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			Dedicated to:

			Generation Z and the Millenials, 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 Paul Mäkinen book, No Free Soup for Millionaires, don’t worry. They Break the Laws We Must Obey 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.

			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. His fear causes such violent physical pain, Paul imagines he has snakes biting his insides.

			Paul and Karen realize that something is making neighborhood adults grumpy and angry, but they don’t know what it is. Working with Bucky and Betty, 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 do not feel respected at work and are furious that though the bug spray factory owner got community development funds to stop fumes and smoke from poisoning their air, he pocketed them. And they decide to do something about that while also campaigning for a raise in the minimum wage.

			The factory owner is at their meeting and accuses Paul, Betty, and Bucky of being socialists. They ask if he paid for his soup, which is only free to neighborhood residents. He didn’t, so they make him pay and escort him out of the meeting. The factory owner then 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 children. Two more troublemakers try to disrupt their meeting.

			Paul has nightmares that the provocateurs and his abusive father 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. It’s a matter of survival.

			That’s what happened in my imaginary Shingle Creek right before They Break the Laws We Must Obey starts. So please join me, as I spin more of the tale about teens in a blue-collar neighborhood continuing to lead the Creekers as they keep building a community that works for “ordinary” people. It’s a heart-warming story of kindness and the formidable potential of working people finding their power.

			 

			David R. Yale

			New York, 2024

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1, THAT ONE BIG UNION IDEA

			Thursday, July 15, 1971

			In yet another night of endless nightmare chaos, Dwight stabbed me over and over, with my father keeping me pinned in a chokehold, encouraging him. Each time I woke up, Rennie was holding me, stroking my cheeks, wiping beads of sweat from my face. “It’s another nightmare, Paavali. It’s not real. You’re okay.”

			At 6:15 a.m. she said, “Don’t go back to sleep. You’ll just get stabbed again. Let’s break the cycle ‘n’ go walking by the creek, help us both calm down, to the max.”

			It was a hot, windless, humid day. Billows of red fog from the bug spray factory were trapped underneath a layer of black clouds, like an evil blanket smothering the rooftops of Shingle Creek. Even far off at the creek’s sixth bend, red fog had the world in its grip. Rennie and I walked, our hands tightly clasped.

			“Paavali, Are you over your nightmares, as far as that goes?” she asked.

			I like it when she calls me Paavali. It is what I have called myself, in my head, forever. Everyone else calls me Paulie. I do not know why I know my Finnish name. I do not know Finnish.

			“Sorta kinda. Maybe.” I picked up a rock, heaved it into the creek. It made a satisfying splash. “I know the bosses and their thugs are gearing up to try to take everything away from us, snap! Like that! We will not let them!”

			But when I thought about the death threats, and looked up at the red murkiness, I had no idea how they could be stopped. Even though there are so many more of us than them.

			Paavali, Change the channel! I yelled in my mind. When yahr father gets out of jail, he will be an old man, unable to hurt ya. And Dwight’s threat two days ago… Ya cannot let fear stop ya. Besides, ya have ta get yahr mind ready for yahr talk with yahr sister. It is not enough that ya set her up with a HandiVan so she will have a job she loves. She needs yahr support. She needs to succeed. She does not have a good alternative.

			I argued with myself as we walked.

			Rennie kept looking at me. “Holy buckets, you’re working stuff out ‘n’ I can see it happening on your face, yes siree!”

			Later, at a diner in Brooklyn Center near her apartment, I met up with my sister, Sandi.

			“Seeing you dancing with Karen at the meeting last night made me really happy, Paulie!” she said, hugging me. “How come you call her Rennie?”

			I could feel my face burning as I hugged her back. “That’s my affectionate nickname for her. She says no one but me can call her that. It even makes her smile sometimes.”

			But it does not make me smile. It terrifies me. I am letting her get too close to me.

			“That’s so sweet, Paulie!”

			I slid into the booth. “How is my big, big sister?” I always called her that because she is six feet tall, and I am only five-ten.

			“Karen’s brother called to ask me out! He makes my knees all wobbly just looking at him. And he’s just as kind as Karen is. Tomorrow night, we’re going to dinner,” she said, both thumbs up, “and my knees are all wobbly.”

			“Sandi and Scottie up a tree, k-i-s-s-i-n-g!”

			“I hope!” Sandi said.

			“Anything else new?”

			“We told Nancy she had to move out. She yelled and carried on. Says she’s not going anywhere. But when I peeked into her room, she’d been packing.”

			“Good riddance, hey?”

			“Yes, but she won’t go far. She has some sort of connection to Shingle Creek besides her family. Can’t figure it out.”

			“Keep trying. It would be useful to know. Holy cowbops! The way she tried to turn the community meeting against me, I have ta tell ya it is totally suspicious.”

			“Will do. Oh! Almost forgot. I fixed Lois’s faucet and a broken light switch in Brucie and Roddie’s room. And I hugged Lois. She needed it!”

			“Thanks! We are trying to help her. It flat out makes me irate the railroad will not pay her husband’s death benefits.”

			She nodded twice, patted my hand. “I can’t believe you know how to do stuff like that. I’m so proud of you, Paulie! So proud!”

			“How are ya doing with the HandyVan?”

			The waitress set down a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon for Sandi, a stack of blueberry pancakes and sausages for me.

			A big-huge grin swept across Sandi’s face. “Better than I dreamed of! I’m even getting some HandyVan calls from Northeast and the South Side. All kinds of calls. Broken windows, leaking faucets, electrical problems. All kinds.”

			“I thought for sure we would only get calls from the Far North Side,” I said. “How much extra travel time? How many calls each evening?” I poured syrup on my pancakes, speared a forkful, ate.

			She took a sip of coffee. “On average, twenty minutes extra a night. I’m driving the HandyVan downtown to my job, heading right for the South Side when work is over. Then I go back north. In four hours, I’m getting five to eight jobs in. I brought the ledger with me. Bottom line is dark black.”

			“Dynamite, Sandi! Yah’re the best!”

			“And! And!” she said, tapping her fork against her water glass. “There were so many calls for daytime jobs, I’ll be running the HandyVan all day tomorrow! Eight to six. Twelve calls booked.”

			“What about yahr day job?”

			“I’m taking a vacation day. Got five more of them, so I can run the HandyVan all day on Fridays for the next six weeks. Way I see it, that’s going to push us to the point where I can quit my boring filing job. But you better get ready to buy a second van. That’s how I see it.”

			“When?”

			“Around Christmas time.”

			“Yup! I have been saving money. I can do that.”

			“And here’s the best part. The last job tomorrow calls for a locksmith. Scottie’s going to work with me and then we’ll go out for dinner.”

			“How are ya paying him?”

			“He says I don’t have to. But he agreed that I’m treating him to dinner.” She pulled the ledger book out of her handbag and handed it to me, along with receipts for two bank deposits.

			Carleton and Ma had the ledger set up so it was super easy to read and understand. I did some figuring in my head.

			“You look like you’re thinking, Paulie.”

			“Uh-huh! What this tells me right here,” I said, pointing to the ledger, “is that yah’re right! Ya can go full-time about a month from now. With a weekly salary, plus overtime.”

			Her eyes, glowing amber, tinged with gold like a sunrise, got huge. “Paulie? You’re sure too?”

			“Yup! We have the cash money. Three bucks an hour, time-and-a-half overtime.”

			Suddenly, sunrise had a rain shower to go with. “Oh, Paulie! You’re making my dreams come true!”

			Driving to my job at the park, I turned the radio on loud, sang along at the top of my lungs. Red fog had stopped pouring out of the bug spray factory, but a layer of it still sat above us, held captive by the clouds. Even though it was still very early, Daniel was at the picnic table outside with the eleven-year-olds, demonstrating how to make polished stone pendants. The nine-year-olds were in the gym room, with Laura showing them how to pencil-draw quick landscapes—three strokes for a flying bird, eight for a tree. They were drawing, throwing away, drawing again, each version getting better, Laura moving around the room, coaching, encouraging, suggesting. The warming room was empty except for Mr. Hahn up on a ladder, replacing a broken ceiling light fixture.

			The door flew open. Bonnie came stomping in, sat on the cement bench facing the corner, and started wailing.

			Yikes! How come she was not drawing with the other Nines? I sat down next to her. “What happened?”

			She turned, looked at me, climbed onto my lap and hid her face against me, still sobbing.

			“What’s wrong?”

			She cried louder.

			“Ya have very strong feelings, hey?”

			“Uh-huh,” she said and kept crying.

			Imagine what she will be like when she grows up! A writer, using her powerful emotions to get readers to laugh and cry! Will I have a kid like her someday? It would not be easy being the dad of a complicated little girl who thinks at 150 miles an hour, but ohmygod, I want a kid like her! I wrapped my arms around her, held her as if she were my own daughter. I never thought about wanting a child before.

			The thought became a flood of emotions I did not know I had.

			What should I say to her? I have ta get this right! When I have kids, I have ta be there for them. Now I know what Joe meant when he used to say, “All kids are my kids.”

			And then another thought came crashing into my mind. If I marry Rennie, we could have a child like Bonnie once Rennie gets her law career going.

			My serpent sprang to life, biting and snapping inside me, the way it always does when I think about Rennie romantically. I do not know why that happens. It is a big-huge, painful problem for me.

			“Mommy won’t let me help her make dinner,” Bonnie said between sobs. “Even though it’s my turn.”

			“Why?”

			“Now I can’t help her make my favorite, sock-it-to-me cake, ‘n’ I feel bad ’cause she’s mad at me ‘n’ she knows I love doing chores with her.”

			She speaks in run-on sentences just like Rennie.

			“Why is she angry with ya?”

			“Juggling.”

			“Just juggling, Bonnie?”

			“Yeah, two cans and a jar of raspberry jam.” She stopped talking, cried harder.

			“And?”

			What felt like a couple of days went by before I heard the door open and looked up, saw a strange man stare at me, purse his lips, nod twice, look up, turn around, and leave.

			Finally, Bonnie said, “Mommy told me stop. I didn’t. The jar dropped. It broke.”

			“Did ya clean up the mess?”

			She cried even louder, her whole body shaking. “Yeah, but she’s still mad at me.”

			“That jam must be really important, huh?”

			“For the cake.”

			“How much did it cost?”

			“Forty-seven cents. It’s marked right on the lid.”

			“Do ya have a piggy bank?”

			“A little blue one with two dollars and twenty-eight cents in it.”

			“Relax, BonBon! Tell her ya want to pay for the jam and hand her the money. Then apologize again. Tell her ya will use balls to juggle with from now on. Do ya have any other jam at home?”

			“Apricot, but we never use that for a sock-it-to-me cake, only raspberry.”

			“Remember at the community meeting there was sock-it-to-me rebel cake with apricot jam? That was so good!”

			Suddenly, the room was bathed in light, and I heard Mr. Hahn climb down the ladder. Bonnie stopped crying. I handed her tissues, she wiped her face.

			“Thanks, Paul,” she said, grinning. She jumped off my lap and ran out the door.

			Mr. Hahn sat down next to me.

			“You really love that little girl, hey?”

			“Her and all the other kids.”

			“You know, I never paid much mind to what you do here before. You help all the kids like that?”

			“Any time they need it. That is why I am here.”

			“I admire that, Paul. I really admire that.” He stood up, started walking toward the door, stopped, turned to face me. “Say, I don’t need to be called Mister anymore to feel that you teens respect me. I know you do. Please call me Harry.”

			I stood up, strode to him, shook his hand. “Thanks, Harry! Thanks for being you.”

			He hugged me for a moment, which surprised the heck out of me. “What was that troublemaker doing here, staring at us?” he said.

			“Ya know who he is?”

			“Duane Pukari. Earl Smith says he’s in and out of jail all the time. I started climbing down to go after him, but he took off too quick. Well, I’ll keep a watch out for him. Better get to cleaning the wading pool. Hot day like today, the kids will want to use it,” he said. I could hear him whistling as he walked to the maintenance pod.

			Charlie, Mamie, Tess, and Ruthie came running into the warming room with Linda. “Paulie! We picked plenty of wild mint to make tea,” Tess said. “But we left enough so it will keep growing. Look!” They held a basket full of leaves out to me.

			I pulled one off the stem, crushed it between my fingers, sniffed. “Yup! Mint, all right!”

			Two very big pots of water were simmering on hot plates. The six of us tore mint leaves and stems into pieces, dropped them in the water.

			After five minutes, Linda and Mamie tasted. “Perfect!” they said.

			We skimmed the leaves out, filled dozens of mason jars, screwed the caps tight, took them to the creek, and put them down into the water to cool. For the first time that day, I felt a gentle breeze.

			“Yipes! That water’s cold today!” Ruthie said.

			“We have enough tea for all the Nines,” Tess said. “And our guests.”

			“Cookies too!” Charlie said. “A gazillion of them. Six of us baked them this morning. My dad helped me and Bobby.”

			At three o’clock, everything was set up for teatime with the Nines—paper hot cups, honey pots, wood stirring sticks, plates and plates of cookies, and four big ice chests full of creek-cooled bottles of mint tea.

			Rennie and I jogged out to the third bend and found Harry on his mowing machine. “Teatime, Harry! Come join us! Ya deserve a break. We have home-baked cookies today. Fred will be there.”

			He turned off the mower, a grin on his face and a spring in his step. Hard to believe Harry was such a grouch not long ago. Our kindness really worked! All we did was start acting like he is important.

			We headed to the warming room. Harry pointed up. “Looks like the wind is finally blowing that red murk away.”

			“Can ya imagine? We breathe that stuff in!” I said. “Probably worse than smoking, huh?”

			“I hate to think about it,” Harry said. When he saw the little reserved seat sign with his name on it, his smile grew even wider.

			Barb went into the warming room, came back with tea and cookies for him.

			“Gosh! You’re treating me like a VIP!” Harry said.

			“Well, ya are!” I said. “We could not get along without ya.”

			There were too many kids to fit into the warming room, so we formed a line that went in one door, past the serving table, and out the other. Kids with tea and cookies sat everywhere. Daniel, Bobby, and The Nines had them all singing when Fred, the Parks Superintendant, arrived.

			Six-year-old Brucie called out, “Supertender Fred! Yay!”

			Daniel raised both hands. The kids stopped singing. The Nines changed songs:

			Welcome to Shingle Creek, Friend Fred

			Our home away from home!

			We’ll tell the world that we applaud you

			With our happy poem

			We’ll sing it loud

			We’ll sing it clear

			To tell the world we’re glad you’re here

			Yippee! Hurray! Friend Fred has come

			And you’re welcome to Shingle Creek!

			Fred had the biggest grin ever. He sat down next to Harry, shook hands. Bonnie brought him tea and cookies.

			“I’m so happy to be here!” Fred said. “You know this is my favorite park because of you kids!”

			The kids cheered and applauded.

			He sipped the tea, took a bite of a cookie. “And you serve yummy refreshments! So here’s some big news for you. I know how much everyone loves Laura and Daniel and how disappointed you are on days they’re not here. So, starting in two weeks, they’ll be working full-time.”

			Laura hugged Daniel, started dancing with him. The kids cheered, “Laura! Daniel! Laura! Daniel!”

			I raised both hands. Everyone quieted down.

			“More good news!” Fred said. “We’re going to put up a brand-new park building here. So there’ll be plenty of space for all of you. Just two years from now.”

			“Friend Fred! Friend Fred!” the kids chanted.

			“So sing me some songs to celebrate!” Fred said.

			“There was a park,” Bobby called out.

			“There was a park,” the kids sang back. 

			“And in that park, there was a tree!” Bobby sang.

			“There was a tree!” the kids echoed.

			“And the kids all gathered ’round and around.”

			“And the kids all gathered ’round!” everyone sang.

			Kids singing in the background, the Teen Council gathered around Fred. “More great news! You can hire a second counselor, full-time lawyer, two full-time home aids. Start date is August second. It’s a step closer to what you need up here.”

			Ohmygosh! Lois and her family will get some of the help they need!

			A hug epidemic broke out. The teens hugged Fred and each other.

			“What’s next today for the kids?” Fred said.

			“They asked for another Capture the Flag game. We’ll start in about fifteen minutes,” Laura said. “It’ll be a gas!”

			“You’ve made this such an exciting place for kids. And park superintendents! Good work, Teen Council!”

			Later that afternoon, while the flag game was going on, Rennie and I sat in the office going over our program for the rest of the week.

			Susie’s mom, Evelyn, came in with four copies of the Gazette. “Suze called me from her internship. That story about Sheila lifting weights is in today’s paper.” She opened it to page six, pointed. There was a photo of eleven-year-old Sheila with the park building in the background.

			A few minutes later, Great Grandma Clara arrived with a bag full of coins. She and two friends had sold 97 copies of our Soup ‘n’ Sandwich Meeting speeches pamphlet while standing outside the underwear factory during shift change. She said, “Ya, we will do it again, every Thursday at a different factory, to let working folks know what we’re doing so they’ll be our allies.”

			This all seems so far from last night’s terrifying dreams. But those nightmares felt so real! Hard to believe we have enemies who want to undo everything we have achieved.

			I heard a loud voice in the warming room. “Nah! You tell ’em!” Then I heard one of my best friends, Li’l Mikey laughing as he said, “Nah! You tell ’em, Dad!”

			The office door opened part way and two grinning faces peeked in. “Dad has great news,” Li’l Mikey said.

			I opened the door wide. “Come in, talk to us!”

			“I got the job at General Grain and Flour!” Harley said, clapping his hands together. “Thanks for helping Mike help me!” He hugged me, then Rennie.

			“When do you start, as far as that goes?” Rennie said.

			“So I gave Gremling two weeks’ notice this morning. He went nuts, yelled, ‘Get out, now!’ ‘Yeah?’ I said. ‘Who’s going to fix the distiller? It’s belching red smoke.’ He just wailed like a fox caught in a trap. ‘I don’t care! You’re fired!’ So I said, ‘I already quit, so you can’t fire me, but that red smog is going into my community and I’m going to fix it.’ He stomped his feet and yelled, ‘I said you’re fired!’

			“I was laughing inside like a hyena, but I kept a straight face and I said, ‘Yeah, yeah, yeah, Mr. Gremling. You have two choices. You pay me now, cash up front, to fix it, or I’ll call that federal safety inspector and tell him everything I know.’ I stuck out my hand, palm up, and stood there tapping my foot. All he could say was, ‘Fixing that is your job!’

			“Boy, did I feel good having a factory owner over a barrel! I said, ‘But you fired me. I don’t work for free, you know. C’mon, Gremling, my fee’s a hundred bucks. Pay up!’ My foot kept tapping, my hand stayed outstretched. Finally, he said, ‘Have it your way, Harley. But I’ll make sure you’ll never get another job.’

			After he opened his wallet, and put two fifties on my hand, I said, ‘You’re right! My new job’s so good, I won’t ever leave it.’

			“ ‘Bullshit!’ he said. ‘Now fix the damned thing!’

			“So I went to work, swearing up a storm like I usually do, made some adjustments, replaced a broken part with a washer and a twisted bobby pin, and tinkered with a balky pump to get it working again. Ten minutes later, there was no more red smoke pouring out, so I left.” Harley took the two fifties from his wallet, held them up.

			The four of us cackled and guffawed. When we calmed down, Harley said, “So Mr. Loftus said I can start tomorrow.” He plunked one of the fifties on the desk. “That’s my donation to the Teen Council!”

			“Tell ’em about your raise, Dad!”

			“Thirty-one percent and two weeks’ extra vacation!”

			“Wow! You’re rich now!” Rennie said.

			The CB radio crackled to life. “Hot Base! Hot Base! CreekPrinter here! Do you read me?”

			“Hey! That’s us!” Rennie said “Roger, CreekPrinter! What’s up?”

			“I need to talk to InkVeins.”

			“Who’s that?” Li’l Mikey said.

			“Pete Hakkala looking for Susie,” Rennie said. “She’s at her internship, CreekPrinter.”

			“Oh, right! It’s Thursday. Dang! I got a problem. Can you help, Hot Base? The bossman gave me an outdated printing press he was going to throw away. Just needs some new parts and it’ll run fine. But I had to take it today. The guys helped me get it in my pickup, but I can’t unload it myself and don’t know where to put it.”

			“Roger, CreekPrinter. Come right to Hot Base.”

			“Thanks, good buddies. There in twenty.”

			“This is a big-ass deal,” Li’l Mikey said. “We can make Shingle Creek News into the real McCoy. And print more pamphlets. Dad, can we stay and help unload?”

			“Sure can!” Harley said. “Where are we putting it? Someone’s garage?”

			“Holy buckets,” Rennie said, “I’ll call Betty and Bucky, ‘n’ they’ve got empty space to the max ‘n’ they’re always glad to help, ‘n’ they have three people working there can help us unload, yes siree!” She picked up the phone, dialed.

			“Where’s their shop?” Harley said.

			“In the old steam engine repair depot in Camden Rail Yard,” I said. “It is big-huge, and mostly empty. Harley, Mikey, I have work gloves for ya.” I opened a drawer, pulled out four pairs, handed them out.

			Rennie put down the phone. “Betty said yes, your darn tootin’ she did.”

			When Pete arrived, he was bouncing all over the place. “I’ll fix it up, and get it running good. Bobby and Charlie aren’t tall enough yet to reach the controls, but I’ll teach Susie how to run it. You know what they say, freedom of the press only applies if your community owns one.”

			“Amen!” Harley said. “Does your boss know what you plan to do with it?”

			“No way. He thinks I’m going to sell the parts.”

			“We’ll keep your secret, yes siree Bob!” Rennie said.

			We walked to the street. The press was so big, it hung part way off Pete’s tailgate.

			“Impressive!” I said. “How long would it take to print a thousand pamphlets?”

			“About forty minutes for a sixteen-pager,” Pete said.

			“Yikes! Leaves Bobby and Charlie’s hand-cranked mimeograph in the dust! This is gonna be very useful,” I said. “Pete, ya done good!”

			“Why do you call your daughter InkVeins?” Harley said.

			“I always tell her serious journalists have printer’s ink in their blood. She decided to call herself that. But where are we going to put the press?” Pete said.

			“Betty said we can keep it in their repair shop building, yes she did!” Rennie said.

			“Lead the way,” Pete said.

			We got into Harley’s car. Pete followed us. Bucky, waiting outside, pointed us toward a huge doorway that was usually closed. We drove into a blocks-long room with train tracks in the floor, many neatly piled stacks of old lumber, heaps of steam locomotive parts, old work benches, shelves full of mysterious mechanisms, a huge bin filled with coal.

			“Man, this place is big!” Pete said. “Dang! Look at that! Nellie the steam engine’s over there! So Karen, that Nellie story you told is true?”

			“Yes indeed!” Rennie said. “Mostly. Some day we’re going to restore Nellie, ‘n’ get her running again, no halfway about it.”

			A door next to us opened. Betty, Bucky, Brenda, and Henry Lund walked through, came and looked the press over.

			“That’s a machine and a half!” Betty said. “Let’s put it right next to the coal bin for now.”

			The eight of us, huffing and puffing, eased the press off Pete’s truck, covered it with tarps.

			“We have plenty of space to build a press room for it,” Bucky said.

			“The boss is giving me more old equipment tomorrow,” Pete said. “We’ll have a complete print shop when he’s through.”

			“Bring it all right here!” Betty said.

			“This is going to make a big difference for all of us Creekers,” Bucky said. “I just have to hug you all. This machine fights bosses! Thank you, Pete!”

			After our goodbye hugs, Rennie and I walked back toward the warming room. She took my hand. “That press makes me feel so much better, yes it does, ‘cause now we’re going to have a real newspaper so we can let the world know how the bosses are lying about us.”

			“Me, too, Rennie, me, too.” But without even thinking about it, I rubbed my abdomen, right at the spot where Dwight stabbed me.

			At a table in the warming room, Sheila, Terri, Bonnie, and Laura were looking at the Gazette. I had never seen Sheila look so happy.

			“Yah’re the star of the Gazette!” I said.

			“Nobody’s gonna mess with a gal who pumps iron!” Laura said. “You’re a real badass!”

			“Is that a good thing?” Sheila said.

			“Gol! It sure is!” Laura said. “It means you’re s-t-r-o-n-g, strong.”

			“Our father better watch out!” Terri said.

			“He sure better!” Sheila said, banging her fist down on the desk. “Can I get a copy of the paper? I want to show Rojie. And Mama Irene. Yeah, and Sampapa too.”

			“He really likes when you call him that,” Bonnie said.

			“That’s why I do,” Sheila said. “Wish he’d always been my dad.”

			“Evelyn Hakkala bought this copy especially for you,” I said.

			“Why’d she do that?” Sheila said.

			“People really like you and Terri. Because you’re so smart. And cool,” Laura said, hugging them both.

			Being around the kids all afternoon, I relaxed so much the death threats seemed far away and unreal. Before I knew it, Rennie told me it was time to walk home and start cooking.

			“You excited Scott’s coming for dinner?” I said.

			“Big-time! He always looked out for me ‘n’ showed me stuff. Dad got angry every time Scottie taught me ’bout locksmithing or car repair. Scottie just laughed at him. Learned a lot of common sense from Scottie too.”

			“Sandi’s excited about their date tomorrow night.”

			“Scottie too. If they hit it off, I could be your sister-in-law!” Rennie said and started laughing. “And if we got married, Sandi would be his! Then Scottie could write a comedy, ‘How I Married My Sister-in-Law But Stayed True to My Wife!’ ”

			My serpent hissed, chomped my insides. It hurt. But I laughed with Rennie.

			Linda came jogging up from behind us. “What’re we making for dinner, Karen?”

			“Found some great recipes at the library this morning, yes I did! Chicken, potatoes, and broccoli like you’ve never tasted before. Got it all down so I can play Great-Grandma, the kitchen dispatcher.”

			We upped our pace, sprinted to the kitchen. Rennie turned on the oven and chopped fresh parsley and thyme. I washed and diced broccoli heads. Linda peeled and sliced potatoes.

			“What’s all that butter for?” Linda said.

			“The chicken! Paavali, please chop these almonds for the broccoli, all right then?” she said, shaking salt and pepper onto the chicken pieces.

			“Got it! Next step?” I said.

			“Get out a sheet pan, put the broccoli on it ‘n’ drizzle it with olive oil ‘n’ sprinkle on caraway seeds ‘n’ you got it nailed! Potatoes in first, hold the brocc for now.”

			“I am so glad we are giving Ma and Great Grandma Clara a break from cooking,” I said.

			“To the max,” Rennie said, “ ‘n’ the six of us have become like a real family, even with Jill away in San Francisco ‘n’ Aunt Shirley is more like your real ma than your so-called mother.”

			“Sprinkle these with garlic powder, pepper, and salt?” Linda said, pointing to the potato slices.

			“Coat them with olive oil first, sprinkle them, and in they go!” She had the chicken simmering in two frying pans. The aroma of chopped herbs filled the kitchen. There was a loud hiss when she poured cider vinegar over the chicken, a sputtering sound when the butter was added. “Paavali, get that brocc in the oven for ten minutes! Then squeeze your lemon juice!” Ten minutes later, Rennie piled the chicken onto a platter. “Potatoes and broccoli, out!”

			The doorbell rang. Ma came into the kitchen with Scott. He handed Rennie a huge bunch of flowers, placed a bakery box on the counter. “Congratulations to my smart sister, the awesome giver of speeches!” he said and hugged her.

			Great-Grandma Clara joined us. We sat down to eat. I never tasted chicken so rich, potatoes so delicious. The lemon juice, almonds, and caraway seeds made the broccoli sing!

			“I have a question for my smart sister,” Scott said. “I love locksmithing, but the pay stinks! Just $1.90 an hour, and we have to buy our own tools? Pathetic! I can’t even afford my own apartment.”

			“I thought you guys have a union,” Rennie said.

			“They take our dues, but we never have meetings. You file a grievance, a year later they’re still ‘working on it.’ You vote for a strike, they say the contract won’t let you. What the heck?”

			“What kind of car does yahr shop steward drive?” I said.

			“Oh, that guy! A brand-new purple Dodge Challenger.”

			“That tells you a lot!” Rennie said. “You ever work with him on a job?”

			“The guy is not a working locksmith. You can’t do that wearing a suit and tie.”

			“Maybe you need a new union,” Rennie said.

			“Some of us talked about that. Problem is, the biggest shop in our union has only four locksmiths. The rest are small shops, scattered all over the city. Hard to organize!”

			“Bet you have a company union,” Clara said.

			“Nobody knows how the local got started. Or if they do, they’re not talking,” Scott said.

			“Once upon a time, we had a kickass union called the Wobblies,” Clara said. “Lots of Swedes and Finns in it. Mostly men in those days. Those guys sure knew how to fight! They believed in one big union for all working people, which would be just the thing for locksmiths. You would be organizing side by side with coal miners, factory workers, cooks, nurses, railroad engineers, park workers, teachers, journalists.”

			“Did you know any Wobblies, Great-Grandma?” Scott said.

			“Yah! Your Great-Grandpa Torkel! He was organizing flour mill workers when I met him.”

			“Great-Grandpa, a union organizer? I didn’t know that!” Scott said.

			“Yah! I was too! For the baker’s union. I was afraid to tell you. Time you knew.”

			“Wobblies! Is their union still around and stuff?” Rennie said.

			“Yah, sort of. But its power is gone.”

			“I read about them at the Historical Society,” Linda said. “They organized a miner’s strike up on the iron range back in the summer of ’16. Cut ore production to almost nothing for three months. But the article didn’t say why they lost the strike.”

			“The cops and sheriffs rounded up all the leaders, threw them in jail,” Clara said. “Which wasn’t legal. Then, the owners just waited. Until the miners’ money ran out.” Clara stabbed her chicken with her fork, banged her other hand on the table. Plates, silverware, and glasses bounced. “The one that really gets me going is the loggers and sawyers strike.”

			“What are sawyers, Great-Grandma?” Rennie said.

			“Good, old-fashioned word for sawmill workers. Can you imagine sawing trees into boards or cutting down trees twelve hours a day, seven days a week? With just hand tools? Forty below in the winter? No place to really warm up? No place to bathe? Just a single wood stove heating a shack smaller than this house with sixty men crammed in? And you’re paid less than two bucks a day?

			“Well, in the winter of 1917, a thousand sawyers at the Virginia and Rainy Lake Sawmill had enough of that skitsnack! They walked off the job. Demanded a nine-hour day, ten buck a month increase and better housing. Can you blame them?”

			“That’s sixty-three hours a week! How’d they ever work like that?” Scott said. “Great-Grandma, what is skitsnack?”

			Clara laughed. “Swedish for bullshit!”

			“So what happened next?” Rennie said.

			“The IWW sent organizers to help the strikers. In early January, thousands of lumberjacks joined the sawyers’ strike. They shut down the whole lumber industry in Minnesota. The owners fought back. Laws? They broke the laws we must obey. By the middle of January, Wobbly leaders were arrested on trumped up charges. 

			Lumberjacks and sawyers went to the towns and small cities on the iron range looking for work. Sheriffs rounded them up, forced them to flee to Minneapolis or Duluth. And the Communal Association had spies among the Wobblies. The General Secretary at the Wobblies’ state headquarters was secretly on the Communal Association payroll. The Communal Association had the Wobblies’ membership list. When a Wobblies’ lumberjack or sawyer went looking for factory work in Minneapolis or St. Paul, the answer was, ‘Get lost!’

			“I remember them coming to my parents’ bakery, pleading for stale bread. They looked ragged and weary from begging for work, food, shelter. We always told them, ‘We have fresh bread with butter and a bowl of soup with meat for you. Come, sit down and eat! And you’re welcome to a hot shower afterward, if you want.’ ”

			The phone rang. Ma got up to answer it, came back a moment later. “Bonnie has something for you, Paulie. She’s coming by with her mom.”

			I looked at Rennie, suddenly imagined her ten years from now, pregnant with our daughter. She would be a smart kid like Bonnie.

			My serpents went haywire. I had to stop eating dessert.

			So the serpents’ attacks are not just about sex, hey! I think that means something, but I do not know what. I have ta freeze my face so Rennie will not see my distress.

			“Bonnie is a great kid,” I said.

			“The Wobblies kept organizing in other states but were wiped out from Northern Minnesota,” Clara said. “They lived on in the hearts of working people. We used to sing about a Swedish Wobbly organizer at rallies and picket lines in the late thirties; that song helped us find our power and strength again. Come, I’ll sing it for you.”

			We followed her to the living room. She sat down at the piano, played the introduction. The doorbell rang. I brought Bonnie and her mom, Irene, inside. Bonnie was holding a paper sack. When Clara started singing, Bonnie’s eyes widened. Irene listened a moment, got teary, started to sing along.

			Clara sang about Joe Hill, shot and killed by the copper bosses. In a dream, Joe tells her he’s still alive, still inspiring workers to organize, all across America, and always will. The melody filled me with longing, sadness, hope, and strength all at once.

			I feel like Joe Hill is here beside me, right now, hand on my shoulder, urging me on. What power this song has! The words. The melody. It just grabs me by my feelings. The copper bosses thought they shot Joe Hill, but he comes to workers in their dreams. Wherever it is they are organizing, from California to Maine, he will be there, helping them along.

			“Now, sing along with me!” Clara said.

			Bonnie took my hand. I took Rennie’s. We sang, and I felt so close to everyone.

			“When I was a little girl,” Irene said, “my dad used to sing this to me. His dad was a Wobbly lumberjack, went on strike in 1917, knew Joe Hill. Gosh! How much we’ve forgotten about who we are and where we come from!”

			“Mommy! How come you never told me?” Bonnie said.

			“It’s a long story, Bonbon. I’ll start telling you tonight at bedtime.”

			“And all my sisters too?”

			“Yes, sweetie. It’s time you all knew about this.”

			“Paulie, I brought you a piece of apricot sock-it-to-me cake,” Bonnie said, handing me the paper sack. “For helping me this morning.”

			“We actually like it better with apricot filling,” Irene said. “Thanks, Paulie. You solved a family crisis!”

			“Aw!” I pointed to Bonnie. “Thank you for being such an awesome, smart, fun kid! And thank you for being her mom. Will ya have coffee with us?”

			“My sisters, Sheila, Terri, and Monica, are waiting for me. We’re writing a play. Mommy, you going to stay?”

			“I’ll walk you, Bonnie,” Linda said.

			“That’s kind of you, Linda,” Irene said. “See you later, sweetie,”

			I sat next to Irene in the dining room.

			“Paulie, I really appreciate the way you and your family look out for my Bonnie,” Irene said.

			“She is so smart!” I said. “Is it a challenge to parent a brilliant kid?”

			Irene laughed. “Sometimes it’s hard to keep up with her, and keep her from getting bored. School’s the biggest problem. I wish, somehow, she could go to college. Not be just a housewife.”

			“I hope that all the smart housewives in Shingle Creek, like you, Ma, and Evelyn Hakkala, can go to college someday,” I said.

			“Never happen,” Irene said, looking at the floor.

			“Why not? When yahr kids are a little older?”

			“Sampaa wants me to go,” Irene said. “But it costs so much. And with seven daughters now, we can’t figure out a way.”

			“We need scholarships for working people,” Rennie said.

			Ma’s face was all scrunched up like she was about to cry. “I never told anyone this before. When Linda was nine, I enrolled in Hennepin Community College without The Mister’s permission. He went crazy, beating and battering me and the kids. Day after day. So I never went.”

			So that is what caused the awful day Ma stopped talking. George, you bastard!

			“Shirley! I’m so sorry. That must’ve been awful,” Irene said. “You still could go, you know.”

			“I suppose.”

			“Always wanted to ask you. How did you turn out three wonderful kids?” Irene said.

			“It’s a long story.”

			“Could we start with chapter one?”

			“May we excuse ourselves?” I said, nodding to Rennie and Scott. I motioned to them to go outside.

			We closed the front door, stood on the lawn.

			“What’s up, Paulie?” Rennie said.

			“I sense a friendship starting. That would be wonderful for Ma! I wanted us to get out of the way so they could talk freely.”

			“Can we talk more about unions?” Scott said.

			We walked all the way up the Creekside Trail, past the seventh bend and back, chatting away.

			“That one big union idea! That’s the key,” Scott said. “Can it actually happen?”

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2, ONE TALL ORDER, COMING UP!

			Saturday, July 17, 1971

			Early Saturday morning, Rennie and I headed up to Maple Grove, a residential counseling program for teenagers in trouble. When we got out of the car we saw Roger’s counselor, Nick, walking up the path toward us. “Roger’s at the horse paddock rarin’ to go, but he wants you to see him riding Jackpot.”

			At the paddock, Roger and Jackpot were galloping toward a crossrail. “Up, Jackie-boy!” Roger called, and the horse leaped, flew high over the rail, head pointed up, then forward, tail flying out behind him. Jackpot landed, whinnied, galloped toward us, stopped short right at the fence.

			“Morning, Paul. Karen.”

			“Nice jump!” I said.

			He looked at Rennie. “Weren’t you there when Jill knocked me down?”

			Rennie shifted from foot to foot. “Yes.”

			“Please forgive me for being nasty to you. I was stupid.”

			“I’m working on that,” Rennie said.

			Roger brought Jackpot to the barn, rubbed him down, gave us apples and carrots to hand feed him. Then he grabbed his rucksack and off we went.

			“So this is the mahrove-rove car you told me all about,” Roger said when we got in, Rennie in the middle. “Can’t even tell you repainted the fender. How did you match it so well?”

			“Actually, Karen did it and I helped.”

			“Girl mechanics? That’s a new one on me.”

			“All the women in Betty and Bucky’s family are mechanics except Beth,” I said. “They can teach ya a lot of stuff. If ya can change yahr thinking.

			“I have to get my head around this.”

			About a mile up the road, I pulled into a restaurant parking lot. “We’re going to pick up some really cool Danish sandwiches to bring for lunch,” I said. “Nick and I ate here a few days ago.”

			Our order was ready to go, four dozen smørrebrød sandwiches individually wrapped, sitting on crushed ice, neatly packed in a cooler.

			“I feel bad about this,” Roger said as we turned onto the highway again. “The first time visiting the family that’s taking me in and me not bringing anything.”

			“Well, how about this?” I said. “We stop at a Red Crow, buy ingredients for a chocolate Chip and Roger cake? You know the recipe by heart?”

			“Sure thing! But I only have three dollars.”

			“Heck, that should more than cover it,” I said.

			“Excellent!” Roger said with a grin as wide as the prairie sky. But the smile didn’t last long. “Paul, why haven’t we heard anything about my gun problem? Isn’t that a bad, bad sign?”

			“Remember, Russ said it does not happen snap! Like that? Could take months.”

			“It’s a lot longer already.”

			“Only seems that way. It is less than a week.”

			I pulled into a Red Crow store lot. “Here we are! Cake ingredients coming up!”

			When we got back in the car, Roger asked Karen, “How did you learn to fix cars?”

			“My brother taught me a bunch. Then I got to be friends with Barb ‘n’ she and Betty taught me more, as far as that goes. But I’m not into transmissions like Barb is.”

			“So, you going to be a mechanic?”

			“I’m starting at the university in the fall. Gonna be a lawyer, yes I am.”

			“So I don’t get it,” Roger said. “You’re only a year older than me, right?”

			“Yes indeed, sixteen.”

			“How do you get to know so much and do so much? And I don’t?”

			“Because I got breaks and you didn’t. Yet. But you’re getting them now, and holy buckets, being part of Betty and Bucky’s family is a big-time break, ‘n’ you’re showing a side of yourself that’s way different from angry Roger, ‘n’ that’ll help big-time.”

			Roger was silent for a moment. “Yeh, when I think about it, I never let anyone see that part of me except my sisters. Until you came along, Paulie. Do you think Barb might teach me transmission stuff?”

			“I’ll bet she would if ya ask her,” I said. “What do ya think, Rennie?”

			“Only if you’re really into it, ’cause there’s no halfway about it for Barb.”

			“I’d really like to be into something all the way,” Roger said.

			“Seems like yah’re totally into Jackpot.”

			“Yeh, but I can’t take him with me when I leave Maple Grove.” He turned toward me. “You call Karen, Rennie?”

			“You bet! My affectionate nickname for her. Nobody else can call her that.”

			“And my love name for him is Paavali, Finnish for Paulie.”

			“Why didn’t my parents use love names?”

			“Maybe they weren’t in love,” Rennie said. She turned toward him. “Can I ask you something?” Her voice was cold-forged steel.

			She sounds angry at him. How come she did not tell me about that?

			Roger’s smile vanished. His hands clenched. “I guess.”

			“I mean, why did you call Althea the N-word on the skating rink?”

			Roger stared at his knees. “I’m so ashamed of that. Nick’s been helping me think about why. Father always told me I was a nothing. He said Black people were less than nothing. So I had more than they did. And they’d try to take whatever I had. That scared me. I had so little. That day, Father had put his gun to my head, raped my ass again. Hurt like hell.”

			Rennie gasped.

			“Apologies, Karen, but that’s what he did.”

			“Roger, I am so sorry. You do not deserve that.”

			“So what happened at the rink?” I said.

			“I wanted someone to love me so bad! A pretty girl to hold my hand and make me feel like a something. There she was…Linda! The girl I’ve dreamed about since eighth grade. But she wouldn’t even look at me. She and Althea were practicing figure skating, laughing, enjoying themselves. I…I was…jealous. Angry. Althea was taking away my chance to talk with Linda. I had to make Althea go away. But I didn’t even know what I’d say to Linda, which made me even madder. So I used the N-word, thinking it’d make Althea leave. Really stupid. Pissed them both off.”

			“Holy buckets,” Rennie said. “If I turned it into winter right now with my magic wand, put Althea and Linda on the rink in front of you for a do-over?”

			“I’d say, ‘Wow! You’re really good skaters. Who taught you? Could you show me a move? Can I skate with you? Do you ever play hockey? You like speed skating?’ But not all at once like that!”

			“Good start, Roger, as far as that goes,” Rennie said. “But, what if they just wanted to be left alone?”

			“That would hurt,” Roger said, hunching forward, hand pressed to his chest.

			“Well, suppose ya promised to show Sheila and Terri how to do a one-foot left spin on their ice skates. Ya worked with them for half an hour. Terri was just getting it. Sheila was frustrated and crying. Ya were trying to encourage her. And then, some girl ya had never met butts in and wants ya to show her too.”

			“I’d tell her, ‘No, not now. I’m busy!’ ”

			“Would that mean yah’re not interested in her?”

			“I dunno. I wouldn’t care right then.” Roger sat back in his seat, took his hand off his chest. “I get it! Linda and Althea wanting to be left alone had nothing to do with me. Man, have ta think about this a lot more!”

			“Now what about Althea?” Rennie said. “Could you be friends with her?”

			Roger’s mouth got round, his eyes big. “I never even thought of that. Why would I want to?”

			I reached past Rennie, patted his shoulder. “Maybe she’s a lot of fun to be with. Or maybe she’d be willing to help ya teach yahr sisters cool skating moves. Could be she rides horses too.”

			“She does?”

			“I flat out do not know. How would you find out?”

			Roger chewed on his lips, thinking. “I guess I’d have to talk with her. Get to know her. I only talked with a Black…er, African American person once in my whole life.”

			“Can you try talking with Althea?” Rennie said. “To find out what she’s like?”

			“I think I can!”

			At a big, green, hand-painted arrow, I turned left off the highway, onto a dirt road shaded by huge trees. The road curved once, ending at clearing with a green and white sign, Olson’s Last Resort. Below it, a smaller red sign said, No Vacancies!” I parked between Betty and Bucky’s metallic blue and white Chevy Bel Air Wagon and Beth’s half bright orange, half rusted Mustang.

			Rennie and I carried the sandwich cooler. Roger grabbed our bags, the groceries, and his rucksack. We walked down a set of stone stairs, through a grove of fruit and nut trees, to a large green and white cabin. A sign over the screen door read, Workers’ Entrance. Next to it there was a painting on the foundation, just above the ground, of a tiny door marked, “Bosses’ Entrance.”

			“I can’t believe this is just their lake place,” Roger said. “It’s fancier than their full-time house.”

			“Yup, it sure is nice,” I said.

			 “Hello! Anybody home?” Rennie called.

			Barb came prancing, opened the door. “Hey! Good to see you! C’mon in! Welcome, Roger!” She took one of the bags from Roger and lead us through the living room and kitchen, out to a wide screened porch with a view of Long Lake. Jazz played softly. On a row of couches facing the lake, Betty, Bucky, and their family chatted.

			Bucky hugged Roger. “Good to see you here, son!” he said.

			Roger’s eyes glistened. “Thanks, man!”

			“This is our son, Barry, and our daughter-in-law, Annie Nordness,” Betty said, pointing to a short woman with long red hair and freckles. “He’s a fifth-grade teacher in Robbinsdale. She’s a music teacher, plays the fiddle and violin.”

			“And this is our son, Derek,” Annie said, smiling down at the infant in Barry’s arms. “How old are you, Derek?”

			“Ah-dee-doh!”

			“That means nine months,” Annie said. “And a half a dozen other things as well.”

			Derek pointed to Roger. “Uh! Uh!”

			“He wants you to introduce yourself, shake his hand,” Annie said.

			Roger reached out gently. Derek grabbed his hand, squeezed. Roger had the goofiest look on his face. “Great to meet you, Derek!”

			“M-m-m!” Derek said.

			“And this is our other son, Bernie. And our daughter-in-law, Gwen McCoy,” Bucky said. “She’s a nurse at the hospital downtown. He’s a mechanic at our shop.”

			Gwen was tall, slender, looked like a model. I gasped. I had no idea Betty and Bucky’s daughter-in-law is African American! Come on, Paavali! Practice what ya preach. No reason this should unsettle ya. Change yahr old-fashioned thinking right now!

			“Hey, I know you!” Roger said, clasping Gwen’s hand, grinning wide. “You took care of me at the prison ward. The night I really needed help.”

			Gwen put her arms around him, hugged him. “You actually talking is great to see, Mister Writing Pad Man! I wanna catch up with you, hear me?”

			“Yes, ma’am. You bet!”

			The three of us already knew the Olson daughters, Brenda, Beth, and Barb. Brenda introduced her boyfriend, Jack Langacker, a gandy dancer at Camden Yard. And we shook hands with Beth’s boyfriend, Moe Lehtonen, a truck driver for the summer, headed back to the university as a sophomore in the fall.

			“And then there’s me,” Barb said, a tinge of sadness in her voice. “No boyfriend anywhere around.”

			“Yet!” Rennie said.

			“I have such a crush on Billy Anderson, it hurts! But now, everyone can see he and Linda are a couple.”

			Roger looked as distressed as Barb.

			“Don’t have a cow, man!” Rennie said. “Billy’s a great guy, but he’s not the only one in Shingle Creek. Roger, let’s get you talking with Bucky about your cake, if they want it for lunch or dinner.”

			“Why not Betty, if it’s about cooking?” Roger said.

			“Mama never cooks,” Barb said. “Dad does it all.”

			“Why?” Roger said, his outstretched hands turned palms up.

			“She wouldn’t marry him unless he agreed to that,” Barb said.

			“Yeh, but he works all day.”

			“Mama does too. Same exact job Dad has. They split housework. She cleans.” Barb motioned Bucky over.

			“Will I be cooking too?” Roger said.

			“Well, I think you and me cooking together would be great fun,” Bucky said.

			“Like how ya enjoyed baking that cake with yahr friend Chip,” I said.

			“Dad gets so silly and funny when he cooks,” Barb said, “sometimes I beg him to help. But he just says, ‘Nah! This is men’s work!’ And then he lets me help anyway.”

			“Well, Bucky? Er, Dad? What should I call you?”

			“Either. Or both. Whatever you like.”

			“Okay, so here’s the thing, Bucky. I brought the ingredients for a chocolate chip cake I want to bake. For lunch?”

			“Definitely lunch. Should we go to the kitchen, get you started?”

			“Yeh, that’d be cool.”

			Bucky listened to Roger’s recipe, got out pans, mixing bowls, utensils. “Sounds like you know exactly what to do. But questions? Just ask! By the way, what’s the apple sauce for?”

			“Makes the cake moister. The recipe adds some extra flour to adjust for it.”

			“Applesauce, huh? That’s a new one on me. Looks like I’m going to learn good stuff from you!”

			Pretty soon, Roger had the cake in the oven and was working on the icing. Bucky kept up a steady stream of jokes, mixed with encouragement. Roger chatted, kept grinning.

			“You know, this is like the old days,” Bucky said. “With my sons.”

			“Is that why you’re taking me in?” Roger said.

			“Yes, sir! You know, both Betty and I get a huge kick out of being parents. Now that Bernie, Barry, and Brenda are on their own, we miss them. You’re being here would help me—help us—cope.”

			“You mean you’ll really like having me around?”

			“I sure will, Roger.”

			Roger teared up.

			So did Bucky. “Only real men can cry. Fake men can’t,” he said, then hugged Roger. “So, here’s the deal. Same as our other kids get. You keep your grades up in school. Problems? Ask us, and we’ll help you work them out. And…you go to college.”

			“Why? I want to drive a bus or be a mechanic. Since I was a little kid.”

			The aroma of baking cake began to fill the room.

			“We want you to always have a choice and to understand the world. With college, you have that. Bernie, Barry, Brenda—they all went.”

			“Me? In college? I can’t do that!”

			“Adjust your gray matter, change your brain cells. You can do it, son!”

			“I’m too dumb!” He hunched his shoulders, stabbed the bowl of icing with a spatula.

			I motioned to Bucky to cool it. He nodded.

			A moment later, Roger opened the oven, poked a toothpick into the cakes. “They’re done! Dad, you have cooling racks?”

			He really wants to be part of this family!

			Bucky handed them to him. “You bake like a pro. Who taught you?”

			“The cook at Maple Grove. Really cool, old Danish guy. But I only know a few recipes so far.”

			“What’re your favorites?”

			“Risengrød—”

			“Oh my gosh! Christmas rice pudding! I haven’t had that since my mother died. The real deal, with almonds and cherry sauce?”

			“Yeh, and whipping cream. Lots of it. I’ll make it for you next time I visit.”

			Roger cleaned up the kitchen, asked where to put everything away. “Can I go catch up with Nurse McCoy?”

			“Sure thing!”

			As the kitchen door shut behind Roger, Bucky said, “He calls me Dad and he’s going to make risengrød? Did I just die and go to heaven?”

			“The heaven part, maybe. But yah’re alive and kicking, thank goodness.”

			“It’s going to really be this easy?”

			“He is a good kid, just hurting bad inside. Fighting to conquer his pain, find the good part of himself. Sometimes ya get kinda terrified helping him do that. But it is easier as ya get to understand him. Like, ya have ta get to the reason he thinks he is dumb.”

			“Give me the lowdown,” Bucky said. “Oops, that’s old-guy talk. Tell me everything I need to know.”

			I want to say, there is this kid who is trying now to walk and talk like a man. But he is still hurting like a little boy inside. Especially after his father, Deadwood, tried to kill him. No matter how much Judith tries to help. Damn it, Bucky! I wish you had been my father!

			I argued with myself the whole time Bucky and I chatted. But I could not tell him what was going on inside me. I did mention that at Deadwood’s trial the day before, he was sentenced to an additional nine years for assault and attempted murder. But his conviction did not comfort me. Somehow, it knocked me back to the darkness that had enveloped me a month ago.

			After half an hour, Rennie bounded into the kitchen. “Betty says it’s really warm today and we should all go for a dip in the lake ‘n’ you two can finish your conversation later, all right then?” She took my hand, guided me onto the porch.

			Bucky followed. “Sorry, Betts!” he said. “I got carried away again!”

			In our swimsuits, we walked along a narrow trail to the lake, stepped into the cool, pleasant water, waded in up to our waists.

			“Race you to the raft!”

			“Rennie! I do not know how to swim.”

			“I can’t either!” Roger said.

			“I’ll teach you, Roger!” Barb said. “It’s not hard.” She stretched her arms out. “Here, lay down on your belly. I’ll support you. Don’t worry!”

			Roger looked at me, grinned, laid down.

			Rennie put out her arms. “You too, Paavali! Good, that’s it! Now put your arms out to the side. Feel yourself floating?”

			“Yup! You floating too, Roger?”

			“Yeh! Barb took her arms away. Still floating!”

			“Okay, guys, try a back-float!” Barb said.

			I heard a splash as Roger turned over.

			Then I did. “Gosh, this is soothing! I could stay like this, just gazing at the sky all day!”

			Rennie showed me how to move my arms, my legs. Soon, Roger and I were swimming around.

			“Okay, guys!” Barb said. “Work on it in the shallow water. Karen and I are going to the raft.”

			After hundreds of practice laps, Roger said, “Think we’re ready to join them?”

			“You bet! But we should tell them to watch out for us.”

			Roger put his thumb and middle finger in his mouth, made a loud whistle. Barb and Rennie turned toward us. I pointed to Roger, to myself, to them, made swimming motions with my arms. Rennie gave us a thumbs-up. We swam side by side, like brothers.

			Later, back on the porch, cooled by the water, warmed by the sun in a perfect combination, Rennie and I sat and talked with Betty and Bucky.

			“It still worries me,” Bucky said, “about us depending on the Park and School Boards so much.”

			“Especially now that Gremling’s on the war path,” Betty said.

			“But we have not heard a thing from Gremling in days,” I said. “And Fred just gets more and more helpful.”

			“Don’t let that fool you,” Betty said. “Fred is appointed, not elected. Gremling could get him fired. And get us kicked out of the schools. Then where do we meet?”

			“I flat out do not believe that will happen,” 

			“Who do you think is behind Dwight Trockenmann’s threats?” Bucky said. “Gremling!”

			“Ya have any proof?” I said, trying to push the nightmare where Dwight stabbed me out of my mind.

			“Just a sixth sense based on years of experience,” Bucky said.

			“Great-Grandma said the same thing about Gremling yesterday,” Rennie said. “But we could just have open air meetings in the park, yes we could.”

			“Rain, wind, cold, snow,” Bucky said with a grimace. “Deputy sheriffs and paid goons attacking. Like they’ve done to union organizing in the past. Could make it difficult to meet outside. And dangerous.”

			“But we have an idea,” Betty said, nodding her head. “Hear us out, okay?”

			“You’ve seen Hall One at our repair shop building,” Bucky said. “Where Nellie lives.”

			“Yes, siree! It’s huge ‘n’ stuff!”

			“Even if we started a community-owned tourist railroad,” Betty said, “and tripled the size of our repair shop, there’d still be a lot of space left over. Just in Hall One.”

			Bucky grinned. “We have two more halls that size. They’re as empty as the president’s head. Actually, I take that back. They have all sorts of useful things like stacks of lumber, fine hardwood panels, heaps of bricks, kegs of nails, even a pile of steel I-beams. Each hall is two blocks long by three blocks wide. Our building goes from 49th Avenue to 46th and Logan Avenue to Russell.”

			“Why did ya buy such a big-huge place?” I said.

			“We got a big-huge bargain,” Betty said. “A building supplies contractor used it as a warehouse. The recession in ’60 wiped them out. Bank that repossessed it was desperate to sell; taxes were killing them. We got it for a hundred bucks down, paid forty bucks a month for nine years. It’s ours now, free and clear.”

			“My clever wife,” Bucky said, “figured out how to get a small business tax break. No property tax at all until 1976!”

			There was a loud whistle from outside, then another softer one. We jumped up, looked out the windows. Roger and Barb were on the lawn, facing each other.

			“It’s the least I could do, seeing how you taught me to swim,” Roger said. “That’s it, get your lips covering your teeth. Move your fingers until you get the best spot.”

			Barb tossed her head, put her thumb and middle finger in her mouth. A loud whistle pierced the air, then two more.

			“I’m asking him to teach me to do that, yes siree!” Rennie said. “What happens when the tax hits in ’76?”

			“Twelve grand a year? That would put the big kibosh on us,” Bucky said. “We tried renting the extra space, but nobody wants it.”

			“But!” Betty said. “But! Here’s our idea. We donate the whole building—all three halls—to the Teen Council and the Shingle Creek Neighborhood Association. You’re both nonprofits. Bang! No taxes!”

			“The building fronts on 49th Avenue,” Bucky said. “Perfect for neighborhood stores. No zoning problem either. We get community volunteers to build a giant meeting room and spaces for community-owned businesses.”

			“And here’s the icing on the cake,” Betty said. “Instead of the Park Board building one of their structures that takes away a whole lot of park land, the new recreation center could be in our building. They’d pay rent to the community.”

			“But what about your repair shop ‘n’ stuff?” Rennie said.

			“We’d like our shop to get free rent for the next 100 years,” Bucky said. “Sets up our kids, grandkids, and maybe great-grandkids, so they can always have jobs even if we have another depression.”

			“But is that enough so it’s fair to ya?”

			“Carleton figures
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