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Chapter 1: Silver Thaw

The radio on the windowsill crackled and Midge Holloway's voice came into the lookout cab the way it always did, as though she were finishing a sentence she'd started somewhere back down the mountain.

"—so tell your driver he wants the Ten. Not the county road, the Ten. He'll try to take Twenty-two because that's what the sign says, and the sign is a liar."

Mateo Reyes looked up from the box he was cataloguing, a strip of masking tape stuck to his thumb, and gave me the particular flat look that men give a radio when the radio is winning. "Midge," he said, keying the handset, "there is no road called the Ten anymore. There's Forest Road Twenty-two. That's the number on the map, that's the number on the gate, that's the number the driver has in his phone."

A pause, weighted with a lifetime of being right. "Seventeen-ten," Midge said, generously, as if to a slow child. "The old district number. Ran from the Switchback turnoff up to Cedar Spur, and it ran there before your map was printed and it'll run there after. Your driver takes the Twenty-two spur off the highway and it dumps him at the borrow pit, and then he calls me cold and confused and I have to talk him back like a lost dog. Send him up Seventeen-ten. Same gravel. Better name."

Mateo pressed his lips together. "It's the same road."

"Then it won't hurt him to know its Christian name," Midge said. "Supply run's carrying the good propane and the folding cots and a case of the shortbread, and I'd like it to arrive before the sky closes." A crackle, and then, because in the years I'd been back on the district she had never once called me by the name my mother gave me: "Doctor Smoke, you still up in that glass box on a stick? You watch that wire for me. I don't trust a sky the color that one's going. Holloway out."

The handset clicked dead.

"It's Calder," I said to it, out of a habit as old as the acquaintance and about as effective. Mateo made a sound that was almost a laugh. Mateo set it down on the sill with the care of a man returning a borrowed tool undamaged, and I went back to watching the weather do what it had been threatening to do all afternoon.

It had started an hour ago, so quietly I'd mistaken it for the light going. Not snow — I'd have welcomed snow. Snow is honest; it lands and it stays and it tells you plainly what the mountain is going to be. This was the other thing, the thing the old-timers on the district called a silver thaw and the newer ones called freezing rain and the weather service called, with its usual gift for taking the poetry out of a thing, a cold-air-damming event. Warm rain falling through a shallow floor of freezing air, cold enough at the ground to turn each drop to glass the instant it touched.

I'd been up on the catwalk twenty minutes earlier and watched the first of it bead along the guy-wire that ran off the northeast corner of the tower. Each drop had gathered, held, and gone still — not frozen so much as caught — until the wire wore a sleeve of clear ice no thicker than a coat of varnish, and the whole cable had begun, very faintly, to sing. Glaze ice is a load you learn to read. A quarter inch on a wire and the wire hums. Half an inch and the firs start to bow their heads. An inch, and limbs the thickness of my arm come down through the canopy without a sound until they land, and the power lines that follow the road go with them. We were maybe at the coat of varnish stage. We had, I judged, a few hours before the mountain decided what kind of night it wanted to have.

"You're doing the thing," Mateo said behind me.

"What thing."

"The thing where you tell me the weather in inches and I'm supposed to feel reassured."

"A quarter inch on the wire," I said. "Firs still upright. We've got time to get the propane up before it's a problem."

"That," he said, "is exactly the thing." But he was smiling when I turned around, and the smile had tiredness in it, and something older than tiredness that I didn't have a name for yet.

The cab of Cedar Spur Lookout was fourteen feet on a side, a restored L-4 cabin sitting on a stub tower up the ridge above the ranger compound, and after eight months of Foundation money and volunteer weekends it no longer smelled of mouse and mildew. It smelled of new-cut fir and linseed oil and the particular hot-dust smell of space heaters run hard. There were three of them going, orange-coiled and ticking, plus the little woodstove somebody had wrestled up the stairs in October, and between them they had the cab warm enough that the windows wept. Beyond the wet glass the world had gone the color of a nickel. The firs down the slope stood in their first thin coats of ice, and where the last of the daylight caught them they threw it back in hard little points, so that the whole ridge looked, for about ninety seconds before the light failed, as though someone had strung it with wire and glass on purpose.

I have spent a lot of my life looking at trees and deciding what they are about to do. This is what happens when you were, for most of your working years, a fire behavior analyst for the Forest Service before you went out on your own — you cannot look at a slope without reading its intentions. But glaze ice is the winter reading, and I was rusty at it, and I stood at the wet window longer than the job required and let myself just look.

"Mara." Mateo again. "Come look at this before I pack it. Since you're here to be useful and not just ornamental."

He'd cleared the big worktable — an old plotting table, its top scarred with the ghosts of grease-pencil lines from thirty summers of somebody up here calling in smokes — and laid the weekend's work across it in the orderly rows of a man who thought in inventory. This was the reason for all of it, the reason for the propane and the cots and Midge on the radio and me driving up a mountain in February: the archive weekend. The Foundation and the Historical Society had decided, jointly and with the kind of civic momentum that is very hard to stop once it gets going, that Cedar Spur Lookout would become a memorial. A memorial room, specifically, in the old ranger station below, honoring Chief Doug Mabry, the incident commander who had died on the Foxglove Fire in the summer of 2003 — a heart attack on the mountain, in harness, with his crews' names in his mouth, which is about as good a death as the fire service allows itself to believe in. He'd been a legend before that and the manner of his going had made him a saint, and the county had been building the shrine ever since without quite admitting that was what it was doing.

The archive was the flesh of it. Old dispatch logs. Radio traffic recorded onto reel tapes back when that was how a district kept its memory. Incident maps, the hand-drawn progression maps that fire people used to make in grease pencil and colored chalk, showing a fire's spread hour by hour like the growth rings of something that had been alive. Oral histories on cassette. Photographs. The plan was to catalogue and digitize the lot of it up here over the weekend, in the very cab where a good deal of it had first crackled across the air, and then move the physical originals down to the memorial room where the county could come and be moved by them.

"Len's been at it since Thursday," Mateo said. "He's got a system. I'm just following orders." He said it lightly but there was respect under it. Len Crowe had been a county dispatcher for the better part of forty years, retired now, a widower, meticulous in the way of men who spent their careers being the calm voice while everyone else's world burned. He'd taken the digitizing on himself. He was, at that moment, down at the compound wrangling the scanner, which was the only reason the cab was quiet enough to hear the wire sing.

On the plotting table Mateo had laid out the tapes. There were reels in flat paper sleeves gone soft with age, and cassettes in their cracked plastic cases, and — the thing he wanted me to see, or maybe just the thing his hands had arrived at — a squat steel box about the size of a hardback book, gray enamel worn to bare metal at the corners, a hinged lid, a little card holder on the front with a typed label gone amber. Records boxes. There were a dozen of them stacked at the end of the table and more, I gathered, still in the cabinet.

"They came in these," Mateo said, tapping the steel box. "Dispatch used to store the reels in them, one or two to a box, up in the fireproof cabinet. Belt and suspenders. Half the county's history in shortbread tins." He turned the box in his hands, feeling its weight, then set it back in the row. "Feels like nothing. Feels like a lunchbox. And it's got a fire season on it."

I picked one up because he had. It was heavier than it looked, the steel giving the reel inside a solid, protected heft, and cold from sitting near the window, and I turned it over the way you turn over anything a friend hands you, noticed the shelf-wear along one edge where it had slid in and out of a metal rack a few hundred times, noticed nothing else, and set it back in its place in the row. It was, that afternoon, exactly what it looked like — archive furniture, a tin box among tin boxes, ordinary as the grease-pencil ghosts on the table. I want to be honest that I set it down and thought no more about it. That is the trouble with the ordinary. You handle it and you learn nothing, because there is, that day, nothing yet to learn.

Against the north wall stood the cabinet the boxes had come out of — a steel records cabinet, four drawers, olive drab, the kind the government bought by the ten thousand in some decade nobody remembers, bolted to the wall stud because in a lookout you bolt everything or the wind eventually claims it. Its top drawer stood open. A power strip snaked out from behind it to feed the scanner Len had rigged, and another to feed one of the space heaters, and the daisy-chain of it made a small cold place in my stomach that I noticed and, being a guest and not the fire marshal, kept to myself.

Mateo noticed me notice. Of course he did. We'd been friends longer than either of us would say out loud, and reading each other was cheaper than talking.

"I know," he said.

"I didn't say anything."

"You looked at the power strip. You did the count." He rubbed the back of his neck. "Three heaters, a woodstove, a scanner, a laptop, and knob-and-tube wiring that was old when I started, in a wooden box on a ridge, in an ice storm, with the nearest engine forty minutes down a road that's about to turn to glass. Yeah. I've done the count. I've been doing the count since October and losing the argument to the Foundation every time, because the Foundation would like it warm for the volunteers and the Foundation writes the checks." He said it wryly, but his eyes went to the heaters and stayed a second too long. "It's a lookout, Mara. They put them up on the highest, most exposed, most lightning-loved ground in the district, on purpose, because that's where you can see. Then we spend the rest of forever trying to keep them from burning down. There's a joke in there about the fire service and I'm too tired to find it."

"I'll find it for you later," I said. "Bill you."

That got the real smile, the one that had known me since we were both young and certain. Then it faded, and he looked out the weeping window at the darkening firs, and the older thing came back into his face.

"I keep thinking about the tapes down there," he said quietly. "Voices on those reels I haven't heard in twenty years. People I dispatched next to. People who are gone." He shook his head. "Len said something Thursday. He said doing this right meant getting the whole record, not just the parts that make us feel good about ourselves. I didn't think much of it at the time." He picked up his roll of masking tape, set it down again. "Anyway. Let's get these into the cabinet and the good stuff down to the compound before the power decides the argument for us."

The radio crackled. "Cedar Spur, this is Incident Command." Midge, who had named her ancient Subaru that in 1988 and had never once been persuaded to un-name it. "Supply run cleared the borrow pit, found the road all by himself, no thanks to the sign. He's on Seventeen-ten and climbing. Tell your people the propane's coming. Tell them the shortbread's coming too, and it's the good kind, so nobody go to bed sad."

"Copy the shortbread," Mateo said.

"And Reyes — one more thing." The comedy went out of her voice, just for a moment, the way weather goes out of a sky before it does something. "Weather service upgraded us. Ice accumulation, half to three-quarters through the night. That's line-down numbers. That's road-closed numbers. You've got maybe two hours before Seventeen-ten is a skating rink from the highway up, and once it glazes, nobody's coming up and nobody's going down till it thaws. So whatever you mean to do tonight, do it while the road still lets you. Holloway out."

Mateo and I looked at each other across the little box of the cab, warm and lit and ticking, its windows running with the melt of a storm that had every intention of turning to stone.

Outside, down the black slope, I heard the first limb come down — a crack, a rushing hiss through the canopy, and then the soft, final sound of something heavy meeting the ground under a weight of ice. Somewhere below it, the guy-wire on the northeast corner had stopped singing. It had gone past singing. It was just holding on now, the way the rest of us were about to, while the first glaze tightened on the road below us and the mountain settled in to keep whoever it had.


Chapter 2: The Memorial

We loaded the truck in the last of the usable light, because a load of forty-year-old dispatch reels is not a thing you want to be carrying down a glazing road by lantern, and because Mateo had decided that the most fragile of it — the reels, the grease-pencil progression maps rolled in their cardboard tubes — should sleep at the compound tonight rather than up in a wooden cab full of space heaters. I didn't argue. I'd done the count too.

The road down to the Cedar Spur ranger compound was still only wet, not yet glass, but it was thinking about it. The truck's headlights lit a fine mist that wasn't quite falling and wasn't quite hanging, and every fir we passed had put on a coat you could hear — a small ticking, a settling, ice finding the places it wanted to be. Mateo drove the way you drive when the road hasn't decided yet: slow, both hands, no radio.

The compound sat in the trees at the bottom of the grade, the old ranger station and the Ordway Cabin and a scatter of outbuildings that had watched a hundred years of the district come and go. Light spilled yellow from the station's front room — the room that was, this weekend, becoming a memorial. Somebody had already lettered a paper sign and taped it inside the glass: FOXGLOVE 2003 — CHIEF DOUGLAS MABRY. Under it, in smaller hand, fire-history archive, in progress.

Len Crowe was inside, at a folding table, doing the thing he had apparently been doing since Thursday, which was making the chaos of other people's memories lie down in rows.

I had met Len twice before and liked him both times the way you like a well-made tool. He was a widower and had been a county dispatcher for the better part of forty years, which is a job that consists almost entirely of being the calm voice in the worst minute of a stranger's life and then going home and saying nothing about it. It leaves a mark. It had left Len tidy. He had the reels laid out in a grid, each in its gray-enamel steel box, each box turned so its amber label faced the same way, and beside them a legal pad with a column of numbers in a hand so even it looked printed.

"Mara Calder," he said, not looking up, reading me off the sound of the door. "Mateo said he'd drag you up the hill. How's my road?"

"Wet and ambitious," I said. "Midge says two hours."

"Midge says two hours about everything." But he set down his pencil and looked at the tubes and boxes we carried in, and for a second something crossed his face that wasn't about ice at all — a kind of protectiveness, the look of a man watching his work come in from the weather. "On the long table, if you would. The reels don't like the cold and they like the damp less."

Win Steed was there too, in the good chair by the woodstove, which is the chair the county historian gets by natural law. Win was seventy-one and ran the Pineglass Historical Society the way other men run model railroads, with a devotion that had long since stopped needing to justify itself. He had a photograph in his hands — a young Doug Mabry in a hard hat, grinning at a fire the way only the truly competent grin at fires.

"Do you know what this room is going to be?" Win said to me, by way of hello. He turned the photo so I could see it. "It's going to be the place this county finally puts him down properly. Twenty-three years we've had Doug Mabry as a story people tell at the fire hall, and a story is a fine thing, but a story you can argue with. A room you can walk into." He tapped the photo. "This man walked up that mountain in 2003 with a fire trying to take three drainages at once, and he held it, and it cost him his heart, right there, in harness, with his crews' names still in his mouth. You cannot buy that kind of man. You can only remember him, and you had better do it well, because a town gets one or two like that a century and it does not get to keep them long."

"Win could sell tickets," Len said mildly, from his rows.

"Somebody should," Win said. "It's history. History is the only thing this county produces that doesn't wash down the river every spring."

I have learned to be careful around the word legend, because in my line the legends are usually the fires, and a legend is only ever the part of a fire that people found bearable to keep. But I liked Win, and I liked what the room wanted to be, and I said so. Len had gone quiet over his grid.

"The trouble with doing it well," Len said, to the reels more than to us, "is that doing it well means putting in the parts nobody's going to want framed." He squared a box that was already square. "There was a boy up here that summer. A lookout, first season, younger than my Nolan was then. He didn't come down off his mountain." He said it plainly, the way a dispatcher says the thing that must be said. "You won't find him on the sign. You'll find Doug, because Doug is easy to love, and the boy is just — a sad thing that happened at the edge of a big story. But he's in the record. He's on these reels somewhere, calling in his smokes like anybody. And if we're building a room to tell the truth, then he goes on the wall too, name and all, or we're not telling the truth. We're just telling the flattering part loud enough to cover the rest."

Nobody said anything for a moment. The woodstove ticked. Outside, very far off, another limb came down.

"That's a hard sell to a memorial committee," Win said, gently, and there was real regret in it. "People come to be comforted, Len. They don't come to be corrected."

"Then they can be both," Len said. "It's a big enough room."

I filed that away without knowing yet why. It is a habit of mine. I notice the shape of what people are willing to keep and what they'd rather let wash down the river, the same way I notice the lean of a smoke column before I know what it means, and Len Crowe had just told me the shape of himself in one sentence, and I hadn't the faintest idea it would matter by morning.

We didn't stay long. The road was the clock now. Mateo wanted to swing by the Switchback Grill on the way back up — the supply run was staging there, and there is no such thing in this county as passing the Switchback without stopping, especially with weather coming, because the Switchback is where you find out what the roads are actually doing from the only people who actually know.

The Grill sat in the crook of the highway where Forest Road 22 — Midge's Seventeen-ten — turned off to climb, a low log building with a hand-painted sign and a gravel lot that was already going treacherous. Inside it was warm and loud and smelled of coffee scorched into virtue. Pearl Ondrusek ran it the way she had run it for as long as anyone admitted to remembering, from behind a counter she rarely left, with a coffeepot in one hand and an opinion in the other.

"There she is," Pearl said when the bell went. "The fire lady. You going back up that hill tonight?"

"Looks like."

"Then take a thermos. Free, on account of I don't want you dying on my road and putting me in the paper." She was already filling it. "Steed come down with you? He owes me for pie."

"He's at the compound," I said, "selling Doug Mabry."

Pearl's mouth did a complicated thing. "That whole family," she said, and I thought she meant the Mabrys until I saw where she was looking.

Nolan Crowe was in the back booth with a coffee going cold and a rental-listing website glowing on his phone, and he had the look of a man who had come somewhere warm specifically to not be at home. He was forty-nine and he was Len's son — the one who was left; Len had buried the older boy years back, and the county had a long memory for which Crowes were above the ground — and where Len was made of straight lines, Nolan was made of the effort of holding straight lines that kept wanting to bend. He looked up, saw me clocking him, and decided, the way tired men do, to have the argument with a stranger that he was tired of having with his father.

"You're up at the lookout." It wasn't a question. "With the archive. The whole holy weekend."

"Helping catalogue," I said. "That's all."

"Sure." He turned the phone face-down, which is a thing people do when they've just realized what's on it. "You know what that building is? Up there? It's a restored L-4 cabin on a stub tower with a new roof and a real foundation and a hundred-eighty-degree view somebody would pay four hundred dollars a night to wake up in. There are people who fly into this state to sit somewhere quiet and high and pretend they're a fire lookout for a weekend. That's not a fantasy. That's a booking calendar. That's my father's medical bills, if he'd let it be, and mine, and it would keep the roof he just paid for on the building instead of watching the Foundation run out of donor money in three years and let it rot again with a plaque on it."

"Nolan," Pearl said, not unkindly, from the counter.

"I'm not saying anything I haven't said to his face." And that, I believed. There was no venom in it, only the flat exhaustion of a man who'd made a reasonable argument to the one person who would never find it reasonable, over and over, in public, until the whole county had a seat at the fight. "He wants it kept. Kept and honest, he says, like those are the same word. Fine. Keep it. Keep it honest. But a building you can't afford to keep, you don't get to keep. You just get to watch it go, slower. I'd rather it be full of people who don't know Doug Mabry's name than empty and pure."

He said pure like it tasted bad.

I didn't argue with him, because he wasn't wrong about the money, and because I've watched enough beloved old structures go to rot under a nice plaque to know that keeping a thing and keeping a thing are two different verbs. I only noticed — the way I notice everything, whether or not it's my business — that the father up the hill and the son in the booth were having the same fight from opposite ends. Len wanted to keep the record and let the building earn its keep by telling the truth. Nolan wanted to keep the building and let the record fend for itself. Both of them called it keeping. Neither of them could hear the other say the word.

"It's a shame," Pearl said, screwing the lid on my thermos, "is what it is. Two decent men who love the same thing to death." She slid it across. "You tell Len from me the pie's on the house when this weekend's over, whichever way it goes. And you tell that boy—" she raised her voice just enough that Nolan could hear and pretend he didn't — "that his father is proud of him and too proud to say so, and that runs in the family, and it's going to run one of them into the ground."

Nolan put money on the table for a coffee he'd barely touched and left without finishing the argument, which is the only way that argument ever ended. Through the window I watched his taillights fishtail once at the lot's edge, catch, and steady, and go down toward town.

A county SUV was idling at the pumps across the road, wipers going, and I saw Della Quinn in the driver's seat with a radio to her mouth and a clipboard on the wheel, already dressed for a long night — the emergency manager pointing the county at the storm before it landed. She lifted two fingers off the wheel at me through the glass, all business, and pulled out toward the valley and the warm rooms and the crews she'd be running till dawn. Smart, I thought. Get down before the road makes the decision for you.

Mateo came in stamping ice off his boots. "Supply run's up already. Propane, cots, the famous shortbread." He looked at my thermos, then at the black window and the fine glitter starting to show in the highway light where the mist had finally, quietly, begun to freeze. "Pearl. What's the road doing?"

"The road," Pearl said, "is done being reasonable. You've got maybe forty minutes before that upper grade gets ugly. The crew says the rain may ease overnight; I wouldn't build a plan on it." She looked at the two of us like a woman counting heads before a long night. "You're going back up."

"Everybody's up there," Mateo said. "It's easier to be stuck with the archive than away from it."

"Suit yourselves." She was already turning to the next customer. "But when it glazes, it glazes all at once, and then nobody's going anywhere in either direction till it lets go. So whatever you mean to settle up on that mountain—" and she wasn't talking to me anymore, or maybe she was talking to all of us, the whole county and its two decent men and its saint and its sad thing at the edge of the story — "settle it tonight. Because come morning you'll all be exactly where the ice decides to keep you."

We went back out into it. The gravel had gone hard and bright, and the firs along the turnoff had stopped ticking and started, faintly, to shine, and above us the road climbed into a dark that had made up its mind. Mateo put both hands on the wheel. I held the thermos and watched the last of the valley lights disappear behind the glaze, and thought — the way you think a thing without weighing it, and only remember later that you thought it at all — that Pearl was right, and that some records a town keeps whether it means to or not, and the only argument left is which parts it will let itself hear.


Chapter 3: Incident Command

By Monday morning the rain had eased long enough for the crews to grit the upper grade. Ember met the morning at the door the way she met every personal insult, which was with her whole body and no vocabulary for compromise. She put one liver-and-white paw onto the slush the mailman's boots had tracked up my step, registered that the world had betrayed her in the night, and withdrew the paw with the wounded dignity of a duchess who has stepped in something a duchess should never have to see. Then she looked up at me to make sure I understood whose fault it was.

"It's February," I told her. "It froze. This is not a surprise anyone should be having."

She did not accept this. She never accepts weather. She was retired from a career of finding the one square inch of a burned building that still smelled of gasoline, and the accumulated wisdom of all that work had distilled in her, as far as I could tell, into a single unshakable conviction: that damp is a moral failing, and that mine, specifically, had let it into the yard. She retreated to the braided rug in front of the woodstove, arranged herself against the cold with a groan, and went back to being offended in comfort.

I could not entirely blame her. Overnight the fine mist that had beaded the firs at Cedar Spur had come down into the valley and put a skin on everything — the cedar shakes of the cottage, the woodpile, the truck, the two porch steps that Ember now regarded as a hazard beneath her station. My cottage sits low in the trees at the edge of town, cedar-shingled and going silver with age, and behind it the old tack room — the place had run a couple of horses once, long before me — that I had cleaned out my first winter here and made into an office. It has a light table, a bank of flat map drawers I bought at a county-surplus sale, a woodstove the size of a milk crate that heats the whole small room in ten minutes, and the general smell of a place where someone reads char patterns for a living: coffee, cedar, and the faint permanent ghost of old smoke.

I'd meant to spend the morning in there squaring away three open files before the archive weekend, now spilling into Monday, took the rest of my week. Instead I stood in the kitchen watching the thermometer on the porch post refuse to climb, and doing sums I didn't like. Freezing rain is the only weather that gets worse the longer it politely continues. Snow you can plow. Ice you can only wait out.

Eli's Bronco came up the drive at half past eight, tires talking to the glaze the whole way, and I had the door open before he was out of it because that is a thing you can do now, in the daylight, in front of the mailman and God and Pearl Ondrusek's entire clientele, and nobody in this county so much as raises an eyebrow anymore. It had cost me something, last fall, to stand on the courthouse steps and say out loud whose side I was on while half the town still thought Eli Mercer might have had a hand in his own brother's death. It had cost him more to let me. We had both decided, somewhere in the long ugly middle of that, that we were done being careful about the wrong things. What we had left over from all that carefulness was this: an ease that still surprised me, most mornings, the way a well-set bone surprises you by not hurting.

"You're supposed to be in the valley scaring people into their basements," I said.

"I am in the valley." He came up the iced steps flat-footed and sure, a sheriff who had spent thirty winters learning exactly how much any given surface would forgive. "This is on the way to the way. Brought you something." He held up a paper sack that had gone translucent at the bottom. "Pearl's, from the six-o'clock batch. She said, and I'm quoting, that if you're fool enough to go up that hill today you can at least do it fed."

"She's been saying I'm going to die on her road for two days."

"She's consistent." He set the sack on the counter and stood in my warm kitchen with the cold still coming off his coat, and for a moment neither of us did anything about the day at all. He looked tired around the eyes in the particular way of a man who has already read the overnight weather product and done his own sums. Ember lifted her head off the rug, identified him as neither slush nor threat, and lowered it again, which from her is a warm welcome.

"How bad," I said.

"Bad enough that I'd rather you weren't up there." He said it plainly, without pushing on it, because we had also learned — this had been the more expensive lesson — that he did not get to decide where I worked and I did not get to decide which calls he took, and that loving somebody was not the same as being allowed to manage them. "Half to three-quarters of an inch by tonight. Lines'll come down. Twenty-two glazes shut sometime this afternoon and it stays shut till the thaw, and the service is saying the thaw's Thursday. That's a long time to be a place the county can't reach."

"Everybody who's going to be up there is already up there or going up this morning," I said. "Len, Rowan, the archivist, Nolan came around. Mateo's fussing over the wiring like a hen. I'd rather be stuck with the work than stuck down here wishing I'd gone." I poured him half a cup he didn't have time to drink. "You'll have your hands full down here without adding me to the


























