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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.

		

	
		
			Why I Wrote This Book

			From 1971 to 1974, I was the Recreation Director for Shingle Creek Park in North Minneapolis. It had a 20 by 30-foot ice-skater’s warming room in which I was challenged to run recreation programs for the neighborhood’s huge number of kids and teens.

			A small Black enclave in this community, founded around World War I, was later surrounded by White families. Everyone in the community was working class. Many of the homes were poorly built on concrete slabs, without basements and with small rooms. Families with as many as eight kids were not uncommon.

			While working toward my mandate from the Minneapolis Parks and Recreation Board to organize the community to support funding for a large recreation center, I got to know and become friends with a lot of neighborhood residents. What struck me then was the hopelessness, fury, and fear shared by almost everyone over the age of twelve. The future looked utterly grim to them. I could not figure out why. I thought about that question for long afterward.

			When I read more about American labor history, I realized the implications of the stagnant wages and steadily increasing inflation in the seventies. Only a few factories had yet to ship their machinery overseas, or to Mexico, leaving American workers stranded. But the handwriting was on the wall. Everyone in that blue-collar community saw it and felt it.

			No wonder the people of Shingle Creek were angry then. They were terrified! Unions had lost their power. Their legacy was largely forgotten. There was no obvious escape from what seemed like looming disaster. Radio commentators were predicting bread would soon be a buck a loaf at a time when the minimum wage was only $1.63.

			My novelist’s mind went round and round. Were Creekers doomed to utter poverty? Would racism further divide Black and White neighbors? Were the angry, scared White residents destined to become right-wingers?

			At that point, my imagination was off and running. What if a park director wiser than me had asked the teens who hung out at the Park, “What do you want to see here?” And what if they’d told him, “Open night gym at the junior high school. A running team for teens. Crafts classes. Storytelling for little kids. Homework help.”

			So this imaginary park director organized a Teen Council. Gave the teens responsibility for running park programs. And paid them for their time, in a neighborhood where jobs for teens were non-existent.

			What if one of the teens found out that Black kids in the community didn’t feel safe at their park? And convinced her life-long pals to invite Black kids to be friends and join the Teen Council? And these Black and White friends became inseparable?

			And what if this new park director had gotten the teens to ask adults, “What do you want to see here?” Used counseling techniques to help the teens and adults work together? And they took the first small steps toward empowering the community?

			That’s what happened in my imaginary Shingle Creek right before this book starts. So please join me as I spin the tale about teens in a blue-collar neighborhood starting to build a community that works for “ordinary” people. And uncovers and reconstructs their union heritage in the process. 

			It’s a heart-warming story that’s the perfect remedy for dystopian depression.

			 

			David R. Yale

			New York, 2023

		

	
		
			Chapter 1, How Do I Shovel Rain?

			Tuesday, May 25, 1971

			The bastard woke me up. I was dreaming Jill decided not to live with Joe. I could not imagine why. Made no sense, even in a dream, for her to choose me over him. But she had her arms around me, huge hazel eyes looking at me.

			“Paulie, it’s you I really love,” she said, kissing my face again and again. 

			I was crying ’cause I have loved her ever since we were five years old. But my father, Edward, whacked me across the mouth with a thick envelope, smashing my dream to bits.

			“Get up, lazy ass! They’re finally going to make a real man out of you,” he yelled, spit flying everywhere and his face twisted in an angry mask. He stamped his foot. “Open that envelope!”

			I sat up and tore the end off, then pulled out my army draft notice.

			“Hey, smartass with the big ideas, get dressed! I’m driving you to your physical right after breakfast.”

			Across the room, my brother Mark’s bed had been empty four years now, except for his army uniform neatly laid out and the folded flag that had been on his coffin under a clear plastic slipcover. Out the window over his bed, I saw white smoke coming from the bug spray factory mixing with the roofing plant’s black fumes. The stench of rotten eggs blending with a fresh asphalt odor made me cough.

			I got up and faced Edward. “Ya want me to die just like Mark. Is that what ya want, Edward? Really?”

			Mildread, my mother, stood in the doorway. “You have to be brave, Paul. You have to serve like Mark. It’s your duty, son.” Her voice was harsh, loud like my father’s.

			“Duty? What does that even mean?” I said.

			“To serve your country,” Edward said, banging his fist on my dresser. “No son of mine’s going to wimp out.”

			“Ya forgot Mark’s letter to me? ‘If they call ya, do not go, Paulie! Nothing makes sense here. Just killing for the sake of killing. Yeah, I made a mark on the world all right. A big blood stain, a path of pain, no way to make it right again. Do not go, Paulie. No matter who says what.’ ”

			Edward slapped me across the face. “You damned well are going.”

			“I will not go kill people.”

			He lifted his arm to hit me again. I grabbed it, spun him around, flipped him onto Mark’s bed. He jumped to his feet, dukes up. I knew I could beat him, but I did not want to fight. That would not solve anything.

			Mildread screamed so loud I thought the windows would shatter. “How dare you put your hands on your father? Get out! Out! You don’t live here anymore!”

			“Out! Now!” my father yelled, face bright red.

			“Yah’re throwing me out?”

			“Fake! Phony!” my father said. “You think that two-bit job you got playing with kids makes you Mr. Hotshot? You’re throwing away your only opportunity to make a man of yourself, learn how to earn a paycheck. One last chance. The army, or get out.”

			“I am not joining the army.”

			“I told you once, I’ll tell you again,” Edward said. “You’ll end up in prison yet. You don’t deserve to have a home. Get out!”

			“In my pajamas?”

			My father pointed toward the door. “Get dressed and go! Now! Move!”

			I put on clean underwear and socks, my good slacks and shoes, a shirt I had ironed the night before, and my only jacket, then shoved my tie in the pocket.

			“A tie?” Edward said.

			“Have a big meeting this afternoon.”

			“Yeah, Mr. Too-Big-for-His-Britches. I’m sure you do.”

			My pajamas folded under my arm, I went outside.

			“Don’t come back. Ev-er!” Edward said.

			I turned toward him. “I sure as heck will not, Deadwood.” I had been too scared to call him that to his face before. But it described him perfectly. He never had an original thought he had ever told me.

			He just stood, staring at me, mouth wide open.

			I threw my pajamas on the back seat, slammed the door on my ’61 Ford Falcon, and drove to Shingle Creek Park, let myself into the warming room, sat down, and looked up at the big, framed photos of Jill, our first Teen Council president, and Joe, the first park director. I cried, at first just tears, then great heaving, loud sobs.

			If anyone saw me, the new park director, crying my eyes out, they would know I am bogus. Joe was the genuine thing. Before he arrived a little over a year ago, nothing happened here. No activities, no fun. Banned from the warming room, me and my friends hung out in the men’s toilet, talking, smoking weed, getting drunk. None of us had hope or plans. But Joe, a grown man, a college graduate, had changed all that. It was Joe who started the Teen Council that turned things around here.

			And me? Still a teenager, now homeless with a draft notice in my pocket, and no idea what I was doing. Everyone knew I was a fraud. I was not the real Paul Mäkinen, even if I was on the Teen Council for a year. No wonder the girl I wanted to marry would be living with Joe.

			I wept until my tears were used up. It was the first time I had cried since we were thirteen and Jill told me she could not be my girlfriend. I thought I had forgotten how.

			Wiping my eyes with my handkerchief, I noticed somebody had finally posted a note on the Teen Achievement Wall:

			Major General Lafayette helped the colonists 
win the revolutionary war—at age 19!

			You are the leader here! Better go wash yahr face. Neaten yahrself up, go eat, get on with yahr day. People are counting on ya. Ya cannot let them down. No matter what yahr parents did. Ya have ta put on a brave face for the meeting with the Parks superintendent and Karen. Ya do not want to upset Karen. She relies on ya. Even if ya wish she did not.

			I put my tie on, drove to Camden Café down a mile on the other side of the tracks, and ate breakfast, trying to ignore the fear in the pit of my stomach. Then I drove to the hospital downtown.

			Just three days ago, Roger Tornquist, a fifteen-year-old tough guy, had attacked Jill on the Creekside Trail in the park because he had a grudge against her. He had not expected she could defend herself. She beat the living crap out of him. Roger was in the hospital’s prison ward. Jill was somewhere in Iowa, on a bus to San Francisco, headed to live with Joe.

			How can I go visit Roger? I should not! It is disloyal to Jill after what he tried to do to her! But I have ta. Because Roger is a lot like me, with harsh, hateful parents. He has not gotten any breaks in life. But I have. Because of Jill Frisk, her ma, and Joe. But Roger? Rage is tearing him apart. Who is going to help him? Joe tried. Now it is up to me. I am sorry, Jill. I am so confused!

			Lying in a hospital bed, Roger looked very young. And terrified. He was pale, his eyes bloodshot.

			“Hello, Roger. How are ya doing?”

			He looked at me but said nothing. Jill had hit him in the Adam’s apple with a karate chop.

			“Can ya talk, Roger? Do ya know who I am?”

			He was silent.

			“Did any doctors or nurses talk with ya about yahr voice?”

			He shook his head. His face was blank.

			I paced back and forth in the aisle in front of his bed.

			“Why you here?” he finally croaked.

			“Ah, ya been here, what? Three days? Anyone else visited? Family? Friends?”

			He shook his head, covered his face.

			“Gosh, that is not right, Roger. That is why I am here. I care. Ya matter to me.”

			“Why?”

			“Sorta my religion, I guess. I just…care about people.”

			No matter what I said, he remained silent. I squeezed my chin hard, something I do when I am nervous, as I talked to him anyway, telling him all about the 1950 Studebaker Champion I saw at the Vali-Hi Drive-In.

			“Ya ever see a car like that, Roger? Looks like it has a propeller on front and could just fly away! Must be pure joy to drive.”

			His eyes widened.

			“This one had 105,000 miles on it. The owner repainted it Viper Red. Ya know, those flat-head six engines run forever. The guy started it up and did it ever purr! No automatic, though. Good old three on the tree.” I went on and on about that car. Told him about the movie I had seen with my best friends, Li’l Mikey Blecher and Dozer Walden. Just talked and talked. He seemed to be drinking it in like he was parched. A little after one, I said, “Have ta go now. I will come back tomorrow, okay?”

			He nodded.

			I stepped to his bedside and put out my hand.

			He shook it.

			There was barely enough time to grab lunch before I drove back to North Minneapolis and pulled up in front of the high school, just as everyone started pouring out. It was easy to spot Karen. The shortest one there, she looked like a little kid. Her friends knew not to mess with her. Like Jill, she had taken the park’s self-defense class for women. When a grown man twice her size had attacked her, she’d decked him.

			A big smile lit up her face when she saw me. She opened the door, jumped in. “Paulie!”

			I felt myself relax a little bit. Karen had a way of doing that.

			Now remember, Paavali–that’s my Finnish name that I call myself in my head–ya cannot tell her about Roger. Ya cannot tell her about yahr draft notice. Ya cannot tell her about getting thrown out. Keep focused on our meeting. This is our big chance.

			“Hey, Karen! How was school today?”

			“Bore-ring! So, Barb sure was right ‘n’ you fixed this old car up really nice plus it has the optional 2.8-liter engine, yes it does,” she said, sounding like a run-on sentence as usual.

			“Yup!” I said. “Six extra horses! Ya know what sub-model it is?”

			“Two-tone option, three on the tree.”

			“Yup, that. But it is also a mahrove-rove car.”

			“What? Why?” she said, mouth wide.

			“It sounds like that. Heard it the moment I first drove it.”

			“You’re so silly! And that’s just one reason I like you so much, you know, but what happened to your fender?”

			“Mildread scraped it. Said she did not. But there is white paint on her car and blue on mine. Least she could do is apologize.” I banged my hand down on the steering wheel.

			“Who’s Mildread?”

			“My mother. I call my parents by their first names. Mildread and Deadwood…er, Edward. Always did. Never seemed like real parents to me. Kinda like strangers who let me live there ’cause they have ta.”

			“Oh, do I ever know what you mean!”

			“You too?”

			She patted my hand. “Yeah. Me too, Paulie.”

			I could not believe how that calmed me.

			She looked right at me, eyes wide, like two blue flames. “Your fender, I could help paint it ‘n’ in two afternoons we’d have it done ‘n’ holy buckets, I’d enjoy doing that with you, like with five reallys.”

			“That would be boss! If ya let me return the favor somehow.”

			“Deal. I’ll call Barb ‘n’ see if we can work at her parents’ shop…Saturday?”

			Does she wanna be my girlfriend? She is very smart and nice, but four-foot-nine? Looks like a thin, very pretty eleven-year-old even though she is already sixteen. But sixteen is not old enough, either, now that I am almost nineteen. I do enjoy being with her. Guess I will have ta make sure we stay—what is that word?—platonic.

			“Ya nervous about our meeting, Karen?”

			“No. You?”

			“A little bit.”

			“How little bit?” she said, holding her thumb and forefinger close together.

			“A lot little bit. People are counting on us. I cannot let them down.”

			“We won’t ’cause the superintendent’s a nice guy ‘n’ remember how inspired he was by our Teen Council meeting, so would it help to go over our agenda?”

			“Aha! It would.”

			She opened a notebook with a red cover, talked me through it. When we parked in front of the superintendent’s office, I felt more positive. We checked in with the receptionist, and then the superintendent’s secretary came right out to get us.

			“Hi, I’m Mollie. Fred is so excited about your visit. And yes, he’d like you to call him by his first name.”

			She led us into the hugest office I had ever seen, with a massive desk, a worktable covered with papers, a conference table big enough to seat a baseball team complete with umpires, and two couches facing each other with a coffee table in between.

			Fred stood up and came over to us, shook hands.

			“It’s so good to see you! Please, have a seat,” he said, leading us to a couch. “I hope you like coffee and cake.”

			“That looks really yummy!” I said.

			We sat down. Mollie asked us if we wanted chocolate or vanilla.

			“Um, could we have both?” Karen said.

			“Sorry, I forgot you’re hungry teenagers!”

			I had never tasted cake that good. It was rich and moist. The chocolate had a tinge of mint, and the vanilla had sweet sour cream icing.

			“I’ve researched the Shingle Creek community,” Fred said. “Seems like there are just houses and a church. No stores. Two schools. Only three organizations. The PTA, the Shingle Creek Neighborhood Association, the Teen Council. But I don’t know much about you two. Can you tell me a bit?”

			“I just turned sixteen, youngest of six kids, ‘n’ my father’s a switching locomotive engineer at Camden Yard, ‘n’ Mother’s a housewife, but I’m going to be a lawyer, yes I am!” Karen said, touching her heart.

			Fred grinned. “We need more women lawyers. How’s school going?”

			“Oh school, oh school!” Karen put her hands on her cheeks, moved her head from side to side.

			“Sore point?”

			“No. Yes. I would’ve had a straight-A average, but I got a B in health ed ‘n’ school’s boring ’cause they go over the same stuff four times, ‘n’ then they review it twice, which is why I want to be at the university, not wasting time in high school, ‘n’ I have a plan. Sort of.”

			Fred leaned forward. “What kind of plan?”

			“There are programs where dropouts can get high school diplomas so I’ll get into one this summer ‘n’ start at the university this fall. I’ll push hard and be in law school before I’m twenty, as far as that goes.”

			This was totally surprising to me. Karen often was. But I could see her as a lawyer, ’cause she sure knew how to argue a point.

			“Good plan!” Fred said. “Now, Paul, what about you? You’re the only park director without a college degree. And the only one under twenty-five. I admire what the Teen Council has achieved at Shingle Creek, all in that cramped twenty-by-thirty-foot room. It was only meant to be a place for ice skaters to warm up, you know.”

			He pointed at me, then at Karen. “But you’re running a whole recreation program. Nobody else comes close to you, even parks with big buildings. I promoted you, Paul, because I think you’re the best person to keep that going. Are you thinking about college?”

			“Not sure how to say this, but here goes. Working at the park is”—I moved my hand in circles—“opening up new stuff for me. It might take me somewhere unexpected.”

			“Somewhere good?”

			“Definitely! Maybe college, maybe not. I hope that is okay.”

			“For now, yes,” Fred said, nodding his head. “If you didn’t work at the park, what would you do?”

			“I was about to start a business. It is on hold so I can have all the time I need for the park job.”

			“What kind of business?”

			“Paul’s HandyVan. Have the van, the know-how, tools, the answering machine—everything I need to do home repairs.”

			“What a good idea! You graduated from high school?”

			“Yup, but no big deal. If it was not so dull, I might have done better. When I have ta know stuff, I learn real quick, like for this job. Joe lent me a bunch of advanced books on psychology and counseling. I sailed right through them, big words and all, and discussed them with him, made sure I definitely understood them. It was pure joy! But in school, only a B minus student.”

			“And your family?”

			I slumped. “My older brother died in ’Nam.”

			And I will too. My draft notice! What in the heck am I going to do? Ask Fred? Could he help me? No! Focus, Paavali! Focus!

			“I’m so sorry,” Fred said.

			“I have a sister two years older. Father is a truck mechanic, mother a housewife. In July, I will be nineteen.”

			Fred smiled. “I’m hoping to see you both succeed. Paul, Karen, I’m rooting for you! Now, I have a question. You have programs that aren’t funded by the Park Board. What entity handles funds for them?”

			“The Teen Council is the incorporated entity and it’s a registered nonprofit, you know,” Karen said.

			He nodded his head, smiled. “What funds does the council handle?”

			“Money for park programs we raise through events ‘n’ fees ‘n’ grant money for our leadership program plus women’s self-defense classes ‘n’ the counselor we hope to hire tomorrow,” Karen said.

			“We thought ya might want to look at the books,” I said, handing him our ledger. “And here is the monthly balance sheet for April.”

			“Who does your books?” Fred said.

			“Aha! A small accounting firm in our neighborhood volunteers for us,” I said.

			Fred looked through the ledger and report, nodding and smiling. “This is impressive. You’re doing everything right. Is the firm looking for new clients? I have a few recreation centers that need help.”

			“I will have their staff call ya,” I said.

			“Thanks! Now let’s talk about your budget,” Fred said.

			Karen leaned forward as Fred explained how the Park Board determines funding. She asked lots of questions. He smiled and nodded.

			“So the bottom line is we made mistakes in applying our formula to Shingle Creek Recreation Center. Your staff budget should be eighteen percent larger,” Fred said.

			“Could we please see that formula ‘n’ how you’re planning to apply it now as far as that goes?” Karen said.

			“It’s just a little internal calculation we do.”

			“I hate to say this, Fred. That is public information.” I pressed my lips tightly together. Then I forced the words out. “Can we see it, please?”

			“Well…I…guess so.” He nodded to Mollie. 

			She pulled a folder from a file cabinet, handed it to him. He explained each item. Everything made sense until we got to the commercial tax factor. There was a big fat zero next to it.

			“Uh-uh! There is a mistake.” I pointed to it. “Ya left out the industrial park.”

			“It’s outside your neighborhood.”

			“Karen’s great-grandma told me our community never got to vote on that. Do ya know what it is like living with the noise, fumes, fires, and explosions? But a downtown bigwig decided we should not get tax benefits. You too, Fred? Really?”

			His fingers were doing a wild tap dance on the coffee table.

			“Holy buckets, how much would the industrial park raise our staff budget if you included it?” Karen said.

			Mollie pulled more folders. While Fred looked through them, she cut more cake for us.

			“Here are the figures,” he said after a few minutes, explaining them step by step. “Bottom line: with the industrial park included, your staff budget increases 27 percent.”

			Karen squeezed my hand.

			“I saw a figure in the formula for a supplies and equipment budget,” I said. “That was blank too.”

			“It should be $400 for the year,” Fred sighed.

			“And with the increase?” I said.

			“Five hundred ‘n’ eight with the increase so we do have a supplies budget now?”

			“You drive a hard bargain, Karen,” Fred said.

			He pulled out a handkerchief, wiped his forehead. “Okay, okay, yes. But there’s also an increase to allow for a four percent raise for your staff. Every recreation center is getting that.”

			“Starting when?” Karen said.

			“July first.”

			Karen squeezed my hand again. “There’s something else we’d like to ask you about, okay then?” she said.

			“Ask!”

			“It would be helpful to speak with Joe and Jill every week, but it’s an expensive to the max long-distance call.”

			I could call Joe for advice about the draft?

			“Gee, I don’t know. How helpful?” Fred said.

			“Like twelve verys!” Karen said, spreading her arms wide.

			“Twelve verys, huh! Would three hours weekly do it?”

			Karen squeezed my hand once.

			I squeezed back.

			“That works,” Karen said.

			“Mollie can set it up. Should only take a few days. If there’s ever anything you need to talk about, just call me, okay? And let me know when you hire that counselor. Amazing you’re pulling that off without any community agency helping you.”

			Fred shook hands with Karen, then me. “Remember, questions, problems? Call me! Okay?”

			“You bet! Thanks, Fred,” I said.

			When we got in the elevator, Karen said, “That went really well, Paulie, we did okay, yes we did!” She was grinning, stepping from foot to foot, doing a little dance.

			“We’re on the right track, huh?” I said, waving my clasped hands over my head.

			“Could we buy a set of real free weights ‘n’ a punching bag ‘n’ boxing gloves with that supplies budget ’cause lifting bricks was a good start, but some of us need real weights,” Karen said.

			“I am for it. Maybe also a CB radio. Help us keep in touch with everyone. We can bring it up next council meeting, okay?”

			This is wonderful, but I do not know where I am sleeping tonight. Deadwood and Mildread have my answering machine, checkbook, and dictionary locked in their house. I do not have the key. Deadwood could be nasty enough to have my van, with all my tools inside, towed away. And I’m getting drafted. I do not know what to do!

			I realized I must have looked glum when Karen’s grin vanished and she asked me, “Paulie, what’s wrong?”

			“Nothing. Just stuff on my mind.”

			We walked out to the street, got in the car, closed the doors.

			“Why are your clothes in the car?”

			“Mildread was washing my stuff. Things would disappear for weeks, then show up with bleach stains. Started washing my own clothes. Keep them in the car so she cannot get them.”

			“Your pajamas?”

			I burst into tears.

			“What, Paulie? Tell me!” She took my hand.

			“Got my draft notice today. Said I would not go. Parents threw me out of the house. I am afraid Deadwood will have my van towed away,” I wailed. “Joe is gone. Jill is gone. I miss them, and especially her.”

			She put her arms around me. I let her. I laid my head on her shoulder and howled.

			Oh my God, I want to be held. I want to be touched. But I want it to be Jill holding me. Jill still cares about me, I know she does. But it looks like Karen does too. She looks like a kid but acts like an adult. Or at least how I think an adult should act. But she is so young and innocent. I cannot get involved with her. I am afraid I will hurt her.

			“Are you still in love with Jill?”

			“Oh my gosh, I love her so much it hurts. I cannot understand…”

			“What, Paulie?”

			“How she changed so much in a year. Was it all inside her, waiting?”

			“Yes. From everything she told me, yes, that’s exactly it.”

			“Is there any hope for me? Are there things in me waiting to appear?”

			Hands on my cheeks, she lifted my face. Looked at me. Kissed me gently on the forehead. “I can feel them, Paulie, ‘n’ some are there, some are waiting to grow way bigger ‘n’ you know that’s just one of so many reasons why I care about you.” Her eyes were intense, glowing.

			“I guess I will sleep in my van tonight.”

			“The hell you will, Paulie, ‘n’ I won’t allow that to happen to someone I care about, you’re darn tootin’ I won’t. There’s a finished room in Great-Grandma Clara’s basement so you can live there.”

			“But—”

			“No buts. Here’s the plan, so we’ll go to Great-Grandma’s ‘n’ my bike’s there ‘n’ you can ride it to your parents’ house, put it in your van, drive back to Great-Grandma’s. You okay to go now?”

			I nodded, started the mahrove-rove car, eased into traffic. She turned on the radio, tuned in WDGY Top 40s, sang along. Her voice wasn’t full and rich like Jill’s, but it was sweet and brimming with feeling.

			“When tears are in your eyes, I’ll dry them,” she sang. “I’ll be your bridge, Paulie, whenever there are turbulent waters, I’ll be your bridge.”

			“Aw, Karen! That means a lot to me.”

			While we were stopped at a light, she took my hand.

			The light changed. I shifted into first. Vincent Maye was singing, and Karen sang with him. “War is not an answer, only love conquers hate. I’m so proud of you, Paulie, refusing to go to ’Nam.”

			And then Blue Windows was singing, but Karen changed the words a little. “I know ya love her madly. I know ya need her badly.”

			But when that Ronny Ormin song with the flutes came on, Karen slapped the dashboard and said, “Oh, shit!” She sang along, but she changed the words a lot. “I’m not too young to know what’s what; And I won’t wait forever! I’m not too young and ignorant for you-ou!”

			She punched my shoulder gently. “Paulie, those guys in Blue Windows say ‘ya’ for ‘you’ just like you do, but they don’t say ‘yahr’ for ‘your’ because yah’re the original. We’re here, go save yahr van!”

			She jumped out, ran into the garage and came out riding her bike, then handed it to me.

			I pedaled fast, glad to get my nervous energy out and terrified my van would be gone. I did half a mile in three minutes without breaking a sweat.

			Mildread’s car was there. I rang the bell, banged on the door. No answer. From the backyard, I caught a glimpse of her in the kitchen and yelled, “I need to get my stuff.”

			No response. 

			I put Karen’s bike in my van. At Clara’s house, Karen stood on the sidewalk watching for me. She took my hand, led me inside and through the living room, the kitchen, into the dining room. There wasn’t dust on every surface like at Deadwood’s house. No dead plants on the kitchen windowsill. It looked like a place you would want to be rather than want to run away from whenever you could. The house was bigger than Deadwood’s, not just five tiny rooms on a concrete slab with a glorified attic on top.

			Clara sat at a huge table, with fancy designs carved into thick oak. She had blue eyes that seemed to blaze and flare, just like Karen’s. Even though she was eighty-seven years old, she still hiked on the Creekside Trail and swam in the junior high pool.

			“Good to see you, Paul. I’m sorry you’re having these troubles. Please sit down, yah? The rest of the family will be here in a minute.”

			Jill’s ma, Shirley, and Jill’s kid sister, Linda, lived there too. I had helped them move that past winter to escape George Frisk’s violence. When Shirley and Linda came into the room carrying bags of groceries, they looked at me and stopped short.

			“What’s wrong, Paulie?” Linda said.

			“Nothing.”

			Linda put her grocery bag down on the table, stood behind me, hands on my shoulders.

			“That’s not what your face says,” Shirley said.

			“I got drafted. I refused to go. Parents threw me out.”

			“I’m so sorry, Paulie. This stinks! But we’ll help you get through it,” Shirley said, sitting down and taking my hand.

			“I am desperate,” I said, leaning forward toward her.

			“You make a good living, Paul. Don’t you want your own apartment?” Clara said.

			She is going to tell me no. I replied, “Live all alone? Definitely not for me.”

			“Wouldn’t Li’l Mikey or Dozer be your roommate?” Clara said. “What do you think, Shirley?”

			“A family situation would be best for him right now.”

			“You were like my big brother when we were young,” Linda said. “Still are.”

			“Aw, Linda!” I said.

			Shirley nodded.

			“You’re sure this is what you want?” Clara said.

			“Gosh, yes!”

			“Okay, Paul. You can try it for a while. Then decide if you want your own place,” Clara said. “But what about rent?”

			“Like, how much are ya thinking about, Clara?”

			“A hundred a month.”

			I have been paying Deadwood one twenty-five a month, and I never eat there. “As soon as I get my checkbook from Edward’s house,” I said.

			We discussed her house rules, which were all common sense and courtesy.

			“What about chores?” I asked.

			“You can shovel the walk,” Clara said.

			I laughed for the first time that day. “It is spring. How do I shovel rain? I want to help with housework. Would ya teach me how to cook and clean? Joe said a real man does those things.”

			“Why yah, of course! But how about we start on that tomorrow? Looks like you could use a rest today,” Clara said.

			Karen jumped up to answer the doorbell and then came back with my sister, Sandi.

			“Paulie!” Sandi grabbed and hugged me. “Paulie!” she sobbed. “Are you okay? Those bastards! Those bastards! Father phoned me at work to tell me. I wanted to call him a son of a bitch, but I couldn’t when I was at work. Why didn’t you call me?”

			“It all happened so fast. I couldn’t think.”

			“Paul-lee! You know you can stay at my apartment, long as you need.”

			“Sorry, I should have called. Clara’s taking me in.”

			“Thank goodness. I was so worried,” Sandi said. “So worried when I heard. Come over for dinner. When?”

			“Thursday?”

			“Okay, Thursday. You need anything meantime, let me know. You’re my brother. I’m here for you. And so proud of you for not going to ’Nam. So proud, so proud.”

			When Sandi left, Shirley showed me my room. Three small windows just below the ceiling let in shafts of light. There wasn’t much in it. Just a sofa, a big old soft chair, and a lamp. She put a sheet over the sofa cushions, a blanket and pillow on the chair.

			“I am going to lie down and think,” I said.

			“We’ll wake you when dinner’s ready,” Shirley said.

			I took off my shoes, stretched out. Before I had a single thought, I descended into a nightmare of snarling parents.
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			Chapter 2, A Gratitude Hug for Deadwood

			Wednesday, May 26, 1971

			I went to see Roger again. He would not look at me. “I brought ya presents, Roger.”

			He stared at the wall.

			“I know talking hurts. Thought a pad and pen might come in handy.” I put them beside him, waited.

			Then I moved between him and the wall so he had to look at me. His face was blank. I put a candy bar next to him. He moved his hand toward it, stopped and shifted position, then looked the other way.

			After what seemed like ten weeks, he picked up the pad, wrote something, turned it toward me. “U can’t help me.”

			“Why, Roger? Why?”

			“Born evil,” he wrote.

			“Yahr parents told ya that?”

			“Father blamed me.”

			“For what?”

			“Can’t tell U. He’ll kill me.”

			“Why do ya say that?”

			Roger banged his head against the pillow. Nine times. “He threatened. Took pistol. Loaded bullets. Held it to my head,” he wrote.

			This is really hard. I am not sure what to say. What if I make a mistake? Do not get so emotional, Paavali. He needs ya to be strong.

			He looked at me, eyes growing round. “Why you crying?” he croaked.

			“That must have been horrible. I am so sorry.”

			He picked up his pad again. “U cry 4 me?”

			“And with ya. Just seems like so much pain ya have.”

			Tears ran down his cheeks. “U think I born evil?”

			“I do not think anyone is. And I do not think you are evil.”

			“Y I do evil things all time?”

			“Might be ’cause yah’re angry. Maybe there is a reason for that anger. Ya willing to think about that?”

			I have no idea how I knew to say that. Or if it was even right.

			“Maybe.”

			He was quiet for a long time, then wrote, “I’m thinking.” He picked up the candy bar, unwrapped it, took a bite. “Thanks,” he wrote.

			“Yah’re welcome.”

			“What kind of car U have?” he wrote.

			I told him about the mahrove-rove car and how I had repainted it before Mildread messed up my fender. And replaced the throw-out bearing on the clutch, the rear shocks, the master brake cylinder. He seemed to know a lot about repairing cars. We talked almost three hours. He used up half the pad.

			“Been enjoying this, but I gotta go now,” I said.

			“Come back 2morrow? Plz!” he wrote.

			“You bet, Roger. With a fresh pad and another candy bar.”

			He actually smiled.

			On the drive back to the park, all I could think about was, Who do I even ask for advice about him? How do I even help him? Nobody else seems to. So I better figure this out. Just wish I was smarter. Wish I knew more. Wish Joe were here to ask.

			That evening, in the warming room, Linda called the Teen Council to order. “People! We gotta move fast. Our first counselor candidate will be here in ten minutes. First business: We need a chairperson for the next meeting. Volunteers?”

			Nine-year-old Charlie Ward said, “Me!”

			People laughed.

			“Me too!” said his buddy, Bobby Lund.

			“I am for it! They are smart enough,” I said. “But I think they are just a few years early, okay?”

			“Does anybody disagree with Paul?” Linda said.

			Nobody did.

			Karen took my hand, held it. I should not have let her. But it calmed me. Jill used to hold my hand. She said it did not mean she was in love with me, just made her feel closer to me, in a good-friend kind of way.

			“Well, for next meeting, will you chair, Susie?” Linda said. “You’ve never yet.” 

			“Sure. I’ll do it.”

			“ ’Bout time!” Dozer said, patting her arm. “We need more of your smarts, Suze!”

			“Now, buckle your seat belts,” Linda said. “Karen has a report on the meeting with the superintendent.”

			“Holy buckets, he served us the best chocolate mint cake, yes he did,” Karen said. Then she went right to the bottom line, laid out the details of the budget increases and the pay raise. People whooped and applauded.

			“Can we have proposals at the next meeting for how to spend the supplies budget as far as that goes, ‘n’ here’s—”

			A tall, very young woman came into the warming room wearing a fancy dress and high heels. “I’m Phyllis Sandström. I’m here for the interview,” she announced.

			“We’ll be right with you, Ms. Sandström,” Linda said, smiling at her. “We have a tiny bit of business to finish up first. Please have a seat.”

			The lady sat down, looked around, shook her head, did not smile back.

			Karen squeezed my hand twice, which meant “No way.” 

			I squeezed her hand once to say, “I agree.”

			Linda took a few minutes to finish the agenda, then asked Ms. Sandström to sit beside her at the head table.

			“Who’s in charge here?” Ms. Sandström asked, looking around the room.

			“We all are,” Linda said. “I’m Teen Councilwoman Linda Frisk.”

			Ms. Sandström looked puzzled. “Who’s the park director?”

			“Aha! I am Teen Councilman Paul Mäkinen and also Park Director.”

			“Oh. Who are the adults here?”

			“Well, I guess I’m an adult,” Clara said. “But I like my latest title better, yah? I am Honorary Teenager Clara Ahlberg.”

			“Park Board Supervisor Owen Anderson.”

			“Honorary Teenager Shirley Frisk.”

			“And these kids?” Ms. Sandström said, frowning as she pointed at them.

			“Teen Councilman in Waiting Charlie Parker Ward.”

			“Teen Councilman in Waiting Bobby Lund.”

			“Brucie-Woosie, age six. In waiting for you to finish so I can draw with cranes.”

			Ms. Sandstrom sat rigid in her chair, lips tight.

			“Please tell us about yourself, Ms. Sandström,” Linda said.

			She used lots of fancy words like Jungian versus Freudian therapeutic modalities, shaking her finger at us each time she made a point.

			Susie looked at me, eyebrows raised. I nodded. Linda stared at her watch.

			The door opened again and in walked a woman in jeans, a denim shirt, and Doc Partons boots. She sat down toward the back and smiled.

			Ms. Sandström kept talking and shaking her head. Twenty minutes later, Linda interrupted and asked her to wind up. Ms. Sandström continued talking. Linda, looking annoyed, pointed at me.

			I stood up, thanked Ms. Sandström for coming, told her we’d be making our decision and let her know by Friday.

			She put her handbag on her shoulder, clenched her fists, and left.

			“Hey, everybody! I think a short break would come in handy,” I said. Applause broke out as I went over to the woman in jeans. “Ya must be Judith Flink.”

			“I am.” She reached out, shook my hand.

			“Teen Councilman and Park Director Paul Mäkinen.”

			“I’m so pleased to finally meet you. I’ve heard wonderful things about you and the council. A lot of people in the profession are interested in what you folks are doing.”

			“Gosh, I am glad ya could come. We really need help to”—I moved my hand in circles—“to keep on truckin’,” I said.

			Linda introduced Ms. Flink to everyone, and she acknowledged each of them and smiled back. Then she said, “Please, folks. Call me Judith, okay?”

			“Tell us about yourself, Judith,” Linda said.

			“I’m a licensed counselor with nine years experience. I’ve worked with teens, adults, seniors, and little kids. But what I’d like to know most is why you need a counselor here? What would you like to see a counselor doing for and with you?”

			Karen and I nodded at each other.

			Laura stood up. “It’s very personal for me. I’m an alcoholic. I wasn’t in school. Or working. Just drinking. And miserable. Joe, Dozer, and Jill had to drag me into counseling. I’m working now, here at the Park. I don’t drink anymore. Ever. Gol! I’m going to get my high school diploma and go to art school.”

			“She drew that mural,” Bobby Lund said.

			“This is awesome,” Judith said, pointing at it.

			“I want everyone in this neighborhood to have counseling available when they need it,” Laura said.

			“It’s very personal for me too,” Shirley said. “For years, my husband beat me. He almost walloped the soul right out of my body. I was so depressed, I couldn’t even talk. My older daughter, Jill, got me into counseling.” Shirley put her arm around Judith. “With Judith.” People gasped. “Now, I’m talking again, enjoying life. If Judith could be right here in our community, for everybody, it would be like a dream come true.”

			Linda was crying. Judith embraced her.

			Susie raised her hand. “I was so happy when Laura got counseling. I’d wanted very much to help her out. But I had no idea how.”

			“You did?” Laura said and hugged her. “Aw, Susie!”

			“There are people in our neighborhood who are hurting,” Susie said. “A close friend of mine is one of them. I’m hoping, hoping, you could help her.”

			“I’ll do everything I can,” Judith said.

			Susie has a close friend? Who? She always seems like a loner.

			“Joe did a lot of counseling here,” Li’l Mikey said. “In the office, under the oak tree, on the Creekside Trail, wherever it was needed. In just a few words, with just a few questions, he could help you figure out how to live with your friends better. And your family. Could you do that?”

			“I sure could,” Judith said. “But I sense there’s something else going on here.”

			“Yeah,” Susie said, pursing her lips, nodding her head. “Jill and Joe left. They got everything started here. We all miss them. Don’t know what we’ll do without them.”

			I let out a wail. Karen took one hand, Susie the other. I felt L’il Mikey’s hands on my shoulders. Bobby Lund was patting me on the arm.

			“Jill is the love of Paul’s life, to the max, since kindergarten,” Karen said. “ ‘N’ Joe is his idol. He’s hurting big time, so we’ll stand behind him ‘n’ help him through it all, but we need somebody to guide us, okay then?”

			“Could you help Paul right here, right now? Catch my drift?” Dozer said.

			“It’s up to Paul and how much privacy he wants,” Judith said.

			“How do I even tell ya this? I did something awful,” I said.

			“What?” Karen said, her mouth open wide.

			“Ya know that kid Roger who attacked Jill?”

			“Shirley told me about that,” Judith said.

			“Well, here goes,” I said. “I have been visiting Roger in the hospital prison ward. Last night, I dreamed Jill was screaming at me, calling me disloyal to her. Calling me a phony friend. Oh my gosh, that hurt.”

			Karen put her arm around me.

			“I definitely have ta apologize to Jill,” I said.

			“You have to tell her,” Karen said. “You have to talk it out together. She might ask you to stop visiting Roger.”

			“I hear ya, but I cannot stop myself from seeing Roger again. I am so confused.”

			“After what Roger tried to do to Jill, why visit him?” Li’l Mikey said.

			“It is the right thing to do,” I said.

			“What? Why is that the right thing to do?” Li’l Mikey said.

			“Are you angry with me, Mikey?” I said.

			“Mikey, could you sit so Paul can see your face?” Judith said.

			“Sure,” Li’l Mikey said. He turned his chair to face me. “I’m not angry with you, Paulie. I just want to understand why you’re doing this.”

			I had never seen that look on Mikey’s face before. It was kinda like how Karen looked at me in the car yesterday.

			“Did you visit Roger to get even with Jill for leaving?” Judith said.

			“I have ta tell ya, I am not angry with Jill. Roger is crying out for help. He is just a kid. But nobody is helping.”

			“Such an angry kid. Roger terrifies me,” Laura said, shaking her head. “Gol! How can you help him?”

			“I think I know,” I said. “Help him understand where his hurt and anger come from. Help him get away from the cause of it. Help him feel good about himself. Am I on the right track, Judith?”

			Karen nodded.

			“Right on target,” Judith said. “And Karen’s right about talking with Jill.”

			“Have you ever been successful with a kid like that?” Dozer said.

			“I’ve helped kids in worse trouble turn around,” Judith said.

			“What’re you sayin’? Why bother?” Dozer said.

			“Dozer, man!” I said. “If nobody helps Roger, he just gets angrier. And more dangerous. Next time around he could kill someone. If ya see a way to ease someone’s pain, ya sure as heck should do it!”

			“This is why we all love Paul,” Bobby Lund said, pointing at me.

			“Okay, now I get why you’re doing it,” Li’l Mikey said. “But, Paulie! You told me you admire Jill for doing the right thing. Maybe she’ll admire you for doing this?”

			“She’s still upset from Roger’s attack,” Linda said. “She won’t ever feel safe walking on the Creekside Trail again.”

			Karen’s hand tightened on mine. “Paulie-Paul, what about Jill’s pain? Who’s helping her?”

			“I do not know. I…have a lot of thinking to do.”

			“You need to let Jill know,” Linda said. “Write and tell her what you just told us. Ask her how she feels about it.”

			“But what if she never talks to me again?” I said.

			“Paulie, you’re just like our brother,” Linda said. “I know my sister. She’ll talk with you.”

			“Can you do that? Today?” Judith said.

			“Yes,” I said.

			Karen squeezed my hand once.

			“Folks, I still need help with two things,” I said. “Judith, can ya help me figure out how to stand up for Roger? So he does not get shafted?”

			“Sure. When?”

			“Like right after this meeting?”

			“You’re on,” Judith said.

			“Dozer and Li’l Mikey, after that, can ya help me?”

			“With?”

			“I got thrown out of my house yester—”

			“You what? Where’d you sleep? You okay?” Li’l Mikey said, putting his hand on my shoulder.

			“Great-Grandma Clara took me in. I am…sorta okay.”

			“Why didn’t you tell us? You could sleep in my bed. I’d sleep on the floor,” Li’l Mikey said.

			“Same here,” Dozer said. “What happened?”

			“I got my draft notice—”

			“Oh, no, Paulie! What are we going to do?” Susie said.

			“I am not going. Told my parents that, so they threw me out.”

			“How can we help?” Li’l Mikey said.

			“They have my stuff locked up. I need to go get it,” I said, squeezing my chin.

			“Shoot! We’ll go with you,” Dozer said. “We’ll get your things.”

			“I’m going too, yes I am,” Karen said.

			“Stand up, Paulie! I can’t give you a Joe hug. But I can give you a Mikey hug.” He wrapped his arms around me in a massive bear hug. He had never done that before.

			Everyone was chanting, “Paulie, Paulie!”

			Linda stood up. “Okay, people! We need to bring this meeting to a conclusion. Does anyone else have questions for Judith? No? Judith, questions for us? No?”

			“Do we need Judith to step outside for the vote?” Linda said.

			There was a chorus of no’s.

			“All in favor of hiring Judith?”

			Hands flew up. 

			“I see all hands on deck. Congratulations!” Linda said.

			“Judith! Judith!” everyone chanted.

			She stood up. “I just want to say this is the most extraordinary interview I’ve ever had. The way you folks work together and support each other is amazing. I’m so excited to be joining you.”

			“Holy buckets, we did it, Paulie!” Karen said. She grabbed me, hugged me, and whirled me around. I couldn’t believe how strong she was.

			Brucie-Woosie took my hand. “Paulie, give me a hug!”

			I picked him up. “Roaring bear?” I said.

			“Mmm-hmm!”

			I hugged him tight. Roared like a bear. Rocked him from side to side.

			He giggled. Then he looked serious. “Are you going away like Joe?”

			“I am staying right here, Brucie. Do not worry.”

			“Why is Judith here?”

			“Judith helps people who are feeling sad.”

			“Like my mommy?”

			“Yes, Brucie. Like your mommy,” Judith said. “So she’ll feel better.”

			“I have crayon-cranes and paper for Mr. Brucie-Woosie,” Daniel said, and set him up at the table.

			I walked outside with Judith. There were three cars parked on the street.

			“Gosh! A silver Datsun 240Z! That yahrs?” I said.

			“Mine and the bank’s!”

			She opened the door for me.

			“Never been in one of these guys before!”

			“Have a seat,” she said.

			“How come that Ms. Sandström was so unpleasant?”

			“She’s very young,” Judith said. “That was probably her first job interview. She looked terrified.”

			Yikes! Why did I miss that? I feel bad for her. What could we have done to make her more comfortable?

			“But let’s get back to you, Paul. You have a lot going on. How are you doing?”

			“It is tough. But I…keep on truckin’.”

			“What do you need to talk about first?”

			“Roger. He is in deep trouble. And no one is helping him. I tried talking with his social worker. Would not give me the time of day. Found out who his doctor is. Could not get anything out of him. Yikes!”

			“Do you want me to help you develop a game plan? Or intervene?”

			“The game plan.”

			She explained what I needed to do so doctors, social workers, and legal aid staff would treat me like a professional. Told me that counselors like me, with no formal training, needed a licensed supervisor. Offered to supervise me. She would type up the paperwork after dinner and drop it off at Clara’s that night.

			“What would you like to see happen for Roger?” she said.

			“I want him somewhere he can get counseling. Not prison.”

			“Foster care?”

			“Nope. I want him in the community so we can all support him.”

			“Living where?”

			“Betty and Bucky. I will get them to take him in. Five kids of their own, two at home, own a car repair shop. Roger loves cars.”

			“Would they do that?”

			“Pretty sure. They have helped other kids.”

			“Now, what about you?”

			“Me?” I pointed to my heart. “So much happened, so fast. I do not know. How do I even talk about it?”

			“Does it help to avoid talking about it?”

			“I just need more time to think.”

			“Don’t wait too long, okay? Your upset feelings won’t just disappear.”

			“You bet! My friends won’t let me wait.”

			“Good!” She took a paper and pen from her purse. “Here’s my phone number. Call me when you need me.”

			“Thanks, Judith.”

			When Judith left, the four of us piled into Dozer’s pickup to go get my stuff. Karen had to sit on my lap. I put the seat belt over both of us, my arms around her waist. She was heavier than I imagined.

			“So, did Judith use Freudian therapeutic modalities or Jungian techniques on you?” Karen said, grinning.

			Li’l Mikey couldn’t stop laughing. It was so contagious, Dozer had to pull over and stop.

			“Did she say we’re all survivors as far as that goes?” Karen said.

			“Why?” Dozer said.

			“We got through that Sandstörm okay!” Karen said, setting us all off again. “Who are the adults here?”

			We were laughing so hard, Dozer’s pickup was bouncing.

			“Watch out, Deadwood and Mildread! Here come the teen burglars.”

			“Yikes, Karen! What are ya talking about?” I said, still laughing.

			“You think they’re going to just open the door, invite us in, and serve us chocolate mint cake?”

			“She’s right, Paulie,” Li’l Mikey said. “But the lock on your house is wimpy. One kick, it’s broken.”

			“Dude, that’s plan C,” Karen said, tapping her chin with her finger.

			“And what are plans A and B?” I said.

			“Plan A, we ring the doorbell,” Karen said.

			“Why bother?” I said.

			“Because we have to. Plan B, I command the lock to open and in we go!”

			“Karen, you can do that?” Dozer said. “How?”

			“Sure, ’cause I’m one of the forty thieves ‘n’ stuff.”

			“Karen, be serious!” Dozer said, laughing.

			“Don’t have a cow, man, since I am being serious as far as that goes and like I just tell the door ‘open says, uh, me!’ ‘n’ tickle it, ‘n’ we’re in!”

			“Tickle it how?” Li’l Mikey said, guffawing.

			“My brother Scott taught me, but you’ll see! So, when we get in, show Deadwood some affection ‘n’ give him a big bear hug ’cause he sure could use one.”

			“Ah, yah’re going to set me off laughing again,” I said.

			“What about Mildread?” Li’l Mikey said.

			“She will run around,” I said. “And yell loud enough to break yahr eardrums. But she is just a big fake-out. She will not do anything to stop us.”

			We pulled in front of the driveway, blocking Deadwood and Mildread’s cars. Karen rang the bell.

			No answer.

			“Watch this!” Karen whispered. She took an Allen wrench and a thin, twisted rod from her purse, slid them into the lock, jiggled them for a few seconds, said “Kitchee kitchee koo,” and opened the door.

			Deadwood roared, charging toward us, “What the hell are you doing in my house? Mildread, call the cops! You’re going to end up in jail, son, I promise.”

			Dozer, all six feet, five inches of him, stepped forward, opened his arms, and wrapped them around Deadwood. “We’re here to get Paul’s possessions,” he said as Li’l Mikey stepped behind my father.

			Mildread ran in a circle, wringing her hands, screeching. My eardrums throbbed.

			“Mr. and Mrs. Mäkinen!” Karen bellowed. “We’ve also come to tell you how much we appreciate you for being Paul’s parents ’cause he’s the best friend ever, you know, the real deal, yes, he is!” Karen said. 

			“Bullshit!” Deadwood hollered, struggling to break free. He tried to hit Dozer in the gut, but Li’l Mikey caught his arm from behind, turned it aside.

			“Give Mr. M a gratitude hug, guys!” Karen said.

			They squeezed Deadwood hard.

			“I hope you have good friends like him, hey, Mr. M!” Dozer said.

			Deadwood’s face turned crimson. “Damn it, Mildread, call the cops! Everything here is mine. Paul’s stealing my things. Get out! Paul doesn’t live here anymore.”

			Li’l Mikey said, “Yeah, he found a much nicer place.”

			I ran into my room with three boxes, filled them, ran to Dozer’s pickup, came back with more boxes, filled those, said goodbye to Mark’s uniform, ran the boxes outside, came back in.

			“You have your checkbook and bankbook?” Karen said.

			“In my pocket!”

			“Whose money’s in them?” Karen said.

			“Mine. I worked for it.”

			“Your big dictionary?” Li’l Mikey said.

			“In my hands.”

			“Who paid for it?” Karen said.

			“Me. With money I earned.”

			“You worthless phony, son! That’s my encyclopedia. You’ll pay for this, I promise you. I’ll make your life miserable.”

			“Ya were pretty good at it. But those days are gone, Deadwood. For-ev-er!” I said back, but was really thinking, I am not so sure. He can be really nasty. I do not think this is the end. Yet.

			We sprinted for the pickup, leaving the house door open. Deadwood slammed it so hard, the little window in it broke. Dozer hit the gas, and we sped off, tires screeching.

			“They’re horrible,” Dozer said. “Paulie, you okay?”

			Karen held my hand tight.

			“I cannot deal with this,” I said.

			“I know you can,” Karen said. “I know you will. I believe in you, Paulie.”

			I looked to the side, out the window. But I do not think I can, Karen. I do not.
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			Chapter 3, Amber Eyes, Big Surprise!

			Thursday, May 27, 1971

			I woke up with memories of Jill so vivid I could feel her holding my hand, like she did in elementary school. After dismissal, starting in fourth grade, we would go to the school library to read the big dictionary and find our word of the day.

			“You can think better if you know more words, Paulie,” she says, gently taking her hand from mine to open the dictionary.

			“Why, Jill?”

			“Because words help you have ideas. Here’s one. Abduct: to kidnap. Did you know that?”

			“Uh-uh.”

			“Me either.”

			“Why not just say kidnap?”

			“Now you have two ways to say it.”

			“So?”

			“If you’re making a rhyme in your head, and you need something to go with plucked, you’ve got it,” she says, grinning.

			“You make rhymes in your head?”

			“All the time.”

			“Why?”

			“I can’t help it.”

			“What does plucked mean?”

			“Let’s look it up, Paulie.”

			I flip through the pages. “Pluck: to pull something from where it grew. I plucked the plum from the tree. Wow! Sure wish I lived where I could do that.”

			“See! The word gave you a thought!”

			“Children! You have to leave now. School’s closed for the day,” the library teacher says.

			“No fair!” Jill says and stamps her foot. “Our teacher never brings us here. All we get is ten minutes?”

			“You’re being disobedient,” the library teacher says.

			I hold Jill’s hand tight. The teacher turns off the lights, puts her palms on our shoulders, sort of pushes us out the door. We walk to Jill’s house, hand-in-hand, with Linda running circles around us like a pint-sized planet. Jill’s ma kisses Linda, Jill, then me. Mildread never does that. Ever. We have cookies and milk. Jill helps me with my homework. She makes me think. I guess she even taught me how.

			But there I was, almost nineteen. Jill was gone, but I was still feeling her hand in mine. And I was crying. Again. I know Joe said real men cry, but gosh! All the time?

			I sat in the big chair in my room and wrote Jill a letter, begging her to forgive me for visiting Roger. Asking her to tell me how she felt about it. My whole body was shaking. At the bottom of the letter, I wrote a PS: Zephyr: Soft, mild breeze. I hope when ya step off the bus in San Francisco today, yah’re met by zephyrs, warm sun, and trees ya can pluck fruit from.

			Upstairs, Shirley and Clara were sitting at the kitchen table, chatting. “I can’t wait for Jill to call,” Shirley said. “I’m so worried about her, all alone, far from home.”

			“Me too!” I said.

			“A strong, smart woman like her, she’ll be just fine,” Clara said. “Saved some hot coffee for you, Paulie.”

			There was a place set for me. Two kinds of dry cereal to choose from. Bananas to slice and raisins to sprinkle on top. Milk in a pitcher. They asked me what I had planned for the day. Strange! In Deadwood’s house, nobody said a word at breakfast. Bananas? Raisins? Never!

			Clara scraped the last smidgen from a jar labeled Rose Hips Preserves, spread it on her toast. “Yah, this is so good, but it costs two dollars! I can only afford it once a year.”

			“What are rose hips?” I said.

			“The fruit of the Blaugrüne Rose. In Sweden, I went into the forest with two buckets and filled them in no time. Then Mama would make jars and jars of jam. Here, I’ve never seen that kind of rose growing.”

			That sad look on Clara’s face haunted me as I drove to the hospital, to try once more to get the Social Work Department’s cooperation.

			“I thought I told you yesterday. You have no standing in this case,” the receptionist said. “Or any other.”

			I was trembling, but I remembered what Judith told me. “I am a Park Board employee. I have an affidavit from my supervisor, Owen Anderson. That gives me standing.”

			“I don’t think so,” she said.

			“I want to see the head of Social Work.” Be strong, Paavali! Roger needs ya to be strong.

			Each time she said no, I repeated my request, getting louder and moving closer to her desk. Finally, she shrugged her shoulders, picked up the phone, dialed, and said, “Arthur, this kid says he’s a counselor and wants standing in the Tornquist case.”

			“The what case? Tell him to leave,” I heard Arthur yell into the phone.

			“He won’t go away,” she said.

			“All right, Earline. Tell him I’ll be right out.”

			About fifteen minutes later, an older man in a brown suit and squeaky shoes came walking down a long hallway, into the reception area.

			“What kind of joke is this, kid?” he said.

			“Aha, my licensed supervisor is Judith Flink. I am a Park Board employee.”

			“Let me see that.” He pulled the paperwork out of my hand, looked it over, handed it to the receptionist. “Earline, copy this! Pull the Tornquist file for me.”

			I started to follow him back down the long hallway.

			“Not so fast, kid. Wait here. I’ll call you when I’m ready.”

			Earline disappeared down another corridor. I sat on an uncomfortable metal folding chair, watching the second hand on the wall clock go round and round. Twenty minutes later, she came back, handed me my papers.

			“I can tell you’re a fake,” she said.

			After sixteen minutes, her phone rang. “Send him in,” I heard Arthur yell.

			“Down that passage, second right, fourth door on the left,” she said, pointing.

			I found his office quickly, but Arthur did not look up from the file he was reading. When he finally looked at me, he did not stand up or offer to shake hands.

			“I’m
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