoke from poisoning their air, he pocketed them. They decide to sue Gremling as well as campaign for a raise in the minimum wage.

			Gremling attends their first soup ‘n’ sandwich meeting and accuses the Creekers of being socialists. They ask if he paid for his soup, which is only free to neighborhood residents. They make him pay and escort him out of the meeting. Gremling sues them for slander.

			Right before their second soup ‘n’ sandwich meeting they get anonymous death threats. A paid provocateur accuses them of running a kidnapping ring that sells stolen kids. Troublemakers try to disrupt their meeting.

			Paul has nightmares that the provocateurs are going to kill him. Karen and Paul are terrified. But they realize they don’t have a choice. They have to keep fighting for working people’s rights.

			In Obey, the Creekers get a positive article about their community in a national magazine. They start a daily newspaper and a radio station. Form alliances with other working-class communities. Win their lawsuit, which makes the bug spray factory owner return the stolen community development funds.

			When the bosses force the railroad track maintainers’ pay below minimum wage, the Creekers vote to support a strike. And they manage to get a charter for an industrial safety commission, which will permit them to legally remove unsafe factory equipment and railroad tracks.

			All of which provokes the Fat Cat Bosses’ fear and anger. The slander campaign against the Creekers gets more vicious. The county tries to raise Shingle Creek real estate taxes by 450%. Protesters at the second soup ‘n’ sandwich meeting shift from threats to violence, which shuts down the Creekers’ gathering. Assault charges are filed against a Creeker who defended herself from a thug attack. And the police assassinate the superintendent of parks, a longtime Creekers’ ally.

			So that’s what happened in my imaginary Shingle Creek right before Getting Back Our Stolen Bootstraps starts. Please join me as I spin more of the tale about teens in a blue-collar neighborhood continuing to lead the quest to build a community that works for “ordinary” people. It’s a heart-warming story of kindness and the glorious potential of working people finding their power.

			 

			David R. Yale

			New York, 2024

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1, JUST CALL ME ALICE

			Saturday-Tuesday, February 19-22, 1972

			We were handcuffed and chained to our seats in the school busses, even the four- and five-year-old kids, all of us shivering without our coats. Subzero wind blowing through the open windows cut right through our clothes like freezing daggers. Kids sobbed. Even some of the men did. I closed my eyes, hoping to make the horror go away, but all I could see was Fred, my hero, my inspiration, lying on the floor in a pool of blood.

			Outside, on the snowy sidewalk, a dozen cops stood, pointing at us and laughing. A lieutenant said, “We’re going to let those hotheads cool off a bit more.”

			I sat tight against Karen, felt her shivering. She leaned her head on my shoulder, tried to take my hand, could only touch my fingertips.

			Downtown, the cops herded more than 200 of us concertgoers into the county jail and jammed us into a holding cell so tightly, we could not sit or move. The cells next to us were empty. But at least it was warm. We stood there, handcuffed. Children were still crying. Finally, Paz, the conga drummer, started clanking his handcuffs against the cell’s bars, pounding out a beat. Clank-clank-clank-clank. “Let’s chant!” he bellowed. “We demand freedom!” Clank-clank-clank-clank.

			Earl Smith, the prison guard, came running down the corridor, looked horrified when he saw us. “What the…? Who put all of you there, Paulie?”

			“Earl! Earl!” I cried. “The cops killed Fred Corwin and busted us all. Just for listening to music.”

			“What? They killed Fred? Oh my gosh! I better tell the judge right this minute,” Earl said. He took off running, came right back. “Paulie, Judge Woodruff wants to see you. I told him you’d know what’s what.”

			“Karen must come with me!” I said.

			“You bet!” Earl said. “Folks, please help me out. I don’t know what’s going on here anymore than you do, but we’re going to get you relief fast!”

			He opened the holding cell door. It was like undoing a human jigsaw puzzle, with people stepping into the corridor to let others move, then back into the cell. As we walked down the hallway, Earl said, “Those cops were supposed to take your handcuffs off and check you in with us. Judge Woodruff will be ticked. We have the keys for this type,” he said, pointing to Karen’s. Then tapping mine, “But not this one.” He stopped, unlocked Karen’s cuffs. “Wobble your hands, Karen. That gets the circulation going again.”

			In the courtroom, Todd from KPFP radio, Susie from People’s Free Press, and the TV camerawoman, who all witnessed Fred’s assassination but had managed to escape arrest, were talking with a court clerk. When Judge Woodruff saw us, he stood up and said, “Bring them right up here please, Mr. Smith. Why is Mr. Mäkinen still restrained?”

			“Your Honor, we don’t have keys to KS-40 type cuffs.”

			“I can open it,” Karen said, reaching into her pocket.

			“They weren’t searched, Your Honor,” Earl said. “Nobody even told us they were here. The police dumped them and ran. Never inventoried personal possessions.”

			“Paperwork?” the judge said. “Summonses?”

			“No, Your Honor.”

			“This is highly irregular! No charges against them, but detained,” the judge said. “Miss, please open Mr. Mäkinen’s cuffs.”

			Karen diddled for a moment with her wrench, and the cuffs clicked open.

			“Please don’t tell me how you learned to do that, Miss. But please do tell me what happened,” the judge said.

			A wave of sobbing I had been trying to hold back overcame me. “A police lieutenant killed the Parks superintendent. He had his hands up.”

			“Fred? Killed? Why?” the judge said, clasped his hands together, bowed his head.

			Karen and I held each other, crying as we told the judge everything.

			“KTCA-TV filmed it all, Your Honor,” Karen said.

			Judge Woodruff shook his head. “They acted illegally? Enforced a non-existent regulation? Defied Judge Havemeyer’s injunction? Covered their badge numbers? Didn’t write summonses? I cannot believe this. How many arrested, Mr. Smith?”

			Pull yahrself together, I thought. Ya can cry more later. I took a clean handkerchief from my back pocket, handed it to Karen, used my other to wipe my face.

			“They’re packed into holding cell C too tightly to count,” Earl said.

			“We tallied everyone inside the Portland Park building, Your Honor,” Karen said. “About two hundred and sixty. Including children, young teens, and two reporters.”

			“Thank you, Miss…?”

			“Karen Ahlberg, Assistant Director of Shingle Creek Park.”

			“We can’t hold these people with no charges, no documentation,” the judge said.

			“Your Honor, there’s a problem,” Karen said. “The police didn’t let us take our coats. It’s five below with wind chill tonight.”

			“Does anyone have the keys to the Portland Park building?” the judge said.

			“I think so,” I said, and named them.

			“One of our court clerks can drive them down to Portland Park to gather all the coats. But first, Mr. Smith, please bring everyone here so they can sit down. This courtroom will hold them all. Are there other guards to help you?”

			“No, Your Honor. I’m on alone tonight.”

			The judge motioned to the two court clerks. “Miss Swanson, Mr. Juntenen, please help Mr. Smith.”

			“Of course, Your Honor,” Miss Swanson said. “But with all due respect, shouldn’t we gather evidence?”

			“You’re right, Miss Swanson.”

			“Your Honor,” she said, “you and I can interview everyone while Mr. Juntenen goes for the coats. We can use our court reporter to take the statements.”

			“Your Honor, it would take fifty-two cars to get everyone back to Portland Park,” Mr. Juntenen said.

			“Portland Park has a phone calling tree, Yahr Honor,” I said. “They can get volunteers.”

			“So does Shingle Creek,” Karen said. “Us Creekers will be glad to help any way we can, Your Honor.”

			“I guess I’ve heard the wrong things about Shingle Creek and Portland,” the judge said. “You don’t seem like rowdies at all. Miss Ahlberg, will you please open all the KS-40 cuffs?”

			“My pleasure, Your Honor.”

			When Earl, Miss Swanson, and Mr. Juntenen had brought everybody into the courtroom, Judge Woodruff stood up and raised both hands. The room quieted immediately. He apologized for the situation, explained exactly what the court would do to fix the problems created by the police.

			When he finished speaking, Sarah Nesheim raised her hand. “May we applaud, Your Honor?”

			“This is an unusual situation. Thank you, yes, you may.”

			A sound like the first pounding rain after a drought filled the room, fading away only gradually. We worked with the judge’s staff, activated the calling trees, got volunteers to help with the statement-taking process, supervised sorting out the coats and getting them to the right people, and matched arriving cars with their passengers. When we were sure everybody had a coat and a ride, we reported back to Judge Woodruff.

			“I am so impressed with your leadership, Mr. Mäkinen, Miss Ahlberg. I have never seen a situation like this in my eleven years on the bench, or a response like yours. There will be repercussions from the police actions tonight. Can I count on you to work with me to respond to them?”

			“Yes, Your Honor,” Karen said.

			“Of course. Fred was our close friend,” I said. “We take this very personally.”

			“I’ve known Fred since high school,” Judge Woodruff said. “We didn’t always see eye to eye, but we agreed to disagree.” He shook his head. “I can’t believe they did this to him. What a terrible thing. What a terrible loss.” He was silent for a moment, brow furrowed, eyes closed. Finally, he said, “Do you need a ride home?”

			“Thank you, Your Honor. We have one,” I said.

			In Merrill’s car, Karen and I clung to each other in silence all the way to Portland Park. As we drove home in my car, she sat clamped against me, neither of us able to talk. We cried all night, pressed together as if we needed to combine ourselves to find the strength to endure Fred’s death. The snakes inside me, set off by my fear whenever I got emotionally close to Karen, hissed and bit. I ignored them.

			Fred’s funeral was at the Episcopal church downtown early Monday morning. The huge nave was filled with hundreds of people. I had no idea how I managed to give a eulogy for Fred. Florie, his wife, had asked me to, so I forced myself even though tears streamed down my cheeks as I talked. I figured people would forgive my incoherence. Then Todd ran my speech on KPFP radio several times, and people said I did a great job.

			When we went up to the coffin to say our last goodbyes, I bent down, kissed Fred’s forehead. I was shaking so hard, I could not speak, feeling like the very atoms in my body were flying apart in three trillion different directions. My knees started to wobble. Someone embraced me from behind, walked me over to a bench, sat me down, put large, strong arms around me. I just closed my eyes, leaned against them, and sobbed.

			Carleton’s voice comforted me. “I know he was like a dad to you, Paulie. I know how much you’re hurting. Just let yourself feel it right now. It’s okay. I’ve got you, Paulie. I’ve got you.” He held on to me, drove us to the cemetery, supported me through the burial, drove us home.

			Karen and I fell fast asleep on the living room couch in Great-Grandma Clara’s house, melded together again.

			At one in the afternoon, Karen woke me. “Holy buckets, Paavali, we should go check in ‘n’ see what’s going on ‘n’ I made us some lunch ‘n’ stuff.”

			It made me feel so good to hear her call me Paavali, my Finnish name. That is what I have called myself in my head since I was a little kid. She calls me Paavali as a love name. My affectionate name for her is Rennie. I have finally realized I do love her, but my serpents will not let me tell her. They are biting me hard inside right now just for thinking about it.

			After we ate, we headed to our office. Everything outside was covered with snow, stained bright blue by dust from the neighborhood roofing factory. It was a hard slog through the deep snow with sorrow sitting so heavily on my shoulders.

			At our community building, Betty Hall, our staff lawyer, Russ, watched us drag ourselves in. “Are you two okay?” He hugged us.

			“We’re having a hard time as far as that goes,” Rennie said.

			“Do you want to talk legal stuff, or should we wait for a better time?”

			“Yikes, there probably will not be a better time for a good long while,” I said. “We will catch hell worse if we do not plan how to deal with the murderers.”

			“Precisely. Let’s go to the conference room. I’ll get the quartet to join us.” Russ picked up the phone.

			A moment later, Ma, Irene, Mabel, and Evelyn sat down next to us. They had become really close since Ma turned to them for advice about her new job as Neighborhood Association administrator. Gosh I am proud of Ma. She has come such a long way since she was the silent victim of her husband’s violence.

			Sylvia and Jason, our law interns, put their case folders on the table, sat down. Susie and Todd arrived, talking a mile a minute. “You’ve got a big story for us?” Susie said.

			“Does corn have kernels?” Russ said. “At least one.”

			Todd plugged the mic into his tape recorder. Susie grabbed her pad and pen.

			Teen Council members Li’l Mikey, Billy, Ruka, Barb, and my step-sister, Linda, joined us, as well as several other people active in the Neighborhood Association.

			Burt, the mill owner who supported us Creekers, came striding into the room, took the last seat at the table. “This is a rough time for all of us, but a little bit more good news should help us out. For the first time since World War II, women are working at General Grain! The first five female mill-hand trainees started Friday. They include Paulie’s friends Lori and Lola, and what great questions they’re asking! Me and my guys are impressed!”

			“What’re you paying them, Burt?” Susie said.

			“Two an hour during training, two-fifty and benefits after that.”

			“That is good news,” Mabel said. “Any of them Black?”

			“Two in this first group.”

			“Honey, you made my day!” Mabel said.

			“Russ, how are we going to fight back against the bosses for Fred’s death, as far as that goes,” Rennie said.

			“Three ways,” Russ said. “One: lawsuits. Two: coverage in the media about Fred. Three: run candidates for office in the June election. Just to update you first, we did file a suit for the Neighborhood Association against the City Assessor’s Office, demanding a reduction in real estate taxes to cover our expenses for the Fourth Grade Freedom Academy we’re running. Sylvia found a precedent for it, so we have a pretty good chance of winning.”

			“I hate to pile on more difficult news,” Russ said, “but we have to start more lawsuits. Sylvia, please tell us about the City Buildings Department.”

			“Just call me Alice!” Sylvia said. “Because I definitely feel like I’m in Wonderland when I talk with them. They say there are no standards for large retail stores in brick buildings with compound arch construction, so the permits have to be denied. Even though we comply with every one of their standards for retail stores.”

			“Russ, do ya think that Communal Association memo from Fat Cat Archibald Hastings-Dankworth is behind this?” I said.

			“Do roses have thorns?” Russ said. “Dankworth made it clear the bosses don’t want working people starting their own businesses. Sylvia, what’s your recommendation?”

			“This is illegal restraint of trade. We’ve already asked for an injunction under Minnesota anti-trust law, but we haven’t heard anything on it.”

			“What would an injunction do?” Ma said.

			“Force the Buildings Department to issue permits,” Sylvia said. “And keep them from stopping construction.”

			“Do we stop work until we have permits?” Evelyn said.

			“No. Way!” Rennie said. “That’s letting them win, yes it is.”

			“I think we need a phone survey on this one,” Ma said, “especially if we’re going to continue work without a permit. But let’s take a vote to see where we stand.” She looked around the room. “Alrighty! All hands on deck.”

			“Jason, tell us about the sealed lawsuits,” Russ said.

			“Just call me Alex,” Jason said. “Because I’m in Wonderland too. We have filed five lawsuits that are not on the court’s docket.” He held up his hand, counted off on his fingers. “One, the Flynn and Korhonen suit against Mrs. Elak for maiming Bonnie and Ruthie’s hands when she ‘disciplined’ them in her classroom.”

			Todd’s face got red. He stamped his foot.

			“Two, Paul’s libel suit against Nancy and the Gazette. Three, the Teen Council and Neighborhood Association libel suit against the Patriot for the ‘state-funded indoctrination center, stolen materials’ slur. Four, Ma, Russ, Harry, Bebee, and Gloria’s Journal libel suit for claiming they’re communists. Five, Paul and Karen’s libel suit of Pukari, Tewksbury, and the Hastings-Dankworths. That one would hold each of them liable for five million bucks for calling Karen a whore and Paul a pimp.”

			“Do we have receipts for the filing fees?” Sylvia said.

			“Yes, we do,” Jason said. “All the clerk would say is, ‘Those cases are sealed.’ I asked who sealed them, and the clerk said, ‘That information is in the sealed files.’ So I said, ‘Well, how do I petition to unseal them?’ She replied, ‘Address your petition to the official and or officials who sealed them.’ When I said, ‘But that information is in the sealed files!’ the clerk said, ‘I already told you that,’ and walked off.”

			“This is a big-ass problem!” Li’l Mikey said. “Who’s in charge of the courts? Can’t we sue them?”

			“They will just seal it!” I said.

			Todd jumped up, clapped his hands together. “Actually, the sealed court cases, the rail yard accidents, the libels against us by the big daily papers and that rightwing magazine, and Fred’s murder are part of the same problem. The rule of law is under attack. The bosses are doing anything they want, anytime they want. We have to raise a ginormous, loud, commotion. KPFP is already working on it. Susie, can you still get something in today’s People’s Free Press?”

			“Double check!” Susie said. “We left some space for last-minute news. Dad and my sister Shari are ready to roll the press soon as my team has the front- and back-page articles finished. We can do a doorbell distribution tonight.”

			“What’s that?” Burt said.

			“The delivery kids ring the doorbell, call out the headline when the door opens, hand the paper over, and say, ‘Urgent! Please read it now!’ ”

			“Let’s support that with a phone calling tree and CB radio announcements,” Billy said.

			“You folks are incredible!” Burt said.

			“Todd and I been talking with Harrison Barrow from the Hennepin Afro-American, Chester Moller of the Minneapolis Labor News, and Elżbieta Witkowski from KTCA-TV,” Susie said. “We’re all breaking Fred’s assassination story tonight. Of course, the big dailies are ignoring it.”

			“Sounds like a good plan,” Ma said. “Hit them with it all at once!”

			“It is! It is!” Burt said. “But we need national and international coverage to put even more pressure on the bosses. Remember when you publicly fed Walt and Joyce in defiance of a court order? How did you get the Associated Press there?”

			“I invited them,” Susie said, slapping her palm to her forehead. “But since the Journette stopped covering us—”

			“Journette?” Mabel said.

			“The two big dailies, Journal and Gazette. I haven’t called the news wires. Big mistake, huh?”

			“Don’t worry about it,” Billy said. “It’s easy to fix!”

			“I just don’t have the time anymore,” Susie said.

			Linda looked at Billy, eyebrows raised. He nodded. “We can do it. You told us how in leadership class,” Linda said.

			“I’ll work with you on it,” Irene said. “Just tell me what to do. All hands on deck? Yes! Let’s do it!”

			“Maybe we could get Lije and Águeda to write about us again,” Ruka said. “Like they did in LIFE magazine. There’s enough going on here for a dozen big articles.”

			“Great idea,” Barb said. “I’ll work with you.”

			“Anything else on the press for now?” Ma said. “No? So, tell me something. Who does the police chief answer to? And the courts? Who supervises them?”

			“The courts are supervised by the county commissioners,” Russ said. “Yeah, they’re elected. Any of you remember voting for them?”

			Everybody shrugged, shook heads.

			“That’s the problem,” Russ said. “Nobody thinks they’re important. Until they are! And the police chief? Well, he sort of reports to the Aldermen but not really. A little bird told me Dankworth hires, controls, and fires police chiefs.”

			“How does he do that?” Irene said. “Is that even legal?”

			“He buys politicians,” Burt said. “With campaign fund donations and gifts. He appoints non-elected officials and makes sure they can earn a lot of cash. But those politicians and officials have sold their souls to the devil, and what a demanding devil Mr. Dankworth is!”

			“Alrighty, you know how they did sit-ins down at the University to protest the war?” Ma said. “Why can’t we do that at the commissioner’s and alderman’s offices?”

			“Ma, they will have the cops shoot us,” I said. “Just like they did to Fred.”

			“Hang tight,” Ma said. “Suppose we don’t call them sit-ins. We go two or three at a time, and we schedule appointments. Lots of appointments. One after another. Keep calling until we get scheduled. Go there and give ’em hell. When are they up for reelection, Russ?”

			“Primaries are in June,” Russ said.

			“We’ll tell them we’ll primary them if they don’t make the courts and the police stop their shenanigans!” Ma said.

			“Awesome! But who is gonna run against them?” Li’l Mikey said.

			“How about Clarence for alderman? Ndidi for commissioner?” Ma said.

			“Holy buckets, Ndidi’s way too busy,” Rennie said.

			“Does it hurt to ask?” Ma said.

			“Mom’s busy, all right,” Ruka said. “But this might appeal to her.”

			“Ma, that’s an awesome idea,” Li’l Mikey said.

			“Which part, Mike?” Ma said.

			“All of it!” Li’l Mikey said. “Now let’s talk through the details.”

			Two hours later, we had a plan for our serial sit-in, another for recruiting candidates, a third for a press conference.

			“Paulie, Karen, can you do proofreading for a couple of hours?” Susie said. “We need help to get the front and back page done by deadline!”

			“Yes siree!” Rennie said.

			We walked down the corridor. Susie took out her keys.

			“Holy cowbops! The pressroom door is locked?” I said. “Why?”

			“There are some people here taking sick and vacation days off to help us,” Susie said. “Top secret. We don’t want just anyone barging in and seeing them. If you know them, don’t use their names or refer to their jobs, K?”

			“Heavy duty. I totally hear ya,” I said.

			I had never seen the pressroom full of people before. AWOL reporters from the Journette worked side by side with journalism students, housewives, and teenagers, clacking away on all ten typewriters. Pete, and Susie’s sister, Shari, were adjusting the press. In a corner, the insides of the paper were stacked in piles.

			“Last time,” Susie said, “we ran the whole paper at once and let the machine cut, fold, collate it all. This time, we waited on breaking news, so we have to hand-wrap the front and back page around the inside. Just let me bring some of the reporters up to speed based on our meeting. I’ll be back to you in a flash.”

			I looked around again, recognized Tom Hayes and Georgia Giordano from the Gazette, Kirby Kenworthy from TC-News Six, and Minnie Olander from Channel 8 Morning News.

			Would our Susie ever have learned so much so fast in that poor excuse of a high school? This is just breathtaking!

			Within minutes, Susie dropped a couple of stories in front of us, said, “Please read for grammar, spelling, and factual correctness.”

			We read, caught errors, read again, then reread the same stories set in type.

			“Ready for the darkroom!” Susie called out.

			She, Georgia, and Pete ran for darkroom two, then emerged fifteen minutes later carrying two large, thin sheets of metal with pictures of the front and back pages burned into them.

			Pete, Susie, and Shari clamped the metal plates onto the press, ran a few test copies. I grabbed one. At the top of the front page, it said, “ ‘Don’t mourn! Organize!—Joe Hill.’ People’s Free Press founded 1971 by Bobby Lund, Charlie Ward, and Susie Hakkala.”

			“We’re rolling!” Susie called out.

			Minutes later, a volunteer I didn’t know yet took a pile of printed pages, dropped them in smaller piles on the long, narrow collating tables. Everyone who wasn’t printing or cleaning up the darkroom rushed over, sat down, put papers together. Ambrose Anker and Susie’s thirteen-year-old sister Janet loaded them on red pull wagons.

			The phone rang. Susie picked up, listened, called out, “Portland Park is at the reception desk, needs 935 copies.”

			“We’ve got ’em!” Janet called out. She and Ambrose pulled two loaded wagons out the door.

			“On the way!” Susie said into the phone. “Denise, please tell them to distribute as soon after six as possible.”

			By five thirty, all forty-two neighborhoods where we had kids signed up to deliver People’s Free Press had gotten their copies.

			In the Teen Council Meeting Hall, Ron Svoboda was explaining to the Shingle Creek carriers how to do a doorbell distribution. “Try it like this, kids. ‘Extra! Extra! Beloved Park Superintendent Fred murdered by police. Cops lock up concertgoers, throw away key. Read about it now!’ Try it, Sheila.”

			Sheila said it, but she was kinda soft and quiet.

			“C’mon, Sheil!” Ellen Lund said. “I’ve heard you yell louder than that!”

			“Yeah, like really be angry about what they did to our Fred!” Walt said.

			Sheila thundered it out, looked pleased.

			“Remember, kids, there’s nothing about Fred in tonight’s Gazette!” Ron said.

			“Can I try again?” Sheila said. “Extra! Extra! Beloved Park Superintendent Fred murdered by police and the Gazette ain’t tellin’ ya. But People’s Press is! Read it now!”

			“That’s great, Sheila!” Tommy Hillilä said.

			Sheila was beaming.

			At six, my family switched from channel to channel on the TV. There was nothing on the news about Fred. At five after, KPFP radio had a fifteen-minute breaking news special, including sound bites from Todd’s tape. At 6:25, KTCA-TV had a twenty-minute special with Elżbieta Witkowski, the camerawoman, hosting. The film she showed of the police attack on us was terrifying. In her interview with Judge Woodruff, he very clearly said, “What the police did here was totally illegal.”

			At 6:45, Keanna announced, “KPFP, Twin Cities home of the Jill Frisk Quintet, presents Under Attack. The war against the working class in Shingle Creek.”

			Todd, who had interviewed a bunch of the gandy dancers, talked about their wage cut and the hazardous conditions in Camden Yard; the sudden, unexplained jump in property taxes; the sealed court cases; Fred’s murder; the closing of our Red Crow store; and the continual lies about us in the mainstream press, explaining how they were all part of an organized offensive. The way he used short interviews, facts, and several voices besides his own made it fascinating, even though I already knew the whole story.

			Early next morning, the twin couriers of evil were at it as usual. The Patriot screamed that I had admitted at a public meeting I planned to seize the parkland at Shingle Creek for a soviet-style collective farm run by slave labor. “Mäkinen and his minions are training nine-year-olds to be totally obedient workers at their so-called Freedom Academy. These poor kids have been seen shoveling snow on the hill in Shingle Creek Park at two in the morning, coatless, hatless, and crying while Mäkinen cracks a twelve-foot bullwhip.”

			A hill in Shingle Creek Park? Me with a whip? What will they make up next?

			The Journal had a front-page editorial that attacked Judge Woodruff for dismissing charges against the “Conga Rioters,” demanding Fred be tried for aiding and abetting “illegal” activity and the “rioters” be locked up for the next ten years. It mentioned a letter from Archibald Hastings-Dankworth and 229 unnamed “eminent civic leaders,” demanding Judge Woodruff be indicted for “obstruction of justice.” Nowhere did the Journal reveal Fred was murdered by the police.

			In Russ’s office, me, my sister Sandi, and Sylvia rehearsed for our forced testimony before the Minnesota Senate Civil Safety and Security Committee charging me with falsifying documents to get a draft deferment. We agreed on hand signals we could use if needed.

			When we arrived in the senate’s hearing room, I noticed an older woman sitting in the back row with a microphone almost buried in her shawl and wondered who she was.

			A few moments later, Sylvia marched in, right up to Senator Johnson. “Oh, Senator!” she said, shaking his hand. “I’ve so wanted to meet you!” She pulled an envelope out of her coat pocket with her other hand, dropped it on the dais in front of him, changed her voice. “You are served, sir!” She dropped his hand, turned, started walking away.

			“What the hell is this?” Senator Johnson said.

			“A complaint against you filed with Hennepin County Civil Court, Senator.”

			He took the papers out of the envelope, looked at them, shook his head. “What the hell does this have to do with me, little girl?”

			“You don’t know how to read, Senator? That’s so sad!” She walked across the room, served the complaint on Senate President Larsen.

			He threw the envelope at her and yelled, “You are engaged in activity forbidden in this building!”

			“Under what statute, Senator?” She caught the envelope, threw it back toward him so it landed on the floor. He had to bend down to pick it up. “Cite the statute, please, Senator!” she said, walking away and out the door.

			Senator Larsen, face bright red, stomped across the room and talked with Senator Johnson as they looked at the complaint. “Five million? Outrageous! How dare they?”

			“We’ll just refer this to counsel,” Senator Larsen said. “They’ll take care of it.”

			Both men left the room. Staff members scurried around. Half an hour later, the senators took their seats. Senator Johnson pounded a gavel. “I call to order this hearing of the Minnesota Senate Civil Safety and Security Committee, this twenty-second day of February in the year of our Lord 1972, at ten-oh-three in the morning, on the subject of Paul Mäkinen, residing at 4975 Knox Avenue North in Minneapolis. Mr. Mäkinen, do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and northing but the truth, so help you God?”

			“Yes. Do you, Senator?”

			“I am not the subject of the inquest here!”

			“Are ya sure of that, Senator?”

			“Mr. Mäkinen, this is a serious inquiry into your criminal behavior. We want to know exactly how you created a forged identity for a non-existent brother so you would get a draft deferment.”

			“And the name of this alleged non-existent brother is, Senator?”

			“Mark Mäkinen.”

			“Oh, him! Four years before I was born, I created a walking, talking human brother. And I didn’t even use the dust of the ground! Just snapped my fingers, there he was. Then, I went back to being unborn for another four years.”

			“Mr. Mäkinen, I shall have to hold you in contempt if you don’t answer my questions truthfully. We know you run a sophisticated forgery laboratory where you created fake photos of and documents for this supposed brother, down in the basement of the Shingle Creek Park warming room. We have witnesses to your felonious acts.”

			“Senator, may I remind ya that yah’re under oath?” I said.

			“I am not going to tolerate this.”

			I grinned. “Senator, the warming room at Shingle Creek Park is built on a cement slab. It does not now and never did have a basement.”

			“Mr. Mäkinen, how can you explain that the Ramsay County Vital Records Office has no record of a Mark Mäkinen?”

			“Who does yahr research for ya, Senator? One of yahr staff members? They were too lazy to drive to Minneapolis where Mark was born? Here are raised-seal, notarized copies of Mark Mäkinen’s birth and death certificates and a copy of my paid check for the record clerk’s fee. I enter this as exhibit A.”

			“I have to say, Mr. Mäkinen, you are an expert forger.”

			Four senators stood up. One of them said, “Senator Johnson, your party controls the senate by one vote. That does not allow you to lie and waste taxpayer money on a phony hearing designed to harass Mr. Mäkinen.”

			Senator Johnson stood up, shouted, “Are you calling me a liar?”

			I looked at Russ, pointed to myself.

			Russ bumped his fists together twice.

			“That’s exactly what I’m calling ya,” I said. “Under oath, and on the record.”

			“I call Sandi Mäkinen to testify,” Senator Johnson said.

			“Why are you trying to erase my brother Mark?” Sandi said, tears rolling down her cheeks. “Here is a photo of Mark’s grave in Ft. Snelling National Cemetery and a copy of Mark’s burial record certified by the cemetery and notarized.”

			“These are expertly done, but they are forgeries,” Senator Johnson said. “They taught you well in Moscow, Mr. Mäkinen.”

			“I have never been to Moscow!” I said, not grinning this time.

			“We have photos of you in Red Square, Mr. Mäkinen. Now, Miss Mäkinen, do you have any genuine documents that are not forgeries?”

			Sandi presented certificates, photographs, news clippings, and copies of Mark’s draft card, Service papers, and Social Security card. One by one, they were rejected as fakes.

			“Senator Johnson! What will the senate do to rein in the Minneapolis Police Department?” I said. “And stop them from murdering public officials like Fred Corwin?”

			“That’s not the topic here!”

			“I’m done hearing tall tales about yahr slanderous fantasy world, Senator,” I said. “Time to talk about saving the democracy ya swore to protect in yahr oath of office.” I pulled my clasped hands apart.

			Russ nodded, tapped his forefingers together.

			Senator Larsen, face looking like an angry beet, said, “Your forgeries will—”

			“I will see ya in court, Senator. Good day.” I stood up.

			“I hold you in contempt of—” The senator’s words faded as we left the room.
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			CHAPTER 2, GONNA STUDY WAR NO MORE!

			Tuesday-Friday, February 22-25, 1972

			In our Freedom Academy classroom, Bonnie, Mamie, Terri, Tess, and Kurt sat at a table with Joanna Pajari, our librarian, looking at a book called Writer’s Market and a copy of Bonnie’s My Mommy Questions poem, and her mom, Irene’s, poetic answer.

			“I get what a heading is,” Bonnie said. “But what’s a short biography?”

			“Just thirty words or so,” Joanna said.

			“Just writing about all my sisters would take hundreds!” Bonnie said.

			Joanna chuckled, put her arm around Bonnie’s shoulders. “All they want to know is who you are and where you’ve published.”

			“Like, Bonnie Korhonen is in fourth grade?” Mamie said.

			“But you have to tell them where, right?” Tess said.

			“At Freedom Academy in Shingle Creek, Minnesota?” Bonnie said.

			“That’s perfect,” Joanna said. “Now just say where you’ve been published.”

			“Everybody knows she was in LIFE magazine,” Terri said. “Why even say it?”

			“But not all the people reading Journal of American Poetry know it,” Joanna said. “They might not read LIFE.”

			“So, how about, her poems have been in Shingle Creek News and LIFE magazine?” Kurt said.

			“That works well,” Joanna said. “How else can you say ‘have been in?’ ”

			“Were published in,” Terri said.

			“Appeared in,” Tess said.

			“How’s this?” Bonnie said. “LIFE magazine and Shingle Creek News have published her poetry.”

			“All those work,” Joanna said. “Put them together the way you want, Bonnie.” She waited while Bonnie wrote.

			“Good! But what have you left out?” Joanna said after Bonnie read it aloud.

			All the kids looked puzzled, until Terri’s face lit up. “Bonnie, what about Mommy? She wrote the second poem, right?”

			Bonnie put her hands on her cheeks. “Sorry, Mommy!” she said. “Joanna, what do I say about who she is?”

			“She’s your mom,” Tess said.

			“She does stuff for the Shingle Creek Neighborhood Association,” Terri said.

			“Remember she told us about that, BonBon?” Mamie said.

			They talked. Wrote. Rewrote. Until Joanna said, “This looks good! Now let’s count the words.”

			“Thirty-seven,” Bonnie said. “Am I okay?”

			“Perfect!” Joanna said. She explained what else had to be in the letter, actually making a dull topic quite interesting just like Lucy, the Fourth Grade Freedom Academy teacher, does.

			When Bonnie sealed the envelope, licked the stamp, and put it on the corner, I felt my mood lift. Our Bonnie was going to be published in the best poetry magazine in the USA! I was so happy for her.

			I heard the phone in our office ring, sprinted to answer it.

			“A lady named Nora O’Farrell would like to see you,” Denise said. “Says she knows Todd. Says she has something you want. Send her in?”

			Who is that? A minute later, the lady with the microphone buried in her shawl walked into our office. “Paul, I’m Liam’s wife, Todd’s great-aunt, and an activist in my own right. I am so pleased to finally meet you! Can we have some bread and jam?”

			We shook hands, and I pulled my jammer from my pocket, switched it on. “Nora O’Farrell. This is a big-huge honor!”

			“You, your sister, and the young woman who served the papers at the hearing put on a great show today. Those poor fools were so distracted, they didn’t even see me, let alone try to stop me from recording. Todd’s going to play the tape on KPFP this afternoon. I thought you could use a copy for your lawsuit. That was pure genius, serving your complaint right before the hearing!” She handed me a cassette tape. “It’s a copy. You can keep it, use it in court.” She pointed to a framed color photo of me, Sandi, and Mark. “That’s your brother?”

			“The day he came home to visit after basic training. Only time we ever saw him in uniform.”

			“You all have the same amazing yellow eyes! He looks like you both.”

			“Nope! That is actually a wax dummy from that famous museum in Europe, Madame Tussaud’s. Senator Johnson told me so.”

			She laughed long and loud. “That’s rich! You’re going to win in court, you know.”

			“If they ever allow the case to be heard.”

			“Sooner or later they’ll have to. But now, I have a favor to ask of you. Can I interview you for a KPFP special on how activists can create something from nothing, like you did here at Shingle Creek?”

			“We made something from nothing?” I rubbed my chin, thought for a moment. “Yup! I guess we did. Sure, roll the tape!” I did not even know I had so many ideas until she got me talking by asking questions that really made me think.

			More than an hour later, she said, “Great ideas, great material. Paul, we have enough for a lot more than that one show.”

			My phone rang. Daniel, one of our senior recreation staffers, sounded very upset. “We need you at the warming room right now!”

			“On my way!” I said, excused myself, shook hands with Nora, gave the hearing tape to Russ on the way out, jogged across 49th Avenue, up Morgan, to the park. I saw the problem the moment I opened the warming room door. Two Communal Association agents sat on the cement bench. The nine- and eleven-year-old groups stood silent, staring at them.

			“Can I help you?” I said to them.

			“We just want to sit here and warm up.”

			“He doesn’t mean warm up,” nine-year-old Bobby Lund said. “He means spy. And say nasty things about the girls.”

			“Yah’re not welcome here. Please leave now!” I held the door open for them, gestured toward it.

			“They’re making us feel unsafe,” Tess said, “talking about how we’re going to have nice boobies someday. Like the time Duane Pukari tried to kidnap our Peggy.”

			“And they made our Sheila cry,” eleven-year-old Tommy Hillilä said. “Like Duane did to my sister Darlene.”

			“Ya have ta leave! Now!” I said.

			The agents sat, stone-faced, unmoving. “This is a public place, sonny boy,” one of them said to me.

			“Daniel, Laura, Barb! Gather whatever you need for this afternoon’s programs. We are going to Betty Hall.”

			The kids helped pack stuff up, got their coats. I locked the office and the gym room. Everyone but me and the agents left.

			“We do not allow child molestation here. For the children’s safety, I am officially closing this facility until further notice. Ya have ta leave. Now!”

			“We’re staying right here!” the brown-haired one said.

			“Fine! I will just lock ya in. See ya later, grazies. Much later!”

			“Grazies?” the black-haired agent said. “What does that mean?”

			“Crazy men who sit in gray cars and harass hard-working people.”

			I took out my keys, walked toward the door. They got up, grumbling, and walked outside. I locked the door, started walking back toward Betty Hall. They followed me. At the entrance to Betty Hall, I said, “Stop! Right there! This is not a public place. Yah’re not allowed in there.”

			They followed me inside.

			I jogged to our office, picked up the CB radio mic, paged our community police lieutenant, Gordy Walden, went back to the Teen Council Meeting Hall, saw the bunch of silent, angry kids staring at the grazies again.

			“Hang tight, kids! We are gonna handle this in a heartbeat.”

			“I still say that little cutie has nice tits budding out,” the black-haired grazy said, pointing at Sheila.

			“Bastard!” Sheila yelled and started crying. “Just like my father.”

			Barb ran to Sheila, held her, talked to her.

			Greta, Becky, Ellen, and Walt formed a circle around Sheila and Barb. Tommy Hillilä strode right up to Black-Hair, yelled, “Stop your nastiness,” and kicked his shins hard.

			“I’m going to kill that little shit!” Black-Hair yelled, clutching his legs.

			A double circle of kids surrounded Tommy.

			“You touch that kid, or any kid, I’ll put your head up your ass!” Laura said.

			“She’s a karate black belt,” Bobby Lund said. “Better not mess with her!”

			“Put a lid on it, Rex!” Brown-Hair yelled. “Or else.”

			We heard a siren outside, brakes screeching, a car door slam. Lieutenant Gordy strode into the room, right up to the grazies. “Gentlemen, you have been asked to leave. This is private property.”

			The grazies pulled out wallets, showed badges.

			“Don’t bother me with those counterfeits,” Gordy said. “You have no legal authority of any kind. You are not cops.”

			“We’re deputies and—”

			“Deputies, my foot! You have ten seconds to leave, or I’ll arrest you for trespassing.”

			“And child molestation!” Laura yelled.

			“Just try it!” the brown-haired grazy said.

			“Daniel, Laura! Tough guy here needs some love,” Gordy said.

			They put Brown-Hair in a tight bear hug. Laura stood on his shoes with her Doc Parton boots clamping them to the floor.

			“You’re never going to get away with this!” Brown-Hair yelled. “We’ll have you fired!” He tried to break free, could not even move his legs.

			Black-Hair lunged at Gordy, who sidestepped, grabbed his arm, twisted, turned, and sent him flying. The kids gasped as Gordy sat on the guy, snapped handcuffs on, then cuffed Brown-Hair. The room filled with cheers and applause, then a chant, “Bad dude, Gordy! Bad dude, Laura! Bad dude, Paulie! Bad dude Daniel!” and applause again.

			Gordy, Laura, and I walked the grazies to the squad car. We eased them into the back seat, closed the doors. Gordy drove off.

			Back in the Teen Council Meeting Hall, the kids were talking a mile a minute. Laura, Daniel, and I answered dozens of their questions.

			John Bruno, a tall, tough kid Walt had finally persuaded to join the Elevens two weeks ago, listened intently but said nothing until the very end. “If anyone makes our Sheila—or anyone else—feel bad like that again, I’m gonna show them some bear hug love until they apologize. Then, I’ll tell them why it’s not right and they better not do that again.”

			Laura shook hands with him. “Well said, John. I’m really glad you’re with us!”

			Afterward, Laura told me John had been almost totally silent since he started coming to the Elevens and had never talked with her, just listened. “He took everything in,” she said. “Gol! What an amazing kid!”

			Wednesday morning at 8:30, Rennie met me at Club Nicollet for our press conference about Fred and the attack on Shingle Creek. “Holy buckets, Paulie, I should’ve been there with you yesterday at the senate, but I had some exams, ‘n’ Greg was jealous ’cause I haven’t been spending as much time with him as usual ‘n’ I was so tense I just needed to be with him for the night, but this morning when I told him I wouldn’t see him for a few days, he was sulking ‘n’ that’s his problem but it makes me crazy, yes it does.” She leaned her shoulder against mine.

			I took her hand. “I wish it was not so complicated for ya. For me. For the two of us. I am not jealous, but I sure missed ya. I have so much to tell ya about yesterday!” I talked almost as fast as Bonnie thinks until Arden Winchester opened the press conference.

			“Good morning. This is the first time Club Nicollet has hosted a press conference. But what happened in the last few weeks here in Minneapolis is such a danger to American democracy, I felt we had to do this. Please open your ears, eyes, and mind. Now let me present our hosts, Teen Councilwoman Belinda M. Frisk and Teen Councilman William R. Anderson from Shingle Creek.”

			Belinda? Since when?

			Billy and Linda started with the facts. The history of police harassing conga players and listeners at Portland Park. Judge Havemeyer’s injunction forbidding the police persecution. Judge Jeppesen’s ruling that dancing was not illegal in Minneapolis parks and issuing tickets for it was malpractice. The beating and arrest of Judge Haddad’s court officer, who was investigating police malpractice at Portland Park. And the court documents about all of this in the press information packet.

			“All this was bad enough,” Billy said. “But even after Judge Havemeyer’s injunction, the police raided and shut down a Park Board sponsored conga concert at Portland Park.”

			“The police lieutenant claimed it was an illegal gathering,” Linda said. “But it broke no laws, violated no rules or regulations.”

			“KTCA-TV reporter Elżbieta Witkowski was there with her camera,” Billy said. “She actually recorded the assassination of our Parks superintendent, Fred Corwin.”

			“KPFP radio reporter Todd Flynn recorded the audio,” Linda said.

			“You have both the audio and the film in the packet we gave you,” Billy said. “Elżbieta, would you tell us what happened?”

			“I had a feeling something bad was about to occur. So I stood on a chair to get a good view. Let’s roll my film first, then Todd Flynn’s tape.”

			Rennie wrapped her arm around mine, took my hand, leaned against me. By the end of the tape, we were both sobbing. Reporters took photos of us.

			“Miss Witkowski, how did you keep the police from grabbing your camera, taking your film?” an Associated Press reporter asked.

			“I scooted right out the door and ran like a bat out of hell through deep snow, saw Todd Flynn from KPFP and Susie Hakkala from People’s Free Press following me, yelled, ‘Come on, jump in my van. Let’s get the hell out of here.’ ”

			“Mr. Flynn, how did you get Judge Woodruff to make such a strong statement?” the Wall Street Journal reporter said.

			“The judge was very angry about the police behavior that had just flooded his courtroom with handcuffed concert-goers, including little kids, none of them with arrest papers. He was livid that Superintendent Corwin had been killed. I had already turned on my recorder when he called out to me. You heard him beg me to record him. I know it’s highly unusual for a judge to make a statement like that, so I called him the next day, offered to edit his statement out of my tape. He said ‘No! I stand by what I said.’ ”

			“Councilman Anderson, Councilwoman Frisk,” a reporter from the New York Times said, “did the Minneapolis Gazette and Journal know about the brewing problems with the police?”

			“Yes, our press coordinator, Councilwoman Susie Hakkala, called them and hand delivered news releases to their office.”

			Perrine Fournier from Agency France-Presse asked what other issues the Shingle Creek community was facing.

			“Paul Mäkinen, chair of the Teen Council, can best answer that,” Linda said.

			I went up to the dais, took a deep breath, talked about the war on working people in Shingle Creek and Portland Park. Suddenly, there were a dozen mics in front of me. As I talked, Rennie, Billy, Linda, and Todd kept nodding. When I was finished, Perrine Fournier asked if she could visit Shingle Creek. I gave her my card, invited all the reporters to see us at the park and also to cover the combined funeral for the six boys killed in ’Nam.

			“Mr. Mäkinen,” the United Press International reporter said, “in your support packet, you have a copy of a confidential memo from Archibald Hastings-Dankworth and Clyde Gremling to Police Chief Jensen and other parties. How did you get it?”

			I rubbed my chin. “Well, I have ta say, we have confidential sources just like journalists do.”

			“How do you know it’s a legitimate copy of an actual memo?”

			“Every time we get a copy of a Communal Association memo or letter, whatever is mentioned happens pretty quickly afterward.”

			“So you’re saying that Mr. Hastings-Dankworth and Mr. Gremling ordered the police chief to raid the conga concert and shoot Mr. Corwin?”

			“Do lions have bloody fangs and claws after a kill, sir?”

			“So you’re saying that memo was a direct order?”

			“I am saying exactly what I said. No more, no less.”

			“How much do you pay your sources, Mr. Mäkinen?”

			“Not a cent, sir! They send me things anonymously. I have not met them. Besides, paying sources is flat-out unethical. Probably illegal. We believe in the rule of law.”

			“Okay, Gilbert, my turn now,” the Washington Post reporter said to the United Press guy.

			I stepped down from the dais, sat next to Rennie again.

			“Mr. Mäkinen, Miss Ahlberg, how did Fred Corwin’s death impact you?”

			Rennie began crying again. “Fred Corwin was our dear friend, our inspiration.”

			Tears rolled down my cheeks. “How do I even explain? He helped me every step of the way, like…like…the father I never had. I do not know what I will do without him. Ya just cannot believe cops would kill a man like Fred.”

			“Not here, in America,” Rennie shook her head. “No, not here.”

			On the drive back to Shingle Creek, the four of us were quiet. The air felt thick with grief. Finally, I said, “Can we change the channel? I know I could use a few moments of joy, because we are headed into a big-huge sea of sorrow at the funeral. That okay with ya?”

			“Fine with me,” Linda said.

			“Holy buckets, yes! But how, Paulie-Paul?”

			“Well, Linda and Billy, ya sure as heck did a tip-top job putting together the press conference in record time.”

			“No big deal,” Billy said.

			“Big-time big deal ‘n’ you got fourteen reporters there from big publications ‘n’ wait until the Communal Association sees that, ‘n’ besides, it will really help us get court cases unsealed, yes siree!”

			“But if we did such a great job,” Billy said, “why did we have to ask Paul to answer the big question?”

			“Because ya knew what ya needed help with. But if it were not for the two of ya, there would have been no question for me to answer. And that information packet ya gave out was true genius in bloom! If the press writes about those issues, can the courts ignore them? Wanna answer that question, Belinda M?”

			Rennie grinned. “Since when, Belinda, do you have a far-out formal name that you’ve kept hush-hush forever, as far as that goes?”

			Billy chuckled. Linda turned beet red.

			“May I remind ya, Ms. Belinda M. Frisk, yah’re under oath?”

			“Well, it’s not fair! Billy has William and a middle initial, so he has his bases covered. Why can’t I?”

			“All right then, I think it’s really cute ‘n’ stuff, but can we call you Belinda to be formal ‘n’ what does the M stand for?”

			“Um, Marianne, but I never go by that. Belinda M. is my professional name, so please don’t call me that in day-to-day talk.”

			“I hear ya. I sure as heck will not until the next time I have ta introduce ya at a press conference. Except for this. Three cheers for a job well done, William R. Anderson and Belinda M. Frisk!”

			Rennie turned on the radio to WCCO, and Apollo 100 filled the car with the sound of their hit, “Joy.”

			“Can ya believe that?” I said. “They knew we needed some.”

			“I think it’s a sign and a signal we’re groovin’ up for better times,” Linda said.

			The four of us sang along to one hit song after another all the way back to Jericho Church in Shingle Creek.

			“I feel so much more ready for this now,” Billy said.

			Inside, at the front of the church, six families were gathered around the coffins of their beloved boys, trying desperately to get some comfort by talking to them.

			Pastor Broadwater stepped up to me, gave me a Carleton-style hug. “I had some volunteers clear snow off the lawn, set up speakers outside, case we get an overflow crowd. Daniel’s bringing chairs from the park. The small trash can you asked for is next to the microphone.”

			Perrine Fournier from Agency France-Presse arrived in a taxi, and the Associated Press reporter drove up soon after. Lucy and Laura came walking along the street with The Nines. Daniel pulled in, the trunk and back of his car full of folding chairs from the warming room. The Nines carried chairs, set them up, singing as they worked. Both journalists took photos. While I planned our speech with Rennie, the wind died down, the sun liberated itself from behind a cloud. Daniel came back with another carload of chairs. The Nines sang again, went inside, one by one hugged Jeffie, who had just lost his big brother Roy, then sat in their reserved row.

			Inside, the church was full. Through the open doors, we could see people sitting outside, others standing behind them.

			Rennie and I went up to the stage with Jeffie. Tears streamed down his cheeks.

			The room went silent.

			Jeffie held my hand tighter than a lock wrench. “My brother Roy, this is my last chance to talk with you. You always believed in me when I needed you most. Even when my teachers called me dumb, you didn’t. You talked to me, helped me do things that made me feel smart. Like the dollhouse you showed me how to make Cousin Bethie for her fourth birthday. I wanted real shingles on it, so you got scraps from the roofing factory, showed me how to cut them, glue them on. And told me dumb people can’t do that, so I was not dumb. When I had trouble in school, you blamed the teachers. And you were right, Roy. When I got glasses, I could read books just like you said. The school wouldn’t listen to you, Roy. But me, I’ll remember every word you said. Forever.”

			Jeanette came up onto the stage, hugged Jeffie. “The Nines love you, Jeffie.” She led him, still crying silently, to his seat, sat next to him, held him.

			“Roy Gulbrandsen, Dennis Brekke, Timothy Clausen, you are our boys,” Rennie said. “They have taken you from us. We will not forget.”

			“Kenneth Walsh, Douglas Viklund, Terence Berg, you too are our boys,” I said. “We will never forget who ya were, what ya did.”

			“Timothy, we remember when Monya Pedersen’s cat climbed that icy tree and couldn’t get down,” Rennie said. “We never could figure out how you scooted up like you had suction cups for feet and brought Tiger to safety.”

			“Terence,” I said, “we remember how ya used to go up the Creekside Trail and play yahr harmonica in private. We never told ya that a bunch of us would sneak up right close to ya, sit there and listen. Those were good times, Terrence. We will miss ya!”

			“Dennis, you weren’t much older than us,” Rennie said. “But you taught many of us how to ice skate when we were kids, ‘n’ you were so patient, especially when I kept falling ‘n’ crying ‘n’ we wish you were here to teach our younger brothers and sisters.”

			Rennie and I shared more memories about each guy. Then, she said, “Paulie, they’re murdering working people, strikers, protesters.”

			“They have done it again and again for years,” I said. “In 1932, the government promised unemployed veterans bonuses. ‘Sure, ya can have them, but ya have ta wait thirteen years. What? Yah’re hungry now? Too bad. Ya cannot camp out here in Washington. Go home!’ The vets would not leave, so the army shot at them and killed William Hushka and Eric Carlson.”

			“Say their names,” Rennie said. “William Hushka, Eric Carlson.”

			The crowd chanted their names.

			“In 1934,” Rennie said, “the Teamsters Union fought a long, bitter strike. Minneapolis cops fired on the picketers. Henry Ness and Jack Belor died.”

			“Say their names,” I said.

			The crowd chanted their names.

			“In 1969,” I said. “Darlene Hillilä, just fifteen years old. Viewed as a toy, a plaything, by a bossman’s wealthy nephew. Forcibly drugged, raped, and made pregnant. Took her own life.”

			“Say her name!” Rennie said.

			The crowd chanted.

			“In 1970,” Rennie said, “Alison Krause, Jeffrey Miller, Sandra Scheuer, William Schroeder demonstrated for peace at Kent State University in Ohio. Shot dead by the National Guard.”

			“Say their names,” I said.

			The crowd chanted.

			“In 1972,” I said. “Roy Gulbrandsen, Dennis Brekke, Timothy Clausen, Kevin Walsh, Douglas Viklund, Terrence Berg, forced into the army to kill and be killed in ’Nam.”

			“Say their names,” Rennie said.

			The crowd chanted.

			“Why? Why?” I said. “Why do we send our boys around the world to kill people? Just to make big profits for the war machine? Are we going to finally say, no! No more?”

			“Say it loud!” Rennie said.

			“No! No more! No! No more!” the crowd chanted.

			“Now, finally we are saying no! No more!” I said. I took a card from my shirt pocket. “This is my draft card. Yes, I do have a sole surviving son’s deferment. But I do not want a symbol of the war machine in my pocket anymore.”

			Two reporters ran up to the front, cameras aimed at me.

			I tore the card into bits, dropped them into the little trash can. “This is an official notice to my draft board. I am laying down my weapons. Gonna study war no more!”

			From the choir platform, Charlie, Louie, Daniel, Ruka, Bobby, and Diane sang out, “I’m gonna lay down my sword and shield, down by the riverside, down by the riverside, I ain’t gonna study war no more.”

			The pianist joined in. Soon everyone inside and out was singing.

			Coffins were carried out to hearses. Banners that said, “Stop the War—Bring Our Boys Home,” were attached to cars. A long drive down to Fort Snelling National Cemetery where the six boys, childhood friends, were buried next to each other. Jeanette held a No More War! sign with one hand, Jeffie’s hand with the other.

			Afterward, half the caravan headed to the Brooklyn Center Draft Board. Rennie, Ma, Clara, Linda, Billy, and I went to Northeast with the other half. When we arrived at the Pulaski Park Draft Board with almost two hundred Creekers, Sherry, the thirteen-year-old who had organized the demonstration, had more than a hundred middle school friends picketing and singing, “And into plowshares beat their swords, nations shall learn war no more.”

			Soon, a parade of high schoolers appeared on the street, hundreds and hundreds of them. The crowd filled the entire avenue in front of the draft board building, forcing cars to take a detour. Standing on a wood box, holding a battery-powered megaphone, Sherry organized people to go inside the office three at a time to demand the draft board close down right now. The presidents of the middle and high school student organizations gave speeches.

			Holding Jeffie’s hand, Lucy whispered in Sherry’s ear a moment. Sherry nodded. She and Lucy helped Jeffie climb onto the wooden box.

			“My brother Roy, we just got back from his funeral. Killed in ’Nam. No more war! Say his name. Roy Gulbrandsen.”

			“Roy Gulbrandsen,” the crowd chanted. “No more war! No more war!”

			Susie, Todd, Elżbieta, Harrison, Chester, and the Associated Press reporter took photos and interviewed Jeffie, Sherry, and her friends. The Journette was nowhere to be found.

			“We’re going to be here every Wednesday at lunchtime,” Sherry said to the crowd. “Why?”

			The crowd chanted, “No more war! No more killing! Remember Roy!”

			“Now, let’s us all go back to school,” Sherry said, “tell the teachers what we learned here!”

			Back at Shingle Creek, Rennie and I stopped in at Russ’s office.

			“Meet Roland Kraus, our new intern. Tell them about court today, Rollie.”

			Rollie clasped his hands over his head. “Judge Havemeyer ordered the Building Department to issue permits for the Worker’s Market. He made it clear he didn’t like what we’re doing. But he said Buildings acted illegally and he would not tolerate that.”

			“All. Right. Then!” Rennie said and did her little step dance. “Did you let Ronan and the stores committee know ‘n’ stuff?”

			“Do trains have wheels?” Russ said.

			“Strange guy, that judge,” Rollie
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