3 Jan. 191: At least trying to begin the year fl.exibicy-,
we 1 re about to go spur of the momnt to Bellingham am
lWlch with Ann McCartney and Norm Liroquist . Been a
pretty morning , t~ Olympics in new snao1 washed in a
sunrise rose light when I wall<:ed the park, an::l so we ' ll
ge t out into it even i f the weather does fade .
Social, social us . Last nigtlt we went to the Wok with
Lima and Syd, traded tales of tne mow week ard ta.J.ked
about their forthcoming booka--Syd's Katherine Mansfield
book in March, Linda 1 s book of poems Heart and Perimeter
in Nov.; she's dropped the Cardinal Bellarmaine poem,
added three, om about Chekhov visit1.1l5 Sakhalin Island,
one a short lyric poem with a girl wbo ai:pears in two
other poems in the book, arxi another I can't bring to mind;
this is going to be a stWlning book of work-- and then the
four of us went to see Dances With Wolves, which had
terrific scenery am a really loopy plot . As Syd pointed
out, the stereotypes have been absolutely flipped from the
old Westerns; all tm soldiers were brutes, all the Sioux:
virtuous (the audience clapped when the Indians ambushed
the bluecoats) . Among the four of us we also noted Kevin
Costner's modern bathing-suit tanli:oo in the scene wbere
he ' s naked, his Wl- 19th Cantury die tion (Syd says he sourxis
like her college son Fred, slurry an:i offhand), the
unrealia tically winsome weather of the plains (never any
witrl I no thun:ierstorms 1), how fast everyone recuperated
from <Being slugged with gWlbutts etc . arrl how instantly
they healed from the resulting gore ••• and I entirely
disagreed with the philosophy, or romantic view of nature
or whatever the hell it was, of a centraJ. rnament of the
movie, when Costmr keeps c~ the l«>lf Wltil it eats
out of his hand . Made me want to shout out , Kevin, quit
playing with that wolf . Put that wolf back wrnre you
fourxi it . I . e . , quit diminishi~ its wildness for your
01'm fuzzyhearted little passing-the-time- on-the-loneiX'airie. Although the movie has been liked ani recommended
by many of our friends, and I was glad to have seen it,
for the buffalo seems i f nothing else, I eroed up
worrlering is this tll:t best Costner cruld do?
Have been sor ting file cards, stu:iying family pies,
gene rally trying to gear up for a week of writing on
Heart Earth mxt week. The week after, it 's get ready

3 Jan. cont .--for ArizonaJ we inteni to fly d<Mn on the
22nd .
This household brought in the New Year--1. e . , the lst-wi th an evening of stew C cooked, bread I baked with the
ceramic breadpan/add-beer-mix she gave me for Xmas, arrl
a bottle of Eyrie pinot noir from tbe McMinnville library
gig last fall; classy, in every degree.

4 Jan . --Fine bright weather has continued. Got to B 1ham
at noon y'day, lunched with Ann and Norm-- stew J--and walked
the bJ;yside park trails to the Fairhaven business dis)rict
am back w.l th tb9mJ we were home by 5. This morn went up
to walk our park at sunrise, which is abt 8 a .m. , and I
have sorted away at pies and family mementoes while C ha.a
been on the phone arranging the Arizona plane trip, now to
be on too 23rd so Ann McCartney can stay with us the night
before am learn the kn& house routines for her 3-nigtitsa-week housesitting while we 're away. Weather 's so nice,
though chilly, we went outside after lure h am naps, I
sawed up sane of the fallen limbs the sto?'m3 brought dmm .
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Jan. - - Now we wait for war . Tomorrotv is Bush 's
trigger-happy deadline for Iraq to hand back Kux·rait, an:l
an awful uncertainty, I think the worst I can remeni>er
since the Cuban missile crisis, seems to be ahead . Ther e
is a feeling of this society coming apart--it all too
plainly has been dilapidating throughout these Uncle
Feelgood acuninistrations of Reagan and Bush , more than a
dace.de now, an:i war may bring real crashes, starting with
the economy. I spent a lot of last week trying to jitter
our finances into reasonable safety, a.rrl nBY yet r egret
that I simply .pmx didn ' t jerk everything out of banks
aro dump it into Treasury bills . I continue to have the
nagging suspicion that I ' m not imagining ahead direly
enough• •• we shall see. It ' s not the style of Carol and ma
to talk thill;s over incessantly, but we have mulled
together , agreeing on tile finances , bagging the Arizona
trip--or at least the airplane version of it--if war begins
to make things chaotic in this country, arrl what I suppose
it comes dCJl7n to with us is that wars come arrl wars go, but
the best we can do is to try to leerl our lives so that
they are decent ounces of history.

15 Jan. -Slogged the scheduled 2 pp . of Heart Earth into

accompl ishment y 1day--the 8 pp ., week ' s worth, I
calendared before :tD we go to Arizona..- and this mo~
have gom back to s orting filecards. This , it ' s clear
one more time , is whe're I ought to be , in the head - lani ,
the WO ni-country, of books - to-be •
Para»J1 Probably cannot get transferred out of last
fall ' s pocket notebook to here the more piquant details
of the bookstore sessions, but while winnowing for lingo
reminder s I 'Ii made to mysall' I came across this om 1 at
the Bellevue U Book Store, a 301sh woman hesitantly asked
i f I could sign a Mariah to her father, and since she 1d
had a bit of di1·1·1cu1ty in as~ , I tried to put tar at
ease by inquiri.~ , Oh, because be has some kin1 of' Montana
background? No, she answered , n~'I near tears : Because
I love him.
Afternoon, 15 Jan. : Her e there has to be an exultation-arrival of the $90,000 Heart Earth check from Liz .
lb Jan., 10 :30 a .m.--However dire the Persian
Engulfment proves to be, I ' ve approached it this way i
turned on the r adio at 6 :30 as I began to m~e breakfast,
foun:i that too news i s of troop movemen ts by both sides
but no carnage yet, have not checked back on the news
and don ' t interrl to until lunch or after . Instead, came
here to the desk to focus into work an::l have written
what I believe will be the new opening of Heart Earth-11She writes in pointblank ink" --superseding the funer al
scene I 've been concluding is too morose to open with •
I ' ll now fini s h the letter to Mark Wyman that I began
y ' day afternoon ••• a.rrl see how bad the state of the world
is.

Jan. 25, 491, Wickenburg AZ-- Third fine clear day in
a row dawning, here where a.n issue of the 1945 local
paper I read through y ' day refers to "the wine that is
. cl\ll ed ai r." I wouldn 't go that far, but H s been a
good stay so far, in what amounts to a small apartment
in the Rancho Grande motel.
Left Seatt l e at 6:45 the morning of the 23rd, the
plane quickly breaking through the low cloud cover over
·e ntire western Washington as level as a plowed field.
Rainier, Ad.ams, Baker and the 101rnr peaks of the
Cascades a ll were utterly clear and detailed above the
clouds , so that the mountains reminded us of the
coastline to Alaska, rising out of the clouds as those
northern ones do out of the ocean. 'f he flight to
Phoenix, 1100 miles, was exceptionally easy, the plane
no more than half fu ll (and the airport waiting area
notably less jammed than usual because Iraq-war security
measures keep out anybody who doesn 't have a ticket) ,
and our four carry-on bags--including this Olivetti
portable , I think veteran of Alaskan trips for the Sea
Runners, in our snall backpack--easily stowed in overhead bins . ~ven the Phoenix traffic was light, an
easy drive here to Wi ckenburg by lunch. Y1 day I got
going at the public library, reading the brittle old
issues of the weekly Sun of March, 1945, ,.-hen my folks
were here, and when the musuem opens t his morning 1 1 11
see what it offers, if anything, from that time . The
past two days we 've made before-supper drives, trying
to sense out where my folks stayed in the desert cabin
about ten miles out of town, and I ' m pretty well convinced y ' day's drive up a washboard road tow·a.rd the
ghost town of Stanton is the general area.
We 'r e probably in the syndrome Pete and Judy Steen
reported when they ~..._. moved to California from Puget
Sound, rush~ng out day after day to do something while
the sun shined before realizing it usually shines there,
but in any case I suggested we walk the river trail at
the Conservancy's Hasayampa preserve y'day afternoon;
quite a lot of bird life, not much of which we Northwest
duck-spotters could pick out of the cottonwood and
mesquite canopies and identify.

Jan. 27-Lea.ving Wickenburg. 10 a.m. now, within an hour
we'll pack Nld head north to Prescott. Room 154 here
in the Rancho Grande has worked well for us, room for me
to spr ead paraphernalia on this smal l kitchen table and
''ork a few ttTi ting shifts, trying to imagine W' burg 1945
Joto filecards, goodsized livingroom adjacent fo r reading
and tv watching. (Never watchers of the stuff when we're
home, we've tuned in here to the bogging down of the
Gulf War, looking at the CNN coverage--equivalent, we've
decided, of an electronic news service, an AP or UPI
with visuals--and watching Larry King ride herd on his
nightly interview show; King sits, in shirtsleeves and
suspenders and almost pulse.tingly loud ties , hunched in
the same position for an hour every night--with his
slick-backed hai r, bea.ky nose and those big hunched
shoulders he looks for f\ll the 1f0rld lik e a huge peeved
ha.wk peering into the lens.) W'burg itself, as C says,
wears a little better every day, but stil l is a bit
scrubby and lacking in real-life activities. Weather
has remained lovely; y'day afternoon we wwit back to the
Bassayampa nature preserve to walk its second-lakeside-trail, in perfect shirtsleeve afternoon, so nice we also
walked the longer trail again too. Did a better job of
bird-spotting this time, ma:Oaging to identify ringnecked ducks and silky fly- catchers , a bird I'd never
even heard of. In our patterns here , we've behaved li~
we behave; liked the barbecue menu at the Frontie r and
so ate supper there every night, lunch at the Sandwich
Saloon, b 'f a.st at the Country Kitchen. Friday at the
local museum I managed to find some 1940s-ish postcards-mostly through the enthus iasm and enterpri se of a museum
volunteer named Hilde Gross, a retir ed school librarian
who ' d read 3 or 4 of my books--to give me a notion of
w•burg at the time my fo l ks passed through here, and
y 1 day morning I thought and wrote, mulling the notes thus
far . Tallay lfhile I've been at this, ~ has been out at
the laundromat, absorbing the owner ' s life story in the
few minutes it took to illllix± load the washers, sh~ says .

The last day of Jan . , Tucson~"right sun coming in the
Quality Inn motel room past the palms and other trees in
the courtyard. Weather has been steadily warming since
we arrived her e 2 days ago in a horrific dus tstorm ,
tumbleweeds rolling across the highway throughout the
. bleak drive down through the desert from Phoenix. We 've
warily been acclimating to Tucson ever since, liking the
~ooks of the u. of Ari zone. campus and do,mtown Tucson,
and in talking things over this morning a.greed to try
some r»xi dwelling-locating looking tomorro,r, in hopes
of finding a place to come to after the Montana trip.
Before alighting here, we swung up from Prescott to
the Grand Canyon, on a gloriuusly clear chilly day-a l though the Canyon itself was !!.Q.i utterly clear, some
kind of klal! light haze even on that windy day-- and did
the east rim drive over to the Painted Desert and on
down to Flagstaff for overnight. Temp went doim into
the 20s and it was spit ting snmr th e next morning--the
best thing about Flagstaff proved to be our supper at
the Adobe Grill , Mexican food better than we had here in
1'ucson l ast night at a recommended Mex ican place-- so we
' headed south pronto, forgoing our intended drive of
Oak Cr eek Canyon and seeing Sedona. Stopped at the
Monte zuma's Castle cliffdwel ling, which enthr~lled l.1S
both; talk about other cultures, other times, historical
piquancy, it ' s all there in that limestone cliff- cupped
XmlD!:aJ& remnant.
From there we made the drive to Tucson
and the bit of a ragged start in this city, where the
housing situation isn ' t easy to figure out.
And it must be noted that C and I find ourselves here
in Arizona in wartime, as my folks did in '45. Jet
fighters rumble over Tucson a lot of the time--as I
savvy it, pilots of both Warthogs and Harriers train at
the airbase here--and there have been yellow ri?bons,
those odd bows on fences a.nd Jl.l!X car a erials, and ' in
Wickenburg on every lamp post in town, that are supposed
to show· support of American troops in ·~ epidemic
proportions . In Prescott, I saw a pickup zoom past with
a staff mounted behind the cab between the twin chrome
overhead pipes and a big flag £lapping. Meanwhile the
lf'e.r, which began two weeks ago y ' day with vaunted U. S .
bombing raids, seems to be steadily sinking into bogged.down conditions .

9 Feb .--Helena, on the 7th--top--floor of the Park
Plaza Hotel, looking out to a morning of pink-tinged
thin stre6ks of cloud. The weather bas been benign
for this Governor's Arts Award sojourn, temp in the
40s during the days and no snowfall, only the h~rdworn
patches of gray snow here and there--the \'linterf est
sled-dog race is supposed to kick off at 11 this
morning and they ' re going to have to resort to some
kind of ceremonial start on bare pavement.
All has gone very well on this veer up from our
Arizona explor ation. Montana h as look ed and felt good
to us after the sere Southwest and our day of crisscrossing Phoenix, for the sake of Heart ~arth research,
before flying here . The Governor 's Arts Award ceremony
th e night of the 7th was done with gr eat grace by
everybody involved. C and I had a stroke of luck in
being escorted for the evening by Montana Arts Council
member Sue Talbot, wife of the former publisher of the
Missoulian and, as she said slightly puckishly during
dinner, daughter of the former publishe r of the Madison
Wisc., n ewspaper. 'i 'he Ca.pi tol Times, · I exclaimed,
because it was a tf\lismanic paper to small-city
editorial writers such as I was in Decatur. No, said
Sue, the other paper; shook her head wrily and said
she can remember her father supporting Joe McCarthy.
~ue proved just the right combination to spend the
logistical evening--dinner at the Montana Club, getting
to the Loy Theater, the ceremony~by being bright and
pleasant to talk to and not over-talky. As to the
ceremony, the Myrna Loy Theater turns out to be the
very-newly- done-over old Helena jail, with a small
seating capacity, ja.mrued for the night. Each of the
5 recipients was introduced by a compet ent-enough video
done by the Montana Arts Council staff, and the guv,
Stan Stephens, fully did his job in this artsy gi g
Ted Schwinden created 10 years ago. Stephens , a small
Elml!r Fuddy type to look at, is adept with a script,
good on the written rhythms; I figured it was due. to
his background as a radio station guy, but was to ld
h e' s actually improved to this degree since he became
governor. Anyway, Stephens, who in political terms I
couldn ' t agree with on th e time of day, presided
nicely and the recipi ents al l did wel l , heartfelt
without going on too long. M.A. Roberts , the Gt Falls

9 Feb. cont.--woman who muscled a symphony into creatioE
there, had a good line in recounting that, having been
told by MAC staffer Julie Smith that writer recipients
sometimes read a bit of their work etc. , M. A. offered
to bring her cello~prompting Julie to quickly add that
there also vere recipients who just get up and say
thanks. Lyndon Pomeroy, the Bi llings sculptor who works
in huge steel figures, thankied his colossl\l family;
Joel Jahnke for Shakespeare in the Parks did simi larly
for that theatrical "family, 11 and Ter r y Melton , the
arts admini strator who was in at the l•un ch of the
Yellowstone Arts Center in Bill ings and the Russell
iluseum in Gt Falls, quite moving l y cited, with justcontrolled emotion, the Montana figures he'd shared
that era with. I got up and read the title section
of Sky, then the couple di' minutes ' worth file-carded
at the back of this diary; as I kidded to Su e Talbot ,
who ' d escort ed me up the steps to the stage etc., I
figured we ' d lived up to the Spencer Tracy acme of
public performanc~ta.lk so people can hear you and
don ' t bump into the furniture .
The •.Xl!S8 r eception a.fter the ceremony was a dizzyin~
swim of people, s uch as : Jay and Linda Doig, Joyce and
Ed Celander, a grandniece of Al len Prescott (trho by
utter coinciden cei is figuring in my folks's Heart
.Earth >:.Z winter), Pwnel a Sourbeer--who I thought lras
s till in W. Va. , but no, she and Wayne a.re back int the
Miss oula country- -the Bonnet-.Arnst- Payton-Hol lingsta.d.
clan from Gt. Fal l s , all come in Gary Payson ' s van and
g lorious ly l ed by Gene Bonnet in a Baloney !!«pr ess
ball cap; Harri et and Jack Hayne (a considerably
politically br acketed evening; Dorothy Br ad l ey sat
beside Carol during the ceremony); many people who
wanted books signed or just wanted to thank me for the
writing. All in all, as C said apropos of me standing
in that crowd with the guv ' s medal around my neck on
a blue ribbon, i t ' s a long way from Ringling.

Feb. 11, Tucson~Left Helena abt 7: 40 y'day morning
on fog-delayed fli ght into Salt Lake ~ity and by 4
that aft ernoon we'd lugged $75 worth of groceries into
our new quarters her e at the Forum. Spending this
morning unpacking, C is doing laundry, I've done a
rough-sort of research material gathered here and in
Pl1o enix and Hel ena; our Tucson monthl is underway.
View out the window h er e from our 4th floor room iw
terrific; Santa Catalina Mountains looming and changing
in the light, foothills neighborhoods, and the b~ck
wings olf the Forum itself, done in adobe color with
pink and turquoise trim and accen~s ot red tile roof.
C and I went out for a short walk to loos en up after
all of y'day•s plane tr&vel and found it windy enough
we' re going to have to get tractor caps, but there -=-are
quiet back streets-this area is largely clinics,
~ehab center, children's haspital etc.--and an unbuiltupon swatch of desert vegetation next doo r, for some
walking.
Saturday's events in Helena went fine-with the
exception of the Winterfest dogsled race lrhich had to
make a ceremonial start on ha.re pavement in the balmy
mid-40s weather-and C and I account those three days
in Montana a gr eat trip. The Lewis & Clark Library,
in considerable haste when it dawned on the librarians
that they could piggyback onto the Montana. Art Council ' .
doings, put together a launch of the Center for the
Book, and while we didn't see a scintilla. of publicity
about it or even a printed program, the Sat. morning
session by printers and book designers was terrific,
and my mostly q-and-a session (I began by reading the
10-min. book dedications piece I have) to begin the
afternoon ended up with a filled room. Ann Garner's
examples•£ of publications done by her classes at MSU
were knockouts-- such as their Po etryman comic book off
Greg Keeler' s poems , and th!tl series of annual faculty
cookbooks such a.s the Philosophers and Microbiologitts
Salad Book--and Peter Koch, who'd come up from
Berkeley, spoke very well and vividly about making
books, "externalized dream objects." C and I had B>
drink with Peter back a.t the Park Plaza. hotel after
my session; I knew he was the grandson of Elers Koch
of the Forest Service and great-grandson of Montana
pioneer Peter 1'.ock, because during the putting-together

Feb. 11 cont.--of the Montana centennial anthology The
La.st Best Place, Bill Bevis was fas·cinated with and kept
trying to wedge into the book the lines Peter had once
told him from his grandfather Peter ' s diary of coming
from theological training in Denmark to 1860 1 s Montana:
"Took my first shot at a. Crow lndi an today. So much for
Jean Jacques Rousseau." Peter told us of the original
Peter's report of getting off a Missouri River steamboat
in 1867 at Musselshell: heads of Indians were impaled
on stakes along either side of the prownose landing
cut out of the bank and on the brow of the bank was a
figure wearing only a red shirt and bandages on a
bloodied head and knee; the crazed Indian-killer, LiverEating Johnson. I don't know the particular:- history to
judge the likelihood of that, but Peter's description of
Norman Mac lean, whose cabin neighbored the Kochs 1 on
Lake Seeley , rang right; he remembers Norman's loud
relentless humming (as he hummed while fixing C and me
a lunch drink when we visited him there) as he'd fish
the lakeside in front of the cabins--everybody could~
~him on the porches of the adjoining OJLbins. PeteI'
says his father was killed in WWII, and so in £its f£
yearning he ' d hide out and 'lf'atch the not particularly
approachable Norman at his fly-casting; P says his best
cast is still Norman's elongated roll-cast he did
because of overhanging trees at the la"kefront. Peter
added that when he finally took a look"-at A River Runs
Through It h e realized it was so good he wanted to savor
it and so he 1 d read a page at a time on the toil et. When
he eventually saw Norman he told him, "Norman, I read
your booli. It took me a year-I read it on the toil et."
Norman broke out in a smile and gave him back: "That 1 s
the way I wrote it. "

~eh. 12 , .Tucson~l0:20 now, wha~ad been a steady rain
all morning seems to have stopped, the day brightening
'-nd clouds withdrawing up the Santa, Catalinas, which
haven 1 t be en visible at all~only spurts of carlights
coming down out of the foothills fog as connnuters went
to work. Have been at the typewriter since about 7
doing a first rough page of the writing regimen her~;
C has gone to the grocery store, should be back soon.
Pinall (maybe ) note on the Montana trip, dinner wivh

12 Feb. cont.-Dave and Marcella Walter the night of)
the 9th. Th e day before, I spent another r esearch
stint in Dave 's library bailiwick at the Montana
IHstorical Society, Dave as usual hauling out useful
stuff with his particular mix of diligence and inspiration, and EJ.) I gained material on Dick Ringling and a
f ev other Heart Earth makings, in the kind of digging-session-interspersed-with-socializing irhich has become
customary anywhere Montanans know I'm on the premises.
First, in came Dore Schwinden ' s fiancee Maureen, a
practic~l-seeming young lady I'm glad to see in Dore's
isolated ro lf Point life, who 1 s decided, after trying
it last summer, that she can make a go of it there on
the solitude of the farm with him. They'~ marrying
in July, in the Hel ena cathedra-1, and '"e' ke invited.
Next, Chuck Rankin, doing what all editors of the Mont.
Mag of History do, checking me out on whether I'd care
to r evive the Taylor Gordon piece of almost 20 years
ago that their pred ecessor Viv Paladin buried in the
files. Next, Margaret Kingsland of the Montana
Commission for the Humanities in an exultant mood,
having me sign a copy of Mariah--which she said she's
touted to the NEU as the only novel that mentions a
Commission for the Humanities--for the Helena woman
who came up with the winning slogan for the Montana.
Com'n for the Hum' ies. Sinc e the slogan is "landscapes
of the mind, 11 quite directly copped from the subtitle
of This llous e of Sky and I signed the award book with
barely a lifted eyebrow·, I feel I definitely gav~ at;
the office. Onward to Sat. dinner. Dave and Marcella
also invited a couple of friends from the North Fork
of the Flathead River country where the Walteirs have
a cabin, Karen Feather who used to run the Polebridge
Mere and Jerry DiSanto, ex-Glaci er Park ranger. Liked
them both, Jerry a stringy type who retired from the
Park Service after being treed and mauled on the leg
by a grizzly (and who surprised Dave during supper by
saying he thinks Doug .t'eacock's been 1right to criticize
Park Service handling of grizzlies, using helicDpters
on them and so on; Dave says that represents quite a
mellow·ing of Jerry's post-mauling attitude on gri zs)
and Karen a hWllorous do-what-has-to-be-done exempl i fi cati on. Their couplehood, to stretch the relationship
considerably inasmuch as Jerry lives somewhere over the
line in Alberta and Karen's in Helena for the~ legis-

12 Feb. cont .~l ative duration with a woman friend vho
represents the Polebridge country, was achieved, Dave
said, when Karen moved into the hospital to take care
of Jerry after the mauling. C and I enjoye1..1. them both,
and I'm intending that we'll make a North Fork visit
to Dave and Marcella this summer, as the area sounds
as if it's on the cusp of g oing~paved roads etc.
lik ely in its future.

17 Feb.~Sund ay morning, cool and fresh afterr rain
showers at daybreak. C is shouldering the laundry and
ironing, then we'll go for a walk; this afternoon I
do th e one bo~ksigning I've taken on here, at the
classy Haunt ed Bookshop out at the foot of . . . 8"aitd · P'J
the Catalino.a.
Last week probably constituted our getting our feet
on th e 'f ucson ground. I did three morning stints of
writing, C using the U of AZ library thos e mornings
for her s·a .bbatical r esearch on Southwest writing, and
on Friday I went to th e library with her and, she
claims for the first time in this life of turning,
research pillage into Jiii3i boo.kwords, she got to show
~how a library works .
Our first full day here we
went down Grant Ro~d to the nearest lumber yard and
bought for 35 iiiiil a ruined door and fo r a further· $25
a set of legs and a screwdriver and turned it into a
desk along one wall which now holds the couple of
dozen books we've already accumulated from the U of AZ
library, Bookman 1 s used-bo ok sections, David Laird ' s
rare book shop where we laid hands on a first edition
of Ross Calvin ' s Sky Determines, etc. Carol has
applied herself with gr eat focus, already coming up
with a tentative set of assigned readings for her
Western Lit course--! pointed out to her that I
compar ably don ' t begin to have my book done yet. At
the same time we're managing to get out in the afternoons--been to Saguaro Nat#'- Monument's ea.stern section
ani to Sabino Canyon--an4 are bestirring ourselves a
bi t in evenings, going to supper at El .Minuto la.st
night and then to the Tucson Symphony's Pops in Space
perfonnance lwhich turned out to be a little less than
so-so). As we started the day at dawn at the launch
of 50 hot air balloons in the race the AZ Star spo DIOrs 1

17 Feb. cont .~it ma::_de for an unusually gi ddy day
for the Doigs. (I also was in the Star y 'day, a welldone piece by J . C. MBrtin to aoincide with today's
Haunted booksigning.)
19 Feb.--Have just eked out the day' s writing, which-though I feel progress is pretty slow, first-drafting
as ever the bane--maybe isn 1 t so bad on a morning of
such great weather it 1 s a shame to be inside. I did
go for the "neighborhood" walk here at th e Forum, out
past the Rehab Center and across the f la. sh-flood
drainage ditch to the patch of desert scrub next door,
but otherwi se made myself grind out the wordage. C
is at the U of AZ library again this morning, should be
back soon.
Sunday's signing at the Haunted Bookshop amazed me,
a line of peopl e the full two hours and in fact for
most of a half hour beyond the allotted time. A lot
of the traffic was paperback sales, Mii f ? the Haunted
sold out of p 1 backs, I think, and I signed many books
out of people's collections, but a fair number of
Marie.ha got aold too . Numerous er- Montanans among the
crowd, but also a heartening number of people saying
th ey' d never read my stuff before. All in all, a
great sign of my stuff ' s popularity, that signing.
Y1 day was stormy and I was logey, getting some
reading done ins t ead of actual writing in the morning,
and in the afternoon C suggested we go back out to
Sag~aro Nat'l Monument east of town and hike a bit.
Terrifi cally dramatic weather, including a shower which
caught us , just a bit , at the end of our half-hour
walk and turned into a hailstorm~with clear weatber
elsewhere , the ~tns standing out in profile to
to the south l :S"anta R~ and dovntown Tucson in sun
to the west. Veils of showers continued, ao s tly a.long
the Santa Catalinas, until a stunning sunset, the
rockfaces of the Catalinas turning ore-red and the
line of clouds atop the sunset an amethyst which, as
C said, darkened to bru~se-colors . Then aft. er supper we
went to th em movie Memphis Belle, abt a w«n bomber
crew; scenes in the bomber were pretty good , though the
plot was too hoked-up to be really ~ood .

4 March, Tucson~The final •eek now of this Ari zona
half-winter, and the span of time will probably have
been enough. At lunch today at the Tea.house in Tohono
°Chul cactus park, the most graceful place in Tucson,
after a morning hike in magnificent weather up the
Sutherland Trail in Catalina State Park, C and I a.gre ed
tha~, ·yeah, this is living pretty good.
But even
Tucson ' s climate isn ' t gl orious a majo rity of the time,
and the ci ty simply is heartbreakingly too big fo r
thi s desert locale; look ing out over the sprawl, as
LalrJ"enc e Clark Powell wrote in From the Heartland.,
the sight isn 1 t as good as the site. Mayb e we are
missing a bet in not t aking up some kind of residenc e
her e , as l.ia.ynard Dixon, Joseph Wood Krutch, Powell
hims elf, l!dward Abbey and ... others did, if we find
ourselves in an aches-and-pains existence in Se~tt l e ,
but so far we don ' t seem sold enough.
There have been pleasures to being here, s uch as the
hik es in Catalina park and at Saguaro Nat ' l Monwuent
East, although we find that we have to reach the
uphill point of a bike by about 10 in the morning or
the heat and dryness ~ becomes too much for us; what
it must be like in hottes t summer down here we can' t
even imagine. The eating has b een good, if a bit
unpredictable; El Minuto, at the edge of do,mtown, puts
out f ine Mexican food and when on e of the V_!\~~~~- .::.l"t
mamacitas is waitressing all goes well, bu~nMr."'t;""'
t hch
~throng ed night , an ovenrhelemed rooki e
b~re ly managed to get us silvenr~re when out cons iderably long-l ost meal at last arrived. In contrast, we
r eaped local knowl edge Sat . night after getting in touch
~e local writer Barbara Kingsolver, and she and
~ ~1 u:io~~ chose the Cafe Terra Cotta to meet us at.
We
liked tfiem both, Joe a quiet r esear ch chemist at the U.
of AZ, Barbara with some of the brightness (and even a
bit of the physical appeare.n ce ) of Linda Bi erds . She
seems to be utterly thriving, a f resh contract in hand
from Harper's for her next novel ( 1ror k ing title i s Pigs
in lleaven; after Barbara lament ed that her book of short
stories got changed from h er title of I s lands on the
Uoon to the innocuous Hoaelan.d, which peopl e mix up as
Hear tland or whatever, Caro l kidded her that at least
there ' ll b e no confusion over Pigs in Blankets), all 4

4 March cont.--of her books under some kind of movie
option, amt she and Joe and daughter Camille about to
go to the Ca.nary Islands for six months on Joe's
sabbatical. They live in wes t Tucson, which seems to
have been the wri terly part of town-Lesley Silko is
out there, and Barqara said 1:.d Abbey lived about a mile
from her and Joe's 4-acre place. C and I had cottoned
to Abbey's phon1\r address of the little town of Oracle
at the north eJ-a of the Senta Catalina Mtns after asking
the Uaunted Bookshop people how _. come he vras
simultaneously described as living 10 miles out of
Tucson and in Oracle, 30 miles out; doubtless he didn '~
want would-be acolytes etc. to know where he lived, but
Barbara;. figures he also liked the ring of Edward Abbey,
Oracle.
7 ?.larch-A gorgeous Tucson day, entire sunshine but
the day crisp, just enough breeze to take any edge off
the warruth. This 1 suppose is the kind of weather we
came in search of, but the fact is that days this
perfect are a minority here too. It's pleasant in a
lot of ways down here-enough that I wonder if the
one-good-book-and-then-fade-away history of a lot Of
Southwest irriters comes from the pleasantness Id a
sunshiny life can hold, though the productiveness of
Abbey, Hillerman and Kingsolver shows not everybody
succumbs-- but Tucson's metropolitan size (to move here
from Seattle in # effect is to trade one city f<llr anothe1
city) and the fragility of the desert (as Caro l said
this morning, you almost feel guilty hiking on i~;
there's nothing lik e the regeneration of the rain
forests) g ives us pause. We may· be back to Tucson ,
but habitually ••• ?
llad lunch y ' da~ at La Parilla Sui za with another of
Lee Goerner's writers, Tom Miller. Tom in essence is
leading th e freelance life here, under contract to
Atheneum for a book about life in Cutia today--! would
think time is absolutely of the essence on that one,
Castro no spring chicken a.ny more and world politics
changing wildly--but going off to Bisbee after our
l unch to work on an Esquire piece about the U.S . base
at Guantanamo. Says he lives in a barrio here, whose
nawe amounts to "the neighborhood with n o name," below

11.!!I'~

~7 cont . ~the

hill with the U. of Arizona's whitepainted A on it. When we swapped addresses his t urned
out to be a post office box , at what he says is Tucson's
literary pos t office-- Barbara Kingsolver gets her mail
t her e too, Les l ey Si l ko gets hers •••

March 20--The ninth da\v home, 8l'rl Heart Eart h ' s writing
schedule seems to perk a little better each mor~, so
maybe that book is actually go~ to launch itself this
spring . Chorewise, I hurled the vegetable garden into
being, plopping in lettuce seedlings and WWalla onion sets
the day or so after we arrived home, am cutting a pair
of quick trenches in the clay sidehill, then fillir:g them
~ compost-dirt, to transplant raspberry bushes into f they
~nOW' look lil<e they ' ve been there forever. Ani , C and I
trimmed (i. e . , pol e - cut) the north birch es and the vine
maples outside t he kitchen y 1day, cleaning the roof as
well; this afternoon I face hauling the branches to the
dump . Socially, we run a spate of entertaining : Wen:iy
Smith and Joe Mobilia far lunch on Saturday, Jotm and Jean
for a drink on SurrlB\Y eve , Lirrla Bierds and Sydney Kaplan
f or supper on Monday; as C fai rly asked, doesn ' t anybody
invite tE out ~
1 April- -Out we did get invited, twice , even, this past
weeken:i. Easter dinner at Tom am Carr ie Jones 1 , last
night; Tom showed us half a dozen new watercolors he ' s
just had framed for exhibiti.ng, and a.s fine a painter as
he has been there •s an a dded degree of str ength and
m.ll clarity in his work . Interestingly, in at least a
couple of the paint~s the "clarity' comes from Tom 's
new willingness to not have, sa:y, a certain edge of the
picture as detailed and distinct as he used to; in a
very s t rong painting of a ram ' s skull, he left an almost
cactus-like undetailed portion above the skull and it
helps bring too focus dCMn to where Tom wants the looker 1s
eye to go in the pie • A good evening with the Joneses,
who lil<e us have reached a point where they could buy a
new house etc . i f they wanted but go on as tl'ey are , have
been long-married as we are (Carrie said of be~ around
a couple of artist friems who •re marrying much younger
women that she feels like the Gray Panther in tte group),
and who pretty much concentr ate as we do on the work we
hope i s worthwhile .

April 1 cont .--And Saturd83' night at Ray 1s Boathouse, we
hoo dinner with Jerry and Suzanne Ziesmer, Jerry having
been a Latham House resident the same college years I was,
30+ years ago . He's in ta-1n working as assistant di:rector
on Cameron Crowe ' s movie about Seattle ' s singles-and- danceclubs scene, called Singles J I don 1t know why it never
dawned on me, but there ' s an ent:ire Hollywood profess ion
of assistant directors , top sergeants who get things
ready before the cameras roll, and that ' s been Jerry's
apparently very successful career for the past 25 years-worked with Huston on Annie, Coppola in tm Philippines
on Apocalypse NOW' , Alan R\iiolph 1s last movie , arrl so on.
(Jerry jol<Bs, or at least semi-jokes , that for all of his
career as an assistant director, he ' s best known for the
one line he had in ApocaJ.we NCM : "Terminate with
extreme prejudice . ") We went through a spate of whatever happened-to, arrl Jerry's rundown on the Latham-or-Hut
speechies of our time at Northwestern is roughly: Dick
Benjamin and Paula Prentiss , still married, Paula not -acti~
for some ~ars while raising their oouple of kids,
Benjamin occasionally directing l::ut his career not really
moving because he ha.sn ' t had a hit in a long time (Jerry
says a director can go for about ten years on om hit , but
toon••• ) J Paula 1s younger sister Arm afflided with lupus;
Jack Rakestraw Johnson both Jercy and I last h eard of in
regional theatre in his home Kentucky; Larry Smith neither
4i" could report on; Karen Black is in'OO Scientology, says
Jerry, and Vance Jeffries is into being a Hare Krishna;
Ron Hogate married Dorothy Collins of Hit Parade singerdom~
Charles Ziarko is, like Jerry, an assistant director. Out
of tbe blue, Jerry says, he got a letter soma years ago
from Bill Vermillion, the Church of God devotee w o ran
the perpetual hearts game in too Latham back roan; enclosed
was a check for !t>4o, with the explanation from V•million,
now a minister, that during college he stole $20 from
Jerry's wallet arxi here it was back, off V' s conscience,
with earned interest. In the general Latham spectrum of
everybody more or less broke , I hadn •t remembered this
about Jerry but he 1 s f rom a mailmen •s family in Milwaukee,
ropewalked through Northwestern as I did on scholarships
am board jobs, and I (Zuess what we have in common is that
we both buckled dCMn and somehow ma.de our way on in life .
Jercy plainly has a mental list, as I do, of people with
what looked like more talent ard better breaks who didn 1t
m.akB it--on his , Lawrence Pressman, Arm Fr aser, the allbu t-palpable-superstar Hogate, the aforementioned Vance

April 1 cont.--Jeffries (who I always thought had only a
tinpot soul, whatever his-- as Jerry says--John Derek looks)
an:i Karen Black (who I regret hearir:g the crash of; she
. was a dark horse in that hypertalented Benjamin-Paula.Tony Roberts bunch, besides cross-eyed enough to need two
eye charts, and I always liked it that her early movie
career ferriswheeled :itlm past the likelier suspects) . In
Jerry's own life, a number of aspects that interest me;
om , that he talks of retiring, referring to "the young
people11 he works with in the movie business--maybe I 'm
being naive , but I don ' t see anything comparable to sueh
better-ma.ke-way- before-the-age-gap- gets- too- noticeable
pressures in writing; and the turn he made in his life
eight or so years ago , asking his childhood sweetheart
Suzanne out to Hollywood to marry tum after Suzanne's
husbarrl died arrl Jerry ' s first wife cal.led it quits . Carol
arrl I both enjoyed both of them, arrl we're laying plans
to accept Jerry ' s invitation to come watch some filming
of Singles- think we'll do it on our anniversary, when
they'll be shooting a dance-club scene in the Stena Lines
pier, and invite Linda and Syd along.
1'1uch else going on, not least of which was Carol's
first day back at teaching today, but it ' ll need to wait • ••

4 April--Second day of mammoth storm out of Gulf of
A.Laska; y 1 day it utterly poured, today it's just steady.
Spent the morning shuffling pages and filecards, to
get Heart Ear th. material lightly laced together enough.
so I can see what needs writing. Feels like progress .
Nice dab of encouragem~nt in y'day •s mail, $5500 in
HBJ roya~ties; Sky sold 9165 copies last fall, had its
best year ever in paperback. Had our monthly dinner at
the Wok with Ann and Marsh last night , and I took her
Sky agent rs 10% in small bills in a plain broon_pa:er

ba~lll Lang

overn:ignted with us Monday, then o(,,,, edey '
afternoon I went to the U Distric t on chores and to
meet Lirrla Bierds at the College Inn to cheerlead her
off to her NYC reading trip . Both of us cherish the
College Inn as a kind of acme of mediocrity, and
consciously or un- , Linda has begun a ritual that twits
the place without the place, of course, hav~ enC?t,~h
institutional memory or el.an or anything to lmow 1 s

4 April cont .--being twitted. Regularly noo it goes
like this : I always arrive first , because I've had to
alla.t f cr time to find a parld..ng place, am :ii always
ask for the same table by the window along the Ave ., al'Xi
some combination of wai ters-busf'boy- hostess, some times
all of them, bring me two glas~ o:f water, .tmxx two
setups of silverware, two huge menues , an:i tmn will ask
me, every minute or ao as i f newly discovering my
presence (which they are), i f I'm sure I d on 1 t want
something while I ' m waiting; the notion that anybody bas
chosen the place to wait seems to throw theme Then Linda
arrives am we start talking a mile a minute, until some
member of the staff registers that there are nCM two of
us at the table, maybe this no longer is waiting, an:i
we are asked what we 're going to have . Now Linda ' s
ritual: "Do you have," she asks expectantly, "any hot
cider?11 The answer is perpetually no , ani she and I
groan and say, oh, but you used to . No, Iio, never bad
any, will say the young waiter/tress-hostess-whatever.
Yes , yes, yes , you did 1 we insist, because we 1re the
only ones on the premises wi<th a lick of institutional.
memory and we 're both sure we were able to get ci der
when we first began meeting there years ago. Anyway, we
conclude, handing back the menues amid the set-table
paraphernalia, we '11 have apple juice . For some reason
this further flummoxes the waitj>e~son staff--! suppose
my gray beard makes them think here ' s some geriatric
eccentric come to buy the whole kitchen-- an:i they
eventually sort it out with us that we indeed want only
two glasses of apple juice ; yes, but both large, we
assure them. An:i so it goes at the College Inn where, i f
they only realized it, they should have a plaque up
a bout Linia am me airl these sessions. It ' s there that
she ' s gone over ms pp . of Rascal Fair and Marian with
me, and she and I plotted out haoJ I ' d dunk The Stillness,
The Dancin~ through transoms onto editors ' desks, an:i
where she brings first rews of New Yorker acceptances
and I tell her tales of the bookstore trail--but
dimwitted cousin that it is , the College Inn apparentJ.y
is never going to tumble to us .

April 9-Toda.y, I:
- -wrote a fairly decent page of Heart Earth.
--was invitied by a forest ranger in Cody, Wyoming,
to the hundredth birthday celebration of the US Forest
service ••• 11 I'd j~t feel bad i f nobody thoug ht tc ask
you . "
--turned down an architect's i nvi tiat:ion to do an
AIA session (free) at Big Sky.
--turned down Er i c Sandeen's invitation to be the
visiting chair in American Studies lltxi ($J~, ooo/
sames ter ) at U. of Wyoming •
--learned that Penguin wants me to do an 8-city
reacting/signing tour for the Paperback of Mariah in Nov.
April 17-Anniversary # 26, which tonight is supposed to
have a cast of a thousand--the extras in the dance club
scene of Singles being filmed tonight at Pier 48, Jerry
Ziesmer having invited us to watch some filming and we
chose tonight . Dinner at the Wok first wi. th Linda and
Syd , then they 1re co~ along to the dancin ' filmin' .
After an arduous first couple of days of word- by•word
editing, I at last got tl'e opening pages of Heart Earth
to be what I want . THe book turns out to need word care
on the intense order of Sky ' s , but at leasti:da i t •s a
helluva lot shorter. Spent tcday mulli ng, diges'ting
filecards, blue- paging starts of scenes ani transitions ,
and the manuscript at last maybe is beginning to shott
some lift.
C and I both see that it is days like today that I
need, ti.me to think arrl tinker (which lTBY be one and the
same with me) • If we can get the projects of this house
resolved this SUJllJTB r in a way that doesn't dis tract 100
crazy •••
Craig Lesley passed through on Sunday, up here f'rom
Portland to talk at P.cymru th Coq;! regatio nal Church downtovm, and his general report is such that I wish to hell
he could get better breaks in life. What mos t worries me
is his heal th news, deteriorating hips that 've been
aggravated by the terri.fic sideswipe his car took from
another this winter. Craig wants to put off for a few
more years the hip replac~nt his right hip probably
needs, but it ' s going to nean a lot of pain and hobbling.
Life keeps askir:g a lot af him.

2.3 April--Chinese food ani champagne an:i Alice in Chains
for our anniversary, courtesy of Linda ani Syd and the
Singles i'ilJll crew, last Wed. The filming at Pier 48 was
replete with 400+ extras as the dance crowd Alice in
Chains was playing to, wsrehouse motif , wal.ls of barre.ls
stacked a round, some of them ablaze (serving the dout> le
function of giving us a little heat) , fake smoke curling
around and an inexplicable old silent film p.LB;y~ on
one wall of the "dance club. 11 It was a treat to watch
Jerry Ziesmer', as assistant director , run the scene. In
a jacket with Bcarface (one of the films he AD 1ed)
emblazoned across the back, a baton portable mil<B in his
hip pocket arrl a walkie ( crew-ese for walkie -talkie)
P-unfighter- styla low on his hip , with a voice like Gcx:i ts
righthand man, he controlled the several htmdred people
involved through intonations and the directorial.
sequence: 11 Prepare to record ••• kids, let the cameras
through, don ' t bump them ••• I'm mnt0ua1•ug waitif:€ for
speed from the recording truck (a dout>le entendre whicn
brooght whoops of applause from the dance crowd) •••
Dancers, you are still too dense , our cameras can't
get through • • • Everybcxiy take one seep back ••• One step
back •••One stE¥' back ••• C1MON, FE.L.J...A.S , D:!;T 1S GO, ONE
STEP BACKJ••• Cue for ttie sticks •••All cameras, listen up:
don't roll until I call ••• and •••we are ••• rolling audio !
Ro~ audio j Roll cameras, please ••• an:i ~kit, MARK
IT l"

mar

Ftm aside, life has seaned pretty damned busy, the 2 pp .
a day of Heart Earth having to be groo.rrl out pretty hard,
C with papers and quizzes to grade, considerable
orchestration of house projects needed by both of us -the firewood arrived tmexpectedly y 1day afternoon in a
cord- heap in the driveway, the mma'1man Ken MacDonald
arrived s~unepectedly earl.y this afternoon.
29 April- Still co~~ ' copi~ . A couple of rainy days,
plus y ' day ' s downright damned chilliness, kept me f'rom
the.woodpile, but. I 'm within about an hour •s whacking of
haV'Jl'lg it all split and piled in the woodhouse
C is
putt~ in an enormous day at Shoreline, liste~ all
a.f~rnoon to the 4 candidates for division chair; figures
she s got to participate, her life at the college depends
on whoever is in that job.

29 April cont. -We seem, emphasize seem, to be squared
SMay with Ken McDonald for new kitchen arrl small- room bay
winfows in md -June , and I 'm about to clinch with
Centennial Glass for them to put thermal windows in the
massive living/dining-roam wirrlow areas in late May. I
hope we 're not absolutely nuts to be pouring such money
and effort into this house; neitoor of us seems up for
movi~ to another one just na-T, and this place is so
chilly I go through sane physically miserable times in
winter; given a day like y ' day, from October to April
actual]y.
Social weekem . Sat . dinner at Linda Sullivan 's, along
with Edmonds frierrls of hers , Mary Lou and Peter, and
Linda 1s former college roomate Maureen who evidently blew
into town from Japan by way of her hometown Chicago; she
pronounced herself "between lives , 11 so it wasn ' t clear
what was up with her . Last night, Jerry am Suzanne
Zeismer came here f cr dinner, our re- pay of their
inviting us to the Singles .f~ . C and I both enjoy
them, as C says in spite of too Hollywood mannerisms Jerry 's standard comnent is 11 this is W>torrlerful11 --an1 we
gather they 're interested in us as people who •ve combined
a home life and soma travel; the movie biz puainly has
its harr01-1ing side, such as living 4 solid months in a
hotel as the Zaismers not-1 are . I asked Jerry what was
the worst movie he ever worked on, adding that I meant
either the toughest or the most disappointing . He warily
chose toughest (though his collll!Bnts later made it plain
Scarface had been disappointing , a movie that turned aboot
180 degrees from its script by the time the director and
the star got through monk~) , and said Apocal.ypse NCM
had been tough, all that time in the Philippim s , arrl so
was Too River, constant mu:i , heavy boots, wetness; one of
the cues Jerry gave as 1st ass ' t director was in the
flocxi s oenes--11 lower t be levee" J Ti-to earlier stories .from
Jerry, which I 've been meaning to get do11n here since we
bad dinner with them at Ra(,r ' s Boathouse a month or so ago .
Both are John Huston tales, the first from the famous
mismatch of Huston directing the musical Annie. Jerry, as
his A.D . , had an awful time gett~ Huston to pay any
attent!. on to the making of the film, Huston boredly simply
looking at a video of each day's work on a tiny TV . At
last came the day when Huston told Jerry that today he

29 April cont .--wanted a big TV and Jerry thought aha,
finaJ.J..y he 's getting into tnis project, now we'll see
the magic of Huston at work. In comes Jerry with tbe TV ,
begins to set it up so Huston ca.n see the Annie videos,
Huston says, "No, Jerry, we'll leave the bi~ TV on
channel 7" --so that Huston could watch tm orse races
at the same time as the Annie stuff flickered away on the
mini-TV• The other story wa.s after Annie, Jerry at
Huston 's place in Mexico, just the ttvo of them having a
beer, and Jerry asks him what he sees as his secret as
a director . Huston says , you simply get the best cameraman, the best set dresser, the best assistant director
(little nod to Jerry there) , the best this, tm best thatJerry says 11 Yes , but John, what do ~ do, as the
director?" arrl Huston sails right on: 11 ....You get all
these best people, an:i then you don't fuck it up. "
2 May--Y'da.y wa.s a beautiful May Day, bright blue and
into the ?Os, today nearly as nice. Last night; we had
the first salad from our garden, on the usual first of
May or thereabout, despite how chilly and damp this spring
has been. Other development is a new answering ma.chine/
speaker phone, which is so loaded with bells and whistles
that it even has a lispy tll'oo voice that proclaims,
11 Wensch-day, two f or-ty-sev-en. 11

18 May--A May of rain, today. 53 degrees, fog taking
the Highlarrls, the rain barely hea:rable but steady. A
wild lush spring, after a winter of so much moisture .
Our backyard piedmont, the triangular bench of land where
we had the big trees taken down a year ago , is jungling
itself day by day: ferns, both bracken and ..erI'ern;swo,.J
almost erupting, and big tufts of grass, an1l. eternal
inevitable blackberries , and under the big madrona where
I tried wil dflotler seeds last SUlllller some tall orange
flowers I don't recognize have popped up . Sparrows and
wrens shop the embankment, fern to fern . Our intention
is to put some plantings there--I 1ve been clearing grass
a.n:i ferns BMay from the blueberry bushes that I installed
last spr.i..ng arrl this--but I am enjoying seeing the hill
fill itself in, this spr.i..ng. Amid it all, the big
fl.oppy wild rhododendron is a. nebula. of white blossoms .
Maybe this was a week of turn, Carol and I both feel,

18 May cont. --talking aoout it last night .

Her school

year is closing well, good batch of student papers she
went through y •day afternoon, and I at last rave the

first ctapter of Heart Earth draf'ted, plus the pages
that turn the corne r into chapter two . C is to read them
this afternoon. Ard we have on line the house projects,
wirrlows, insulation--with luck, actually with three
strokes of luck, om for each contractor involved, we 111
have this house tightened and insulated by mid-July.
•Mid it all, from Monday noon until Wed . morning we
hosted Ben and Jeanne Baldwin, talismans o:f our Evanston
lives ; Ben was my advisor and favorite prof at Northweste1m, Carol worked for him several sulTllll0rs in the
High School Institute . Not even to mention what Ben
grandly proclaims he crea ted--our wedding , where Ben arrl
Jeanne stood up with us . He is 72 naq , Jeanne aoout to be
66, arrl it was C who cottoned to what Jeanne has done
with this transcontinental driving trip--Hilton Head I . t.o
here-- of which she does all the driving; she's provided
Ben a way to be out a.rrl sightseeing , now that his eyes
are so bad he can•t moch read . I suppose Ben is an
unlikely shaman, even when I met him 34 years ago he was
bald and pudgy and short- fused, but the capacity for
work and enoourageioont in that little man orbited a lot
of us around him, from Andy Malcolm arrl Albert Scardino
at "the NY Times to horsepicker - guru Andy Beyer at the
Washinglx>n Post to Steve Bell at ABC to mine own self .
Here in this room ~here I have written all my rooks , as
I fet ched out of a closet a paperback of English Creek
that Ben wanted 100 t.o sign up for bis brother , it fill
got said when Ben grinned a little anotionally arrl gave
me a little tap on the upper arm ani said , 11 I just think
this is so great •"

23 May--Today

is like watching sausage being made; too

tdniow crew from Centennial Glass is here replacing the

big dining room and living :room panes with thermal panes,
arrl right na-1--almot 10--there are gaping emptinesses
where the patio door and the dining room wirrlows were .
Miraculously, it ain't raining .

28 May--A fine bright day at last, decidedly after the
holiday weekerrl . Both Saturday atrl Suniay were rainy,
but Memorial Day itself stayed simply overcast and
sticky, and we bad a good resuscitation of th3 Lake Union
hil<B tradition. Linda Sullivan, her Mundelein rommnate
Maureen, Eric arrl Jan Nalder, and us-- six proved to be
a good number, people swapping into pairs of talking
throughout the seven miles of walking . Eric has just
signed a book contract with Grove Weidenfeld , for a
book out of his Prince William Sourrl oilspill pieces
in the series that won him an:i other Seattle Ti~s
folks a Pulitzer; this will be on supertankers, and it
sourrls as if' he o has great material, pointing starkly
at Coast Guard reluctance to really monitor oilships.
Eric says tt.ere are blind spots in the ~ CG 1s Puget
Sourrl r adar mtwork, and it 1s the best system in the
country. After the walk, lunch at Linda's, bratwursts
done on mr charcoal grill, tossed salad Carol made,
cbocola te chip cookies from the Nald ers--as we all agreed,
1
eating up all the good we d dom ourselves with the hil<B .
On Saturday, C an1 I went to another stint of moviemald.ng with the Ziesmers , although not seeing much this
time because it was a closed-set filming of a love scene-·
Campbell Scott arrl whoever the actress is who plays the
Linda character, emerging for lunch look:i.rg pale ar.rl
weary after seven takes of too scene in Singles where
they plunge to her bed and the phore machine goes off.
As Suzanne z. said when we got there , the actors had
body makeup put on that morning, so it was heavy duty
shoot~ . The movie crew has used as a sound stage an
Interbay warehouse, behim Rykoffs ', which the soundman
despairingly described in a warning poster to the craw
as "a large echo cbamber, 11 and so every time a scene was
being shot, red warning lights began flashing, a bell
rang once, Jerry as assistant director was heard
intoning 11we are ROLLING , 11 Dli all production assistants
such as Suzanne shout ed an echo of "ROU.IN} 111 wherever
they happened to be in the building, and the whole crew
quit talking or walking anywhere, even quit settir:g the
caterirg tables . (And in the case of the drivers, who
always eat ahead of everybody else to be freed for
chores, they had to stop taking bites lest a fork hit a

28 Mavr cont. --plate; Jerry said it sometimes gets ro be
hilarious, the production people jumping on the drivers
for making noise while they eat, the drivers complaining
back that you told us ro eat and n~r you won 1 t let us
eat . ) After some lovemakey noises--Lin::l a in thescene
makes a kind of startled :pu11d11Ei•itlfX "oeuh1" probably
f rom landing in bed on her TV remote control--would come
the cry "cut 1", two bells ' signal, am everybody would
come alive again. At least comparatively alive, because
all agreed it was a pretty sla-1 day ani a pretty slew
p oint in the £ilming, the last few days (they wrap the
movie tomorrCM , Wednesday) I many crew rranbers doing
crossword puzzles or reading magazines, and a big jigsaw
puzzle was being war.-ked on. While Jerry am then a
woman assistant to the director were overseeing the
the bedroom scenes ("easy day," said Jerry, 11 ~10 people
in a bedroom11 ) , another assis tant --though as I savvied
it, he 111 also be the film edi tor.-, which he also did
for Star Wars--was shooting a musician's fingers tracing
down the newsprint columns of a revi~-1. Jerry, who makes
no bones about the incredible way momy is spent in
movie-making, said the musician had been fi<Mn back in
just to do this finger- walking. Similarly, they were
goi~ to have to reshoot--I think tcxiay-Xavier McDaniel 1::
locker-room vignette that 1s part of the Steve-Linda
bedroom scene; the X-man flubbed his part, three
sentences' worth, the first ti.roo around . I lddded Jerry,
hey, the X-man just isn 1 t used to performing in front
of so many people; Jerry said, somebody ought to teach
him to perform. At Jerry an::l Suzanne 1s behest, C and I
stayed on for lunch, which included Australian lobster
tails am an ice sculpture, and amid the fancy focxl 1
somebcxiy came arrun::l and hamed everybcxly their per diem
checks . 11 Movie camp," Jerry sa:id. of all this, 11 this is
movie camp, they come around, take care of us every way
you can imagine ." Indeed, he said when shooting in LA
the crew gets 30¢ a mile for driving to work, on top of
all else . Speaking of movie moolah, Jerry and the
Singles producer arrl I guess others of the prcxluction
c rew were exulting in the flop of Hudson Hawk , the new
Bruce Willis movie . I asked , because of Willis? Jerry
said , yeah, him, but more particularly the producer
Joel Silver . Anyway, Jerry an:i others of the Si~les

28 May cont .--production crew had been phoning around
the coontry, asking how bad the reviews were, how lCM
the box- office take . (Jerry reports the worst review
was when some body stood up in the middle of Hudson Hawk
a.rrl declared 11 This is tm worst American movie ever made",
and the movie critic in the audience declared in turn,
"It isn't that good . ") Jerry was predicti~, on basis
of wmt he"'T(fli'eard , Hawk wouldn 't take in more than $8-~
million over the 4-day Memorial Day weeken:l , when the
minimum hoped for was $20 million. Y'day there was a
NY Timas piece al:x>ut the final bloated budget of Hawk,
somewoore between $6.5- 80 million, apparently, and a crew
member was quoted, 11 This was union re aven. 11

6 June--Back to gray indeterrnins.te weather , after a giddy
day of summer- maybe 1 t was summer in its entirety-yesterday. Supper with the Nelsons at the Wok last night ,
our monthly pig-out on Chinese food an:l hilarity. A
contin~ theme naf is Ann ' s writing for tm Ladies
Home J ournal, pieces at $3000 a cra ck, 5 m:i.llion readers;
we accuse Bf her of taking over the mind of the nation.
Her current piece, for which C an:i I were both interviewed, is "What is a goodwife?11 airl she swears she ' s
going to go on arrl do one about mothers-in-Jaw.
Invincible lady.
A nuptial Saturday, the afternoon miraculously clearing
for Toey Angell and Lee Rolfe . From the fanfaronade of
events leading up to the wedd~ --a wedding shower?--all
of which conflicted with our CMn visitors this busy spring,
we knew it was goi~ to be a big wedding, but not as big
as it was . As we gather, Lee ' s family, the Rolfes, mre
related to the Hoges, who were in on building the Space
Needle etc ., and so as we stepped into Tony ' s yard here
were battalions of caterers a.Di a transparent canopy over
his entire huge back yard. Tony had asked me to be a
groomsman, and a:> as we marched in and lined up far the
ceremorzy- under the roofed scul pting area outside Tony's
studio, there was the picture--six bushy graying guys
(Tony ' s cousin Johnny Moy; me J Bert Benfer from tM English
Dept . at Arizona State; Tom Jq, the foundryma.n/writer/
sculptor; Greg Krogstad, photographer; Bob Simmons of
KING-TV) an:l Toey 1s sculpting assistant Gretchen Dauber

6 June cont.--on the groomsman's (and in Gretchen 's case,
groamsmaid ' s) side, an equal number of young things
across :from us as bridesmaids. 'That bit of' generational,
damn rear geological, portraiture aside , the cr<Md for
the ceremony itself seemed to consist of Carol and a ton
of Rolfes . All went well enough in the actual ceremoey,
I think--Tom Jay stepping out to say some words aooo.t
Tony and Lee 1s betrotm 1 to each other, Greg playing a
flute piece, the minister readi.~ some passages Tony an:l
Lee had composed--although Bert Bender arrl I mpt an eye
on the hornet nest in the corner of the roof airl a
chainsaw got busy acr06 s the street just as i3a: words
started being said . Then the march back to the back
yard-chanpagne -food, and there at the reception, unlike
the wed~, we saw a lot of people we knew, such as
Tom and Carrie Jones, Lidta and Frank Tarver, Bill an:i
Marnie Holm, Pat aIIi Mary Ragan. Tony, with that heart
of his as big as a bculder, gave m3 and the other
groomsmen a terrific print of r aven ccnrtsbip. Even
before that harrlsame wage, I had tried to talk Tom Jay
and Bob Simmons into the whole bu.rob of us hiring out
as groomsmen at sane wedding every Saturday, call ourselves 1he 'b.est g,uys, sing a little doowop and than
Gretchefi" cofid s~ep out arrl sing Love Me Tenier whila
we all went So fim , So fina l in the background--no

takers, strangely.
Friday the 30th, ioot Lirrl a Bierds for one of our
College Inn applejaicezvous, each wi 'th a brand new book
cover . We had to laugh at the disparity-- her Heart and
Perimeter cover a delicate ivory, classy thin typefont,
teasing collage of bell and twigs as illustration, while
my Penguin cover of Mariah all but shouts1. Buy this or
else . Gave her the 1st chapter of' Heart l!:arth to read,
and she arrl Syd are coming for supper early next week .
The Mariah cover, by the way: it ' s to be the original ,
which is to say the rejected, hardback cover, and while
it ' s busy as a supermar kl3t by too time the byline, title ,
a quote, sub-line arrl the Penguin imprimatur all get
loaded atop the pictured of Mariah a top the Bago, I
think it 1s a lot zingier than the pallid version Penguin
came up with first .

12 June-Clirna.ctic hammering in too spare bedroom, where
Ken MacDonald and Riley are fi. nish ~ up tm bay ~ndm
im talla ti on. Started Mon:iay morning, arrl while e am I
joke that being around these carpentry projects that
whang big holes in the house is like watching sausage
bei~ made, in actuality the guys got the kitchen windows
into place by Mon. night am the sizable bay in by noon
the next day. It's been hectic , with the noise arrl dust
of construction, but I have grourrl out 2 pp . of rewrite
on ch. 2 every day . C has been finishi~ up the school
year, exams the next 2 days and she hopes done with
grading by Fri. night o These win:ia1rn are project #2 out
of this year's big three, only the insulation left to do,
in mid-Julyo We hope this house is being mightily
improved o
Linda and Syd came for suppet" last night amid the
window hammering and seemed to get a kick out of see~
the project happeni~ • The four of us ate crab until
we couldn't hold any more , Syd telling us of being on
the notably unsuccessful search committee for a new head
of the ffi-l's Jackson School am Linia regaling us with
audience-eye view of the Women ' s Studies "graduati. on"
program in which om of the WS students, a street singer,
teamed xli:k with somebody else into a duo which sang
songs of women's affirmation and got raunchier and more
anti- male as they went . Syd and Lin:ia were hilarious as
they reported on house- hunting on Bainbridge Islam and
giving up on the idea because of the cumbersome ferry
commute, but not before looking at a charmer of a
fannhouse, yellow with white trim, porch all around;
Linda can just see herself Ensconced toore with p~
goats , a dwarf horse, Tallulah the basset howxi--Syd
accuses her of wanting every animal to be dog- sized,
pointing out that all sue h dwarfs (incl.uding bassets)
are mutants an:i susceptible to genetic defects , arrl I
said I could see it ru:M , the two of them there on
Mutant Acres . Linda also brought back ch o 1 of Heart
F.arth srn ' d read for me, with invaluable advice to smooth
11\Y" narrating persona in a couple of places .
Other than per severing through too carpentry-, we 1ve
been trying to make some r easonable money moves, in the
face of dismal certificate of deposit rates arrl bank
shakiness . I ' m meeting with Piper Ja£frgy broker

12 June cont. - -Steve Charlston next week to try to figure
out wtere to put roughly $1 00, 000 of ours and $27 , 000 or
my De.fined Benefit Pension Plan, and tcxiay C moved
$50, 000 of her TIAA morey into their b oni fun::i and an
equal sum into thai.r stock market sl'Bres--we ' ll see i f
the luck hel d unti l the close of tha market, but by late
mor~ of this day when she needed a fall~ market to
maximize her buy of TIAA sl'Bres , the DCM J was da-m
41 points.

7 July, The Duck Inn, Whitefish- -About as relaxed as
the Doigs ever get, it's going toward 9:30, Carol is
taking shower, and in an hour or so we'll meander up
toward Big Mountain for some mild hiking . Beautiful
clear day, actually a bit cool with the breeze. Y'day
we drove notthwest of here to hureka and Rexford-Lake Koocanusa country, north o.f Libby Dam--into
territory we liked a lot, with the bonus that most of
the highway from Wh'fish to fureka is in great shape,
recently repaved . Drove out from Eureka, itself a
pretty goodlooking little town, to see the Nature
Conservancy' s new purchase, Dancing Prairie, and across
the Lake Koojca.nusa bridge looking for an Amish colony
we never did find; the big booming views reminded us
of Idaho country we ' ve been in, around Payette and
the S-.wtooths.
Carol is out of the shower, doctoring the terrific
mos qui to bites she got on her ankles and calves when
ire hiked through the long grass of Sullivan Meacliow with
J 1erry .UiSanto and Karen Feather on the 5th. 'f he bites
blotched out into terrific red bruise-like areas,
very itchy, and the best remedy evidently has come out
of advice from the 5 and dime store woman in 1!..ureka
where we stopped for an ice cream cone, take some
antihistamine ~ih».nx capsules. The bites were the
only drawback of a fine July 4th and 5th in the company
of Jerry and Karen, both veterans of the North Fork of
the F lathead River and the tiny community of Polebridge,
in es•ence the Polebridge Mercantile which Karen used
to own and the Northern Lights saloon irhich she still
does. We hadn't much sooner a.lit in Polebridge, just
before the noon 4th of July parade, when Karen Mm•~--...
corraled Carol into being a parade ~ judge; the
goal of!: having all the judges be women professors feH
a bit short after Carol and Annemarie Harrod, a soc
prof from Nashville, and so a guy was empaneled . The
distinguished judges were unanimously lo·w·ptech, nonreligious a.nd -patriotic,, and so gave 1st prize to a
group of kids costuUJed as upside-down cloiras, i.e. irith
fake heads between their legs and fake legs on their
arms over their heads; 2nd to a mother and daughter in
a buggy, the mother with h er face as a flag decoration
which included a star-field patch over one eye; and

7 July cont. --3rd went to a crowd favorite, an 80-yrold guy in a bright red abbreviated bathing suit,
riding in th e back of a rubber raft ~~ tooting a
whistle for rafting safety• the judges figured he ' d
like the apple pie that was the prize. lia.d barbecued
chicken for lunch, then hung around watching volleyball
and visiting with the Ha.rrods--Howard is a religion
prof at Vanderbilt who ' s written about the Blackf eet
and the impact of the misaionaries--and meeting folks
such as Karen Reeves, married to Nat'l Geographic
writer Doug Chadwick. C summed up a lot of the
Polebr idge ambience after Jerry DiSanto, a.n expert on
Glacier Park plants, told us about exotic . i.e. , , nonnatt ve plants, in the area--the hU1J1an population up
the North Fork also includes a lot oi' exotics, such
as a young guy from Britain who works in the Mere and
another from Soutll Africa 1rho' s one of the 111rxxi;
partners Karen ' s l eased the sal oon to . At the end of
the afternoon, we fo l lowed Jerry IUld Ka.ren in th eir
rigs up to ~ place called Benchmark~up the Hay Cre B<
road {a miles . of Polebridge), ~ first right turn and
then first left turn, to indeed a rocky bench in the
roadJt , about halfway up the mountain west of the N.
Fork , 1ri th a view of the North Fork va.11 ey and about
a hundred-mile skyline of the peaks of Glacier Park
a.nd beyond into Canada, north of Kintla ~ Lake, King
Ed.wrutd Mif>n T Mtn. , etc. ; truly a stunning span of
scenery. Daubed thiclc with mosquito dope {they zoomed
around us but didn't bite) ve drank beer and then wine
whi le Karen, ~n earth mother if there ever was one,
barbecued chicken and sausages for sundown supper .
Carol and I slept in the canopied back of Karen ' s
pickup while she and Jerry slept in the back of his
'68 venerable irhi te Chevy ranchiragon. Next morning
the two of them took us--Ka.r en, at h er <M"n great
suggestion, driving our rented car lll1l so we could
sightsee whele Jerry narratedTTbeyond Pole&ridge and
south along the N~ Fork to Sullivan Meadow and Adair ,
the original site of what became the Polebridge Mere.
The meadow was lovely, a long rolling stretch of high
grass {with assassin mosquitoes waiting for Carol)
between stands ofl' lareh and ponderosa and at the far
end, incredibly, the hot orange-red glow of poppies
at the x:.i:Jt site off the Adai r stor e , planted by the
store mrners early in this century; wh en we got there,

7 July cont.--we founl ther4!. was also a thriving
lilac bush and some irises. Again, as ~ontana so
many times has given us, an extraordinary experience
r.i: a bit fraught around the edges; the day turned
hot while we hiked the length of the meadow lwith
deer 's ears and occasional horns sticking up out of
the grass in the shade of lone trees as we went pa.st )
and I had dumbly ta.ken Jerry a'iid
....... Karen at their
casual word that this was only a quarter-mile walk
(it was more like an hour- and-a-half hike) and didn ' t
bother to take our knapsack with a water bottle in
it; Chad to heroically pace her self, and I was d:Ding
some myself by the time we bushwhacked out of the
end of the meadow to the road again. Will try make
more of an entry later about Jerry and Karen , both
of whom we like i1JUUensely, but for now want to get
do'W'll whati; was the best story of the weekend , Jerry
telling us of the time he wa.s high-country hiking
in Glacier Park , olff-duty as the Polebr idge ranger
thati; he was for 12 years, and came onto film-maker
Beth ~·erris and her partner Ursuia merrily filming
mountain goats about ten feet away from them. The
only way t o get goats that close is to bait them, so
Jerry felt--off-duty or not~he had to warn these
women they weren't supposed to be baiting them with
salt that way. Beth and Ursula indignantly maintai ied to him they weren ' t baiting with salt. Well ,
I d~n ' t know what jiiiiiK you ' re doing but youtre
baiting these goats some way and you're not supposed
to be, he told them and left it at that. He later
learned that what Beth and Ursula had been doing to
attract the goats was peeing on the rocks .

8 July--About to leave Whitefish and the Duck Inn,
within the hour this morning. Lovely weather, bright
and dry and just cool enough. Given that and how
relaxed we've managed to get here, my hunch is we
should 1 ve planned only this stint as this year ' s Montana
trip; it's going to be some fun to see the people we'll
visit the rest of this week, but nothing like as
relaxing as this. Ab well, onward to the old haunts.
\Vent up to Big Mountain y' day, were impressed lY"i th
some of the lodges there--considerably handsomer than
most ski areas ~and the tremendous views south all the
w-ay to the Mission Range. When we got back, Carol
napped--under the influence of the antihistamine tablets
that ar~ helping her mos qui to-bite infli ctions--whil e
I walked downto1m, then came back and napped too. Then
we went into Kalispell, picked up Mary Lou Woodcock and
went to supper at the Coyote i.llnCJiA Roadhouse in Big
Fork. Mary Lou hasx just finished selling out everythin~
in Kalispell--bookstore, her townaouse and a rental
condo--and is a bit shellshocked by the suddenness of
it, plus not quite knowing what to do next; evidently
she 'll move back to Billings, to be near her son Jim,
·. a Gazette photog, but Mary Lou 1 s eyes have gone so bad
they're anoth er major uncertainty. I've alw-ays liked
Mary Lou, who was a tho roughgoing bookseller caught in
too smal 1 a market in K.a.lispell--3 stores in a town
that 1 s barely big enough for 2--and wil 1 miss her . I
asked if the Montanans -mov ed-back-from-California who
bought her store brought some money to it, and she said,
truckloads. A last reminiscence she offered from her
store y ears: just after she opened up, This House of Sky
came out in paperb~ck and Mar y Lou took what she thought
was a real ordering risk and ordered 10 copies. The day
the books came in, a woman asked ~ if Sky was• in
p 1 back yet, Mary Lou brightly said yes, just came in;
great, said the woman, 1 1 11 take 5. Mary Lou said she
almost said in panic, no, you can only have one. Indeed
her realization that she ' d wildly underordered was more
ihan right; all 10 Skys were gone by 3 that first
afternoon.

July 10, in the Montana. ilis toric a.l Society- Have just
microcopi ed th e side-by-side sto rie• in th e Meaghe r
County News of July 4, 1945, of Wal ly' s letter from the
South Pacific and my moth er's death. So, that strong
sali ent coincidence for Heart ~arth is in place now.
Tomorrow, on to the Maudlow country.
We pulled into Helena today just befo re lun ch, from
overn i ght ing with the Arnsts in Gr eat Falls . Had a
fish feed on their deck l ast night, Wayne and Genise and
us and Hazel and Gene Bonnet and the Hallingstads .
~Now abo ut an hour later, in the Stat e Library, the MUS
s o busy and hectic~ today, John Dt~ers -- as Bill Farr
call ed him, the Big Bopper of Indian art history~
ensconced in the genealogy room where I usually am able
to cave up. Anyway, one more time said no to Chuck
Rankin a.bout use of the You Can ' t Not Go Home .Again piece
in an anthology~ Chuck i s s imply doing his job as an
editor in pressing for it, but I simply don ' ii want that
piece coming out in another form at if chunks of it a.re
going to b e in Heart ~ar th as I now intend--a.nd vi sited a
bit with Rich Roeder and Bob Clark, who says he's beset
by Redf<n-d 1 s r esearchers for A River Runs 1rhrough It who
don ' t seem to r eali ze th e story i s fiction, ~xii Paul
Ma.cl ean didn ' t die in a Helena all ey but in Chicago, etc.
Back to the Grel\t Falls visit: Wayne took y ' day off and
so af ter we hit tolm in ~:I: lat e morning , having come the
r eally long way from Choteau by way of Augusta and Craig
for the sake of the mountain scenery, and Genis e took us
out to lunch, Wayn e and I went out to .Morony and Ryan dBJlls ,
mildly sightseeing, while Carol a.voided possible mosquito
bites and hol ed up to visit with Genis c. As Wayne and I
headed back into Gt. Fal ls on the llavr e road, about a
mile from t he TV stations we saw a car pull ed over to the
side of the road, smoke Clllling out of it. Also all around
it, we realized after we stopped to help; the driver,
a fleshy young guy f rom Chester n amed John llemminger
who seems not m to be one of lif e ' s ~inners, was hurling
himself around the car, cussing and trying to put out
~he grass fire t hat had started from his engin e fir e.
In our r ental Chevy we had only two litt le jugs of 1ra.ter,
neither of which made much differ ence in the spreading
fire, but a farmer from Inverness stopped and had a.n ice
cool er which he dump ed , fo od and all, on th e bur ning eng ine
and then dragged a bi g tarp out of his rig . We go t the ·

July 10 cont. ~shoulder-of-the-ro ad flames smot here~
out with the tarp, but coul dn 1 t get at the ones under
the car. Next arrival was a state highway cop who ' d
been ticketing sowebody half a mile up the road , he
emptied his fire extinguisher under the car, but there
still wer e fl ames and the highway cop t old us all to
b ack off and let the fi r e dept . d e al with it . The car,
a big old 1 73 lunk er, began burning lik e hell, orange
i~ f lam es , black smoke, the owner la lill8Ilting 11 C1 mon,
fire truck, J esu s Christ! " Wayne never goes anywhere
1rithout his crunera. and so by now be was shoot ing the
scene fo r the Gt . Falls Trib, traffic was backing up,
the car Tas r eally burning by now, a ll of lleuuninger 1 s
b e longings ~he was on bis way to a job in Dillon~
go ing up in smoke with it. Eventually the Black Eag l e
volunteer fi re dept . truck got ther e, but the car and
belongings l ong since a goner .
The ni ght b efcrr e we s pent in iue:tmq Choteau, anothe1
adventure in the Hen s e cy Motel {this time, roar of the
p lumbing in th e walls irhenever anybody took a shower) .
'l 'hat evening , a splendid one of the Rocky Mt n Front in
late s un, we went out to see Carol Guthrie, as I hadn ' t
man aged to come for Bud ' s funeral. Carol is coping
well, able to talk about Bud and now beginning to think
about t h e business• of his books--only The Rig Sky is
in print in paperback , for instance. Bud, oddly,
didn ' t pay mu ch attention t o the business end and it
s ound s as if his agent Carl Brandt let Bud 1 s stuff
slid e as his r eader ship waned . I don 't see, though,
why The Way West and These Thousand liills shouldn 't be
in paperba ck ( Arfive and th e other t1ro nov e l s a.re more
problematical) and when Caril G. asked Carol and me for
advice, we told her to get
cil'Carl Brandt to r evert
rights for her and "iiii have him shop the books around,
or get a new agent . Otherwise in ,ihe pl easant evening
of conversation, Caro l G. - -who can # b e quit e funny and
a good mim i c~began telling of llick Hugo ' s visits; on
one, Dick having fallen off the wagon uuring that
sabbatic a l in Scot l and among all that scotch, he stayed
really late at the Guthries' and when he finally left
to drive back to Ripl ey' s family cabin n ear by, Caro l &
Bud fo llowed him, with thei r l ights off, to make sur e
he got home safely. Tho next day Caro l sai d to Ripley
she hoped Ripley h adn't been too worried about Dick;
Rip l ey said no, not at al l, she ' d driven out and

July 10 cont .~parked out of sight near the bridge
(across the S. Fork of the 'l 'eton) to watch and make
sure he got home safely. Another time, Dick and Bud
started making big pla.ns to go fishing at Pishkun
Reservoir, t o the consternation of the wives, both men
ailing and terrif i c drinkers, until finally Carol's son
Bill reluctantly said he 'd go along and be in charge al'
them. Plans were laid and laid thqit day, then relaid,
the hour getting later and the sun ever hotter , until
ultimately liick never showed up but his note in their
mailbox did, only saying petulantly: "It's too hot."
Out of all that nonfisbing, though, Bud and ilick wrote
each other a poem, and Di ck ' s to Bud 1ras one of his
finest . Amid this storying I brought up Carol 's knowing
Mildred Walker before anybody else of the Montana
Yriting crowd, including Dick, did; it always floors
people and they want to know, as Carol G. , what was
Mildred lik e? So C obliged with description of the
Wells College versiot)i of Mildred, for-mid-able, and that
remind ed Caro l G. of Dick sitting at their table and in
that little boy manner he could have, pouting to Bud of
hi s ferocious mother-in- law Mildred, "Bud, she doesn't
like how I eat ice cream. 8he AiV? doesn't think I eat
it nice."
And finally, out of that evening {Carol G.'s son Bill,
a.k. a. Herb, and his wife Kay, both really pleasant
people, were there too) xaa came one of Carol G.' s
favvrite stories of the essential Bud. It was another
fishing story, this time Bill and Carol G.•s son-in-law
Eri c ta.king Bud to Pishkun and deciding to come home
on roads across the prairie instead of al l the way around
by Choteau. After hours of tracing out dimmer and dilD.l.iler
roads they got within a mile and a half of the bous e but
couldn't get across a swamp and so had to go all the
way a.round by Choteau anyway. By this time, midn i ght ,
Carol G. and Amy bad called t he sheriff, but. about half
an hour later here the fishing bunch came . Carol G. and
Amy were livid, and just as Carol was a.bout to launch
into them, Bud gave her a vast smile a.nd said
g ·I
ang elically, 11 We have been hiliu-iously lost. "

12 July, Bozenan , in A~U Special Collections--C will
be here soon for lunchtime ~we're meeting Kate Malone
dovntovn) and then it 1 s back to Helena and homeward
tomorr~w .
Good useful trip y'day across th e north end
of therridger Mtns from ll.ingling to Maudlow in the
_\£.I?J!a 4runner borrowed f rom Dave & t!lmll Marcella Walter;
~a 30-mi le trip, and the middle 10-12 miles would
b'e nasty after any rain . C1 shot a lot of pies for 100
for the Heart .l!:a.rth scene 1 11 do, of my folks gett ing
stuck in a mudhole there; a stop at Moss Agate on the
way was useful too in lines of sight to various
landforms. Left tlelena 3bout 7:20, got to DozeUJan
before 3, felt like we'd done a d~y. This is the first
time we've seen the Aia.lones since Aiike became president
of MSU, so thi s morning we saw Mike's office and then
Kate took us ov er to the presidential house they'll get
in August . Mike and Ka.te invited Bob and Jan Swenson
to dinner last night; we went through an unusual nllillber
of drinks while waiting for dinner to cook, and whether
or not that much liquid advanced it, it was interesting
during supper to watch Mike drift into himself~really,
into listening to Co le Porter and others sing Porter
songs Mike ' d put on lrhen we sat iii down to supper-while the rest of us mad.e·tliiia&~chat . Then after supper
when I was ready to crash--! sti 11 feel a little rocky
this morning, headachy--damn ed if Mike didn't revive
and want to talk about the books I'm doing next. And
this morning he was as bouncy as usual. Maybe the ideal
metabolism for the president's job.

18 July- -Pleasant morning, maybe the best weather si. nee
we got home from Montana last Saturday. That return trip
went vecy well in tm rented Chevy Lumim, J2 hrs from
Helana. to here aJXi neitter of our backs complaining.
C has been outside patching holes in the siding after
y'day's insulating, while I spent the morning here at the
desk mildly puttering away at the books - to-be . Re-read
some of tm 1st ch. of Heart F.arth and thought it looks
strong.

28 July-- High SU111Iller this afternoon, 80i.sh on the
thermometer outside the office windcu (now at 3 :30)
without seeming hot or, thank gcxi , hum.irl • We got hooe
y ' day a little after 12 :30 from a two- night stay with
Tom an:i Carrie Jones a t Copalis Beach, the cap of a highly
social week. Tuesday we had di.IlD3r at the Wok with
Ann aro Marsh, out> monthly rejuvenation with fuem, and
the mxt day, C' s birthday, her uncle Tom Muller am his
wife Lydia were in Seattle on their way to an Alaskan
cruise. C took them to the Burke Museum to show them
coastal Indian art, then I ioot the three of them at Ivar ' s
Salmon House for lunch, and Tom and Lydia came on out to
the house for the afternoon and supper. Tom was the
youngest of the hard- raised Muller family, 16 years younger
than Carol's dad, arrl made his way up in the wo rld--Navy,
college, engineering, eventually one of the owners of the
Lesley industrial valve oompaey--from a childhood of
being raised by whichever of' his sisters oould manage it
at the moment . He ' s very bright am focused, always
thinki.ng, an:i C and I enjoy him . In the course of his
visit two of his conments--a grumble about Congress and
the remark that he wisb3d a would-be manufacturer he ' s
a consultant to "would get out of his a-m way11 - -were so
like Frank ' s , despite the two of them not really hav~
been around ea.ch other as they gr ew up, tbat I thought ,
my god , genetic voe abulary J
Thursday we got to Copal.is Beach about 2 in the
afternoon, kncuing only that Tom and Carrie were borro;tTi~
an oceanfr ont pl.ace from oomebody na.ned Gan:iy, am firrling
that it ' s a full, handso100 hoo se owned by the widow of
Joe Gandy, attorney and car dealer am. general mover and
shaker on projects such as the Seattle World's Fair .
Carrie, it turned out , house-sat and lived with the Garrlys
as a college stooent am. the connection has lasted evf!C'
siroe, more tran a quarter of a century; indeed, Carrie anci
Tom have told Mrs . G. that i f she ' d like to se~l this
ocean house they ' d like to buy. Carol and I enjoyed our
couple of days of vi.siting there --despite some fog arrl
humidity--but concluded ll~ there probably wouldn ' t be
our style, rEll\ote as it is an:i am:id the slaughtered
Olympic Peninsula timberlands . The pl.ace has been gocxi
for Tom ' s painterly eye, I think three painti~s done in
the month or oo they ' ve been there arrl at work on another;

28 July cont.--one he completed while we were there is
titled "My Neighbor 's Ho11Se," a warm, allnost jolly
picture of a red birdhouse atop a stump which Tom spotted
only a few houses away from the Gandy place. Tom•s work
seems to be deepening, reaching to combine his genius for
detail and moods of light with a new willingness to leave
portions of a picture more open and suggestive than he
would have in too past. Tom during our stay was presiding
over various workmen c~ by to give estimates on
weather and pest damage to the Gandy house, but late Fri.
afternoon he got free to take a beach walk·.flith me--I'd
blunked out, from allergy, into a nap earlier while Carol
arrl Carrie walked--and we must have made quite a scene
ourselves, me like a tent peg beside lanky loose-made Tom.
In shorts and with his sweatshirt sleeves rolled up, Tom
was all arms, legs ani consider able feet , wearii:g a
Cleveland Indians baseball cap that, by hiding his
widow 's peak, makes him look Jrinarrk like a teenage toy
on his way home fran a sa.n:llot game. Tom walld.ll$ is alway:
on the move- more like, always on the fidget or the veer- loold.ng and looking for angles of a seem 9 to paint,
p!:cking up seashells and rocks to study their color;
fascinating to watch him, like seeing an artistic antenna
on the alert. Thrroghout our stay Tom turned out to be
keener and funnier, and more of a conversationist, than
we'd seen in the dinners we've had together over too years .
partly, too, Tom tends to be thrust into a gawky
adolescent role around Tony Angell, in Tony ' s mammoth
bonhomie style of kidding am jokii:g, but it may well be
Tom who •s been turning the profounder corners of art
these past few years . As Caro l said of Tom, as she
sooretimes says of me, he knows one big thing .
Tom and Ca:rrie were terrific al:x>ut putting up with wm t
turned out to be a kind of Ivan Doig Jamboree; they'd aslec
us to bring the video of Winter Brothers and my Montana
Gov •s Arts Award ceremoney, but beyon:i tmt, there was the
incident of their neighbors . Nobody in the Iron §prings
compound of sever al dozen homes yet comprehends that Tom
is a world- class artist, ani so the night before C and I
arrived, the Il3Xt-door neighbors wban Carrie and Tom had
invited to dinner were just beginnii:g to take a polite
look at i':maD the painting Tom was working on when somehc:w
my nane came up between Tom and the man of the couple

28 July oont. -~a leprecraun-like little guy who Tam says
introduces himself with 11 I •m fickle J 11 --his name is Joe
Fickel) , and Tom said yeah, Carol am I were coming to
visit; the,: guy yelled to his wife , 11 Elsie , Ivan Doig is
c~ here J 11
She in turn wheeled around, Tom's painti~
now utterly ignored, to catch up with this breathless news.
(The Fickels turned out to be former Bellevue residents,
an:i Elsie had been at my Tcun Hall talk there years ago . )
The nax:t day when we were all paddi~ am.ind the houa e in
our stocking feet after beach hiking, I to:W. Tom and Carrie
Im was doing them an inunanse favor , they ' d now be able
to say Ivan Doig took his shoes off in their hruse f they
in turn assured me they were going to cut up and sell
the sheets I ' d slept on.

"

2 August--A week which started with what I any more
regard as a chore--a book review, this one of Mary
Clearman Blew's book--and is playing out into fonn.idable
howe projects, C repainting the living room and bd:Jl
dining room sills now that we have the new windows in
am the repainting of the eaves and merrling of the
serons under the flashing awaiting me . The weather has
turned good, ::ithough, and I'm feeling fairly perky this
morning . Now 9:30, C gone to a haircut , I 've been back
into the pleasant old habit of reading 10 daily PP • of
the Dictionary of Regional English--tucld.ng away li.rgo
for future books--arrl have also gone through the "un-"
words of my American Heritage dictionary to see i f I
can come up with a better verb than the usage early in
Heart F.arth?. 11 Wlcurtain my mot her" ; conclude that I can 1 t ,,
an:::l indeed 'uncurtain" is imaginative enough that it
isn't even in tre dictiomry.
Liked Mary Blew 's took a lot, shruld be a breakthrough piece of work for her. Called up Bill Lang to
check my mEl!lory that he and the other Montana Bills were
blCMn away by Mary ' s piece alx>ut her father cutting her
and the rest of the women in the family out of' his death-all three of tre family- or fortune - haunt.ad Bills, Bevis
and Lang an:i Kittredge, separately told me what a ba.rnburrer of a piece that was, evidently Mary impressing them
with a real instaree of unblinking "awe and r age" toward
a conundruiii parent - -and Lang as ever was ..Pr.eci~e and
definitive about that arresting moment or Mary s a"t-

2 August cont.--the Montana myths conference . Indeed,
he added tbat he figures that conference, with the spur
of Mary ' s piece, was the birthplace of the Last Best
Place anthology; in the foreword Annick arrl Bill
Kit t r edge r emanbe:nit it as coming to them in tm drive
home from the conference, but Lang says he recalls Annick
alr eady SCliVill5 11 Wouldn ' t it be great i f we cruld ••• " in
the hallway ~ during . Lang also cites
how important Margaret ~sland was in all this , in what
might be called the un-gooi -olrl -g~ 11 of the West by
Mary. In the planning of the myths conference, which
Lang was in on, hat' r emembers Bevis wanting to mal<a it
into a textbook occasion of examining myths and Margaret
doggedly heading him off , saying no, that won ' t quite
DIC work, let •s have it br oader than that --with the result
that Margaret ' s freeing up of the format gave Mary Blew
the chance for that seminal piece al::x>ut her father , and
pr obably the beginning point of her book.
I slogged all day Tuesday, a beautiful day I truly
hated to miss outside, on the review, toon got up an
hour earl y on Tuesday and slammed out the final page,
so that G and I could get out into precious summer. Went
up to Ebey ' s Landing , but a fog bank (an:i chilly wind)
was clanped to the bluffs tl'Bre ; extraordinary, really,
the heavy coil of fog :a with the tips of the Olympics
perfectly bright beyond. We were in a €Pod enough mood,
in the zesty unhumid weather, that we didn't aren
particular l y mini losing ttB hike , and came home in good
spirits after a sandwich lunch on the pier in Coupeville .
11

16 Aug.--Beautiful August weather again, with the newly
rehung windsock swaying gentl y from a madrona on the hill.
A thunder ous amount of work on this house has been done
since two weeks ago: C and I painted the new bay wind<M
and outfitted that fine new littl e sitting room that l ooks
out onto the hill, installed a wall lamp and ordered a
single- bed foldout couch for that room, am. the motoor - and
- son electr ician t eam of Carol and Michael Curley--in a
mammoth Mon:iay, start of this week--installed new lights
over our desks and electric paml maters in the mop an:i
near the dining room an:i compl eted most of the wiring for
a gem rator hookup to run the furnace arrl the sttxiy light::
during a power outage --plus C washing the new living roon

rewor~ the roof flashing
on tb3 patio errl of too house ani repainting the west
eave, both of us hanging 5 new pies, includi~ Tony
Angell 1s "Courting Ravens 11 in our bedroom; plus a lot of
general puttering . Even so, it's been hard to gain;
Michael Curley ran into termites an:i ants in the crawlspace during his electrical work, so nCM we face getting
an exterminator in here and then one of Ei.nar Johansen's
men to do repairs urrler there --besides which, for all
the work we've dom on the shop this summer, the door
there is still unsilled atxi an absolute tunnel for cold
from outside, an:l I haven't even managed to think about
putting glass doors on tb:l fireplace to stop mat loss
during the nigh~ this winter.
Carol goes to the denna.tologist this morning to have
a couple of sun-damage spots taken off her face, arrl
then we're to start on clearing my desk, indeed it and
a couple of others. We ' re both doing well, am prosperi~
financially an:l in other ways, but the wiending busyness
of a household we try pretty bard to control is still a
bit of a dilamna .

16 Aug . cont. --wirrlaots, me

2b Aug . -A week ago I was out on some erram and saw
a Seattle Tilnes head].in:) TANKS ROLL IN MOSCOW; now the
pieces of the Soviet Union are calving off like icebergs
from a glacier . The jwita that failed--Ma.rsha.11 ~elson
reports that 11 Mitch OleJko of his law finn came up with
the tagline coup ,lite for the insubstantiality of tm
putsch try--looked like ghosts of Brezhnev and his
Politburo; Yanaev in particular looked and behaved like
the kind of robobureaucrat a degree worse than being
an apparatchik, I think the Russian phrase is a
chenovnik. For whatever reason, possibly the reluctarx:e
of KGB connnandos and some key mill tary groups to be tb:l
gunsels for a return to ha.rdline rule, the putschists
ended up at least two gunshots--Yeltsin and Sobc!E.k-short of CCMing the country. In one of the best lines
in wha. t has been extraordinarily well-written reporting
in the NY Times , Bill Keller said the Russian acronym
of the "Committee for the Emergency' coupsters, which
I think was VKCbf, sounded like a cat choking on a
hairball. What shows every sign of iiRK being the
disintegration of the USSR has been moving at an

26 Aug . cont .--astounding pace . With the coup less than
a week dead, republics are quitting the USSR right and
left--one p~ovincial leader said why not , the center has
committed suicide--and with the Conununist party poleaxed,
the issue suddenly is becoming Russia--Yeltsi.n~against
everybody else, a kind of Yugoslavization of the USSR .
What days .
I was interrupted in this yesterday and so today,
too 27th, marks the point we 've been trying to get this
household to all summer. The electrician Michael Curley
unexpe c tedly instantly reappeared y 1day afternoon to
install a new fluorescent fixture over Carol ' s desk aft er
the track lighting simply didn 1 t work out for he:r , and
today Do ug of Einar Johansen ' s outfit came an:l tore the
40- year- old formboards off the f ootings in tre crawlspace,
thus rid~ us of aging dampening wood that had been
attracting the goddamn ant s . Y 1day morning I at last
finisred the r oofwork , by daubing the perimeter of the
skylight fist-thick with tar, an:l today Carol a.r:rl I
installed the s e con:i wall reading lamp i n the renovated
small :room. It has been a ton of work since early JIJ!)3 :
the new wind~~s , corr:ars of the roof repaired and the
eaves painted, the shop cleaned and painted, the winiowF
sil ls painted, new lights in trn study, some furniture
bought , new edging along the rear of the house, same
landscapi ng done, a hell of a lot of caulking, bookshelves winnowed, some files winnCMed and rearranged .
At last, though, we can l ook around this hou s e as it
catches t he light in its interesting ways and see a
great deal of grace .
Nonetheless managed some socializ~ too past two
nights, dinner at Mark and Lou Damborgs 1 (along with trnir
Queen Anne Hill friends Chuck an:l Nancy Bagley) a.n:l last
night with Lin:ia Bierds arrl Sydney Kaplan, to celebrate
their finishing of treir housepainting, at Bella Luna.
Next Mon:lay, Labor Day, we go to Portlarrl. to start ouP
northern California trip and we both seem ready for that
getawayo

16 Sept.--Back at work, with less nummoxing than usual .
Part of this good mood must be the weather, bright and
.fine and no l oad of humidity. There are days here-- this
is the third in a rCM --when you think you ' d be nuts to
live anywhere else . On the other hand, last Thurs . and
Fri . , first full days back from our Calif . trip, were
gray and draggy.
The trip south as far as Chico arrl Davis seems to have
been a clarifying one , which we needed. We 1ve concluded
to try buy a place in Ashland, maybe preferably a l ot;
cast our lot, winterwise, eventually, with somewl'Ere
simply not as rainy as Seattle but without having to be
sunnily perfect .
Luckily this house has seemed pleasant to cone back to
(though we were staggered at the sumptuous yet livable
hous e that Brad and Carol Kni.:Ckerbocker managed to come up
with in Ashland) a.n:i its chores less moontainous than they
were at too start of the summer . Even so , I did sperrl the
equivalent; of a stroq; half a day slopping sealant onto
the r ailB of the gr ape stake fence between us am Lee
Cochrane .
The trip went well enough, though it got off to a veer
at the start when l ~old C there wasn ' t much sense taking
me to a pro~ctive place to live in 100-degreex heat sue h
as Chice arrl Davis were having and took us out to the
southern Oregon coast f or a couple of days instead; and
we got moteled out after 9 nights . But we liked the looks
of Chico, a town with 00100 past and substantiality to it
(in contrast to Paradise, which l ooks like it ' s been
airdropped along a strip road , and Yuba City, which truly
does seem to have every franchise America has been able
to think up ; honest to god, California sometiJIBs seems like
fragirents of different planets) arrl kind of cottoned to
downtam Davis , though we were seeing it without the
swarm of students, am the new hous!-ng we looked at there
was pure Yuppie Potemkin Village. California is ever
interesting , C and I both fond of it even when we ' re often
exasperated CJr appalled. Duly noted this time : mailbax:like receptacles on neighborhood street corIErs for return
of video casettes; the dippy reggae- rap, performed by an
Oriental guy whose only two performing hallmarks were a
constant identical grinding of his hips arrl his chirp of
11Respect1
Respect every time 111 wrnnever so much as one
band clapped in applause of him at Chico State ;

16 §ept . cont .--the timewarp Si.xtiesness , people looking
like the reincarnation of Wavy Gravy. But the agri cultural glory of the Sacrament o VaJ.lfY arrl the rest
of the California breadbasket; a stunning produce
machine, th.at whole country.

17 Sept .--Another first day of the rest of my life .
Just called Lee Goermr to congratulate him on his
new vie e presidency from too Macmillan mahatne.s arrl
he said be 1d been about to call me with the news that
Susan Richman has resigred . Sbe 's handled the
publicity on all 4 of my novels arrl been one of my
favo'rite persons in publishi~ as well , so mile this
is not quite the sea change of Caro l Hill going out
of my book life, it's quite considerable. Lee wants
to talk more about it ; he ' s waiting for phone call
from Th01TBs Pynchon who ' s blurbing a book for him.

18 Sept .--Last night Susan Richman called, wanting to be
the first to let me knew of her leaving, just as she
always wanted to be the earliest to read me a review
of any of my books . I would sometimes fake past the
fact that an editor or somebody had aJready called the
review to me, but I couldn ' t on this , and Susan said
with her little dip of disappointment, 11 0h. I wanted
to tell you . 11 Though she won ' t pinpoint beyorxl saying
she isn ' t quite sure why it didn ' t work out with Bonnie ,
it was Bonnie Ammer 1s JCixB promotion a few months ago
from head of marketing to als o being in charge of the
publicity and art departJrents that brought Susan to
leave after 29 years in the same job; she said the Jast
few months had been 11 rocky11 for her , maintains that while
11 change is hard for me, 11 this is 11 good. 11
Susan is
gr eatly more tightl y wourrl than even I could ever dream
of being, so I may never know wmt exact incident
precipitated oor out of Macmillan. I told her i f it
would help, feel free to fly out an:i sperrl some tiJre
with us . She seems, though, to be professionali~ her
way through this, bas lunch dates lined up through the
errl of October to look for a new job . May she thrive
again.
Midsummer wea ther is back again for Jd day .in a row,

18 Sept . cont . --80ish in the city though it 1 s cooler
than that here . I am unexpectedly a page or$ two ahead
in the resumption of Hear'lit "Earth, and in r~plutely
taking off this afternoon--ignoring blurb- seeking
galleys that are coming in daily, phom ca.11.s to be ma.de ,
chores out of the house-I ma.y have hit on a work rhythm
I want to maintainf penciled it in for Wed . afternoons
ahead until the prano season starts, anywe:y- .

··

25 Sep~. --Back pain, worst in some time , has got my
attention. Began in earnest last weeken1 , likely a
combination of resumed regimen of sitting-in-a-deskchair -and writing and sleeping wrong on it; this is the
version with pain or tightness d<Mn the back of the leg
as the tipped disc pinches the sciatic nerve, so I 've
been doing exercises and hanging by my ha:rrls f:rom the
contraption in the shop . Will give it this week and
next, then try figure the next step. Part of the
problem with this back woe is how goddamned boring it
is , restricting usual exercise and activity and making
m key the day to back care.
Back or no damned back, I have pecked out 4 PP• so
far this wee1f and i f I can get a couple more tomorrow
and Friday I d better consider it good .
27 Sept .--Have persevered,

by exercises, through what
I hope may be the worst of the back pain. By and large
have got the real pain up out of the back of my leg
into the back, though the leg is still weary and a bit
achy.
Awfulness out in the world . In y'day 1 s NY Times was
the memoriam ad that HarperCollins ran for Michael
Dorris ' s adopted son Abel , and this morning I sent
Michael and Louise all the note I think of: 11 0ur
inexpressible regret about Abel . The two of you have
shouldered so much in life already; our concern and
affection is with ~u as you bear this, too . 11 I know
no details and don t want to intrude with a phone call,
but I greatly wonder i f whatever happened to Abel
happened in Kalispell, in the wake of the move to
Montana.

28 Sept . - -Called Carstensen y ' day afternoon, having had
to junk my intention of getting over to see hlm this week,
and though the Elllphysema is eroding what he ' s physically
capable of (which he seems to fully knCM) he ' s still full
of mordant anecdotes. I don 1 t think anybody ever got
around to taping an oral history of Vernon, so I 1d better
set dawn at least a few of y 1day 1s Carstensian stories :
--Some mention of the high price of academic 'tx>oks made
me tell him I 1d just ordered vol. 2 of Dictionary of
.American Regional English, and that reminded him of a
legalistic coup of (in Vernon ' s view, anywey) dubious
pride by his lawyer son Fred. Fred was in on the defense
of the tobacco compaey sued by a woman who clailood she ' d
never known that cigarettes could be so dmnaging to oor .
Turning to DARE, Fred looked up II coffin nail" am ci tad
its century- old (1888 , actually) usage. and , Vernon says,
quite dazzled his tob'aeco corporate paymasters and others
of t he legal team by learnedly citing the state- by-state
common usage of 11 coi'fin nail11 - -which is right there in
plain si§ht in DARE •s computerized map of the usage (on
P • 717) •
--Vernon wanted to kna-1 i f I see the NY Review of Books
and when I said no, he launched :brlrJJ with relish into the
c. Vann Woodward episode he ' s been watching in those pages
In his review of D•Souza ' s book, c. Vann said sonathing
lika - -and here Vernon comments that c. Vann must have bad
his hearing aid turned off to the souni of his am pros a-providing minorities a place in the academic world is
nothing new, Duke had led the parade in hiring John Hope
Franklin to teach black histoxy . Vernon says in a couple
of weeks, the cascade of letters hit NYRB, most pertinently inc1J;l'.iing one from John Hope Fra.npn pointing out that
he had not been hired to teach "black history and citing
soma examples from his Duke days that his professional life
there was not free of racial prejudice . c. Varm at the
end of the letters wrote that his old friend John Hope
must have got up on the wrong side of the bed that morning:
but Carstensen says Franklin has told him of considerable
snottiness he got, starting as far back as his graduate
days at Harvard . I think Franklin 1s ~ dissertation may
have been on an antebellum white family, but whatever it
was , according to Vernon he first had to wilthstand his

28 Sept. cont .--Harvard advisor's suggestion that maybe
he'd better write about somebody like Booker T. Washington
instead. And Carstensen relays two Samuel Eliot Morison
episodes . The first, when Franklin as a student .first
met Morison and M. looked him up an:i dcwn and told him
his , Morison 1a, people had a l:ways been against slavery .
Remembering my own old term paper on Morison and
Commager •s elite Easte:rn sneering at Faulkner in edi ti.on
after edition of their textbook, I like the other Franklin
episode even better . One of those Morison-Commager
editions blundered on into the civil rights era with a
line still 1n it sOioothing like, apropos of Reconstruction.
11 Sambo had been pacified by••• 11
When the crap at last
began 11 to come down on Morison about that , he sent for
Franklin-- in Vernon ' s version, actually sent a limousine,
maybe soIT113time when Franklin was visiting Cambridge - -and
brought him to his house and presented b:iln with a piece
of paper he wanted John Hope to sign, to the ef.fect that
11
nothing prejudicial had been intended by the old 11 Sambo
remark and no offense taken . John Hope told Carstensen:
"I did not sign it . 11

1 Oct . --Back at the Heart Earth ms , after last week of
either doing speeches or getting t hem ready. All went
well, though as ever I found the speechwork an exasperating amount of effort, given the time consumed in rehearsal::
as well as writirg . Anyvtay, Wednesday llaS the first
public reading from Heart Earth, to 550 employees of the
King County Library System, arrl I pretty well nailed th.at
performance, getting a big second round of applause as I
tried to sneak out of the room after I was done . Lovely
weather that day at Seattle Center, bright and just crisp
enough to be comfortable in my light summer blazer; the
weather in fact for the past 3 weeks or so, until i t began
to fray a bit on Saturday afternoon, has been a remarkable
Indian summer, day after day of sunshine an:i 65-7b degrees .
The more involved speaking of last week was in Bellingham
at the Book Fair there Friday night . No money to speak of,
but I did it as a favor to Chuck Robinson at Vill age Books ,
and I suppose did myself some ~ od in terrl.ing the
constituency, some 250 people turning out to hear nzyHouse of Sky speech . Arrl I gu ess not so incidental.J.y,

7 Oct . cont .--we sold the first - ever paperbacks of Mariah
Montana, shipped specially from the warehouse for the
event. Did a pretty fair amount of books after my talk-to my indignation, they pronto ran out of Sky the next
morning at the official booksigning shindig • C and I
were put up at DeCann House bed- am-breakfast , nicely
run, though as usual at ~b ' s I was bed-weary and half starved by the 8 o'clock breakfast time. Had a little
time before my 10 : 30- 12 signing slot Sat . morn--which
didn 1 t produce much in the way of selling books anyway-so we went down to the Bellingham marina. to G dock where
the "Rascal Fair" is moored , a 49- foot sailboat (owned
by local people who asked me if they could name it after
my book) of beautiful lines and detail. I'm a little
appalled that people sometimes--hell, maybe most titres -figure it's my boat, but I 'm also a little amused that
this is clearly the easiest way to "own" a boat, never
have anything to do with the dann thing .
12 Oct .--A Saturday at home , with one of Einar Johansen's
carpenters coming to weatherize the shop door, and so
sone time to catch up a bit in the diary. The main note
is that as of Thursday, the 10th, I hit a point with the
Heart Earth ms an:i the conditions of my desks where I
felt I simply had to stop arrl spend time reorganizing,
and it turm out to have been the be~ of the
spacewalking for this book-- the point at which I can
write anywhere in the book, make things happen wherever
they wantm to in the ms, instead of grirrli~ out pp . of
rough draft quota . Some good details began to emerge
from my go- through of file cards etc ., and some worrlerful
sentences that 111 get inserted as I work onward new .
Heart Earth doesn ' t quite ;yet have that magical feel of
a book instead of a manuscript, but it is getti~ there.
Extraordinary national day yesterday, the televised
Judiciary Conuni ttee h3 arings of Anita Hill testifying
against Clarence Thomas . I went over to see Carstensen
in too afternoon who ' d been watching the hearings (I
determinedly hadn 1 t been~ needing to keep the Heart F.arth
mooo of progress fl01ving J and he said he thoughtD Hill
had cooked Thomas ' s goose , in the lurid details arrl
effectiveness of her testimony. That ' s about the best

12 Oct. cont . - - to be hoped for , that this will provide
a way for enough senators to vote against Thomas; what
a cynical maneuver the Thomas nomination was by Bush .
The good news for the world lately had only a day or
~no of play, as other stuff stuttered into the news ; the
stepping - down from tactical nuclear weapons and at last
the grounding of those everflying nuclear-armed goddamned
B- 52s . It bas taken the collapse oft he USSR and the
specter of nationalist- amok republics glomming onto
tactical nukes to bring this about, but whatever it took
is worth the lessening of nuclear wal:' by accident .
On our home£ront , I don ' t see that I ' ve noted in here
the confirming news from HBJ that they inteni to re - issl.B
This House of Sky in har dback, by ani large along the
line of the terms I suggested (primarily, a continuation
of the 15% royalty rate) . Likely this won ' t produce any
big numbers , either in print run or ultimate royalties,
but it's pretty much free money, whatever does cone .
Went to Tony and Lee ' s la.st night for supper, along
with Bill and Marty Holm. Pleasant fairly quiet evening,
Tony :.ta:lk taking a few instant - camera shots of us which
showed us all looking sprawled and relaxed; Tony himself
was more at ease than I've seen him in a lo~ time, his
life at last settling down . Bill Holm is om of n:w
hel:'oes , incredible scholar and artist of coastal tiibal
art . I gather Bill is probably about 67, his family
having come here from Rowrlup , Montana, in 1937, and he
looks a little like a reallywell preserved cowboy, short,
just a l!lint of a belly; and a trim mustache, small white
variety. His hair , though, is Carl Sandburgian, a
square- cut white thatch, an:i Bill ' s face and :Wu •max hams
appropriatel y enough look carved, weathered into what
they 've become . Bill is I think about 5 15 11 , but I noticed
his hands are bigger and squarer than my own fairl y big
square oms; his thumbs and fingers are about half again
bigger in diameter than mine . All kirrls of tidy strength
in that wiry little ~ guy who by the force of his
mind and gameness to perform the art that so many people
would simply study has made hims elf into the cosmic
expert . Bill still writes so many scholarly papers that
it cuts the time he ' d like to spend painting, so I asked
h:im what his typical day is like . Told ma , well, for

12 Oct. cont . --instance, a1l he 1d got done y ' day was to
work on his paper for the American MusetUn of Natural
History coastal art sh™ he am Marty are going to in NYC
next week ; tl'Bn he thought for a half- moment arrl added,
oh yeah, he had gone to the airport to pick up a caribou
skin somebody had sent him . And the d~ before, somebody
had sent him some gm mountain goat horns etc . to practice
on for a horn spoon carving workshop he ' s going to do in
Alaska . Bill seems to me a renarkable l::xmus, soneom who
couldn ' t necessarily be expected to exist, in coastal
Indian art - -so profound a scholar/artisan he's beai able
to teach tribal members the a r t they ' d lost .
On the fiscal front , the stock market keeps wallowing
so much that Carol pulled $100, 000 of her pension money
out and in to the TIAA bond fund . And I had the eyebr owraisi ng experience of seeing my Wells Fargo SEP/IRA
holding of 400 shares of Nordstrom drop $3400 in one dew- the stock fell 8~ points (since has r egained allYlost half
that) . Really should quit ,mix~ playing aroun::l with
Nordstrom stock, volatile as hell; over the years we ' ve
made money on it a couple of times , took a loss on some
last year , nCYtl this . The other financial move of our
week was to buy a $10, 000 7-yr T- note , at abt 7 . 2%; I 'm
not real keen on tying up money that long, but shorterterm rates are so mise r able that we figure we nay as well
do the best we c an, maybe in even fairly small denominations of T-notes , for the t ime being .
16 Oct .--Rain on the roof , the first such sound since
before Labor Day. The long languid spell of weather
continued into last night; it was springlike men we
came home f r om Jim Welch 1s reading at Elliott Bay; then
sometime after midnight the wind started roaring . These
very first splatters of rain, at 10 until 7 this morn,
may in fact not amount to much, even as C and I hope
that if it 1s going to be cloudy it ' ll provide a good
soaking rain .

22 Oct . --Coping, coping . Phil Cook is here world..ng on our
electrical system, installing the inverter and batteries
we ' re r igging up to hanile pcwer outages. Amid :i..t came
Janet Kraybill 1s call with tre travel logistics of my
Penguin Mariah tour , and Merrill Burli~ame from Bozeman
abt a XB history question I ' d asked him. Now it ' s about 3
p .m. and off I go for a haircut .

Nov . 4--In an act of self - rescue I wasn ' t sure I was
capable of this far into a long and dogged year, Friday
I put together virtually all of a 4,CXJO+ word introduction
for the hardback re-issue of Sky. Felt I simply had to
get it done, even though it •s not due until into tra new
year , because one more element has been dealt into the
schedule with DeWitt Daggett 1s landing of the audio cassette
rights to A River Runs Through It . Ii' DeWitt doe sn't come
dcnm with economic panjandrurrs as he figures out a royalty
for me for being the audio reader--ne marnged to get
exclusive rights to the book, which meant he had to bid
against New York audio outfits for it- -we want to do the
recording in December and be ready to l aunch the cassette
just before Redford ' s movie version comes out mxt fall .
Why Redford hadn 't snapped up the audio rights arrl done
a cassette himself, I will never figure out . Maybe i t•s
just chickenfeed to him .
Cork Smith of HBJ called last Tues . or so with further
confirmation of ~ ' s rebirth, rea.J.:cy- to takB my 8Uggestion
that it be issued next fall, putatively as 15th anniversary of my finishing tte ms1. instead of waiting for m
' 9'3 •s annvsry of publication. !"leanwhile the autunm
royalties for Sky (and WBroo) came and trey •re up aoout a
third over last year , $30!)0 total . There's probably not a
lot of dough awaiting in this Sky re- issoo, and I •m
chancing some haxtlback returns subsuming the p 1 back
royalties that •ve been so steady, but this seems so much
worth a try •••
Back in ostensible reality, Heart Earth, I 'm vamp~
arourrl in the second chapter, trying to have the first 2
chs . in rewritten, pretty-damn- clos e -to- finality version
by the end of this year . May not quite make it on ch . 2
as there 're a few gaps to be filled from scratch, but
shouldn' t be far from done . C has read ch . 1, which I
finished rewriting on I guess the week before last, anyway
before the Bozeman trip , and thinks it's beginning to
soun::l booklike .
I ma.de basic Bozeman notes in pen while we were awaiting
the Saturday booksigni.ng ; I think what it came dam t.o
1
was that the audience liked t he evident care I d takm in
p reparing what I said and the Jeffersonian twist to it, and

Nov. 4--Mike seemed happy to have me on han:i. (not to mentior.
relieved he got out of too day without demonstrators doing
something major to the governor , who in Mike 1s estimation
is 11 a vindictive sonofabitch" J. . It actmlly was one of my
phrases that I figured was pretty good but didn ' t know it
was that good that carried the day: the place broke up in
applause wten I said Montana has bad enoogh nerve to put a
guy who writes books actually in charge of something.
That night instead of the hoopla of the dinner dance we
sneaked off on our am and had dinner with Bill Lang and
Marianne Keddi~ton; trey seem happy in their new marriage,
hurrah for them. Then the booksigning at the Country
Bookshelf went exceedingly well. Mary Clearman Bl.aw arrl I
co- starred and while we st~d busy enough that we didn' t
get a chance to visit very muc~, she seemed in good spirits
am remar.ked that she was gla:i of this chance to be together
as she ' s always considered me a kind of peer (that is, in
tte having gram up in the same -way, having a lot of the
same internal habits, sense) . I said yeah, maybe like
relatives of the best sort, not actually related. Two
. notable moments from our bookbu;ye rs . Three wOOBn an:i a
Id.ct came up t o Mary ' s side of the table , the you~est
woman-late 30ish- asked Mary i f she knew her . Mary shook
her head, tten recognized tile boy, who 1d been a pleymate of
her daughter Rachel; these were Mary ' s nextdoor neighbors
from Havre when Mary 's marriage was ~ ing hideous. Mary
straightforwardly told the main woman that she ' d recognize
the final cmpter of her oo ok, t ten Mary asked the woman
ha-1 she was doing . She answered wt th the anthem of women
in those marriages: 11 Just trying to hold it together • 11
As for my emblematic customer, it was a thin blonde woman
in oo r late twenties who as ked i f I bad r eally gra-m up
on a sheep ranch . I said sure, and she said been do~
some herding herself , which I didn 1 t take seriously UIIti 1
she added, at Siebens 1 - -the biggest sheep outfit left in
Montana . Asked me if I knew tbat lambs ru::M were numbered
with spray paint instead of the old dip- brands and I
laugood am admitted I sure didn ' t . She then told me
1
she 1d been put in charge of the burn lambs at Siebens last
spr~, and as she was reading Ride With Me •• •while she
herded, she decided that instead of numbering a certain
lamb she ' d name her "Mariah Montari.a 11 and spraypainted her up

Nov . 4 cont .--accordingly. Came shipping time this f'all ,
her husband an:l another ham were r~ the cutting chute
and looked down an:i saw "Mariah Montana11 coming--arrl cut
1
her back, didn t have the heart to send her to slaughter .
Nov . S- Y1day a.rrl tcrl ay I seem to be goi~ into a kind of
hibernation, sto~ up ~or the Mariah publicity season
that begins with a plane to San Francisco next Momay. I
did some s emi-decent work on Heart Ee.rth the first couple
of days of this week '(there ' s a desert scene or two in
ch. 2 I haven 1 t faced yet, an:l maybe will have to inDnerse
myself into file cards before I can face it) arrl on Wed .
hammered out the intr o for Ruth Kirk arxi Jerry FrankJi.n 1 s
book on the ecological web of the OlJmPic rain for est , but
y ' da.y I paid attention to my body and spent some time
nopped on the sofa and some other time reading . Even so,
a day "off" incl.med the arrival of DeWitt 1 s contract offer
on my doing the taping of A River Runs Throog h It am tey
riposte letter, an:l the arrival too of my plane tickets
for th:J Mariah cros scountry trip .
Last night, a t1.rre on the town with Linda Bier ds and
Sydney Kaplan and Lin:la 1 s editor at Holt, Marian Wood .
First time I 1d met Marian, though our correspon:lence goes
back a considerable way, I guess initially about smoo blurb
request from her an:i then most famcusly to my lobbing
Linda ' s "The Stillness, The Danci ng 11 poems thr oog h the
transom to hero Marian is very bright , talky, arrl has
a wonderfully prismatic sense of humor. An::i she nicely
works her craft . On tha. t ostensibl y social evening, she
slid in a question as 'to who was my agent , and when we got
home , Carol said There ' s an editor who wants you ; 1010"..i how
I can tell? she kept making nice ~o me (i. e ., Caro l ) . She
added a couple of chapters I hadn t mown in our epic of
gett ing-Lirrla-published- at-Holt . Said wbln the packet of
poems and my cover letter s howed up, she was going to write
I
me and say sorry, me just doesn t handle poetry, but to
stay on my good side she figured she had to look at the
poems enough to sound knowledgable (which I had counted
on) . She read them in bed t~t night and after about an
hour said to he r self , oh shit, I have to publish these!
Just to make sure she asked Jack Macrae, then the Holt

Nov. 8 cont . -editor- in-chief, to look them over. The
day after that, she was sitting next to Jack in some
meet~ a.rrl he began scribbling to her, 11What1 I think
about the Bierds' poems is •• •", then stopped and crossed
that out and started over, "They seem to be to be just
really ••• " then crossed that out an:l just wrote, 11 I
think I 'm in love with Lima B:i.erds . 11 Onward it went
from there toward sales oonference time, the first sin::e
Bruno Quinson moved from Macmillan to become publisher
at Holt, ani Marian didn 1 t kn<M him and bad a very tiey
compleroont of books to sha1 for herself --one took that
was a dud and one a nonentity and l1TH8 Stillness, The
Dancing•" Bruno got her aside, Marian understan:lably
apprehensive ; thm be told her "Stillness" was the best
book on the whole Holt list. Marian cJJdms she didn ' t
even know t lB topper she was put ting on that . At the
sales conferen ce she described how Linda ' s poems had
care to her , without specifically naming me, and Brwio
later asked her who the transmitting author had been.
When she told him me , Bruno lit up fran bis affection
for Dancing at the Rascal Fair his last year at 1'1acmillan.
At Macmillan this week, the major earthquake has been
Robert Maxwell ' s death, in w~tever happened on that
yacht. There 1 s no telling what will happen in that
financial anpire, but as far as Heart Earth is concerned
I don't feel too badly off, with half the advance banked
and the manuscript still in my han:is for the next 14
months . We ' ll see, not only at Macmillan tut in the
larger account book of too world. The U.s. recession is
getti~ uglier , ard while C arrl I feel we're doing
phenomenally well financially, it's hard to know what
is safe to do with money.

Nov . 14 cont . --he was a graduate student, I asked him i f
he was working on some kind of labor history project at
Cal.
He said no, he's a longshoreman in San Francisco,
11
just wor king on living and dying • 11
Also in the cra-td at the reading were two g uys in the
front r<JJ, one we~ing cowboy boots and one ruggedly
goodlooking, ani
figured them for simply a Bay Area
gay pair . I did wonier a bit further when the rugged one
closed his eyes throughout my reading and looked like he
was zonked out . But came the question p:iricxi arrl he
snapped right up and had a good question, as did the
CCMboy- booter . Later in the signing line, they int reduced
themselves as Jerry an1 (I think) Tom Hellman and said
their father was a Butte guy who was jailed in the 1950's
under the Smith Act for being a communist--his name was
John Hellman, an:i the sons either said he was the last
person in the us, or in Montana., to be jailed for being
a c ommuni.s t.
Carol handled an immense number of chores while I was 1
gone--including returning the microwave oven; we ju.st don t
seem to be ti1e••"mw micro- ing type, kept trying to firrl
. anything the damned thing would do better than the w:q
we already do- -ani founi time to have supper with Lirrla
Sullivan and walk around Green Late afterward .
Last night, though I was a little worn from the cattle- car
flight haoo from San Francisco, we went to Linda B:i.erds '
reading of Heart an:i Perimeter at Elliott Bay, and she was
really terrific . I don ' t think she st\llllbled over a sirgle
word in all those intricate poems, arrl she's reading nCM
with won:i erful co nf'idence an:i verve ; she ahrays was a good
reader, but :.tit na·1 she 1s getting splendid .

Nov. 27 --The morning afte:r Elliott Bay, the morning
before Thanksgiving: celebrations abourrl • Last night's
reading at Elliott Bay- bookstore went worrl erfully, -the
audience of 245 (the maximwn 175 paid attendance an:i
another 70 in the cafe) resporrlil'€ well to the first BB
scene in Mariah a.n1, as Carol said, rapt when I-the-n-~a~_!rom the Heart Earth _Jl!.anuscri_pt. Arrl in ~be_ questio1
session I was apc::i:JDoaomt loose and quick, at home in the
El- Bay- s-m•rotmdi-ngs-arrl - ami-d- so- -m any- of the Montana
di ~poz:_a in the aud~ence . My- God, I wa2 even asked hCM
the US economy is doing , and managed to describe the

Nov . 27 cont .--slow~-down sensation of the country I
thought I noticed worsening day by day as I traveled
the East last week and concluded, re jobs an:i income
risk, with C •s 1st law of wingwal~: don 1t let go of
anything until you've got hold of something else.
Before the read~ we had dinner w/ Mark & Lou Damborg
at Il Tiratzi Carmi a b~ck south of El Bay, and while
we all liked the look of the place, C and Mark ' s food
wasn't as good as it should have been (the place is
pricey), Mark thought the wim was a bit off- -so much
for one more try at solving woore to eat in the El Bay
vicinity.
Y' day morning I taped an interview on country- arrlwestern KMPS which will air some Swxiay in Dec . Homework paid off, in that I ' d sent the inter viewer, Don
Riggs , pages from the trilogy whe>:"e I ' d made up songs,
leadi ng up to the c..&-w group The Roadld.11 Angels in
Mariah . Riggs , a W. C. Fields- nosed caricature of an
Irish uncle, ma.de no pretense in the interview of having
read the oook- 11 What •s it about?" he honestlyasked--and
so the c-&-w music angle gave him something to lead
tCMard . Talk about chainsaw professionalism : I was about
5 min. early for my scheduled 9 :30- 10 slot, intmding to
go to the bathroom before sitting d<Mn with Riggs ; but
no , the receptionist instantly called him and here he
came , l ed me to a studio, fired up the equipment,
questioned me off the top of his head and gave his
trademark infectious chuckling for spice, and by the
time he 1d smoothied his way into the sign- off of the
interview, too nonstop session was within a hairsbr eadth
of an exact 6 minutes , as allotted in airtine . I was
on nw wa:y out of tre building by 9 :37 .
Also since the last diary entry- my lord, this is a
busy time--was a surprisingly decent signing at the
4th & Pike Waldenbooks and a very pr oductive one at the
NCTE conference . Dan Lundy, the academic marketing
di rector at Penguin, met me in the registration area of
the Seattle convention center and said I ha:l a crCJ1>1d
waiting . Oh, sur e, I said, thinking he was kidding . No ,
ha said , there ' re 20 o r so people on lim . And so there
were , and a good number after them, of teachers t~
the chance to buy Mariah for half- price . Before long

Nov . 27 cont.--Craig Lesley caine by, on han:i for his
Dell anthology Talking Leaves, ard pretty quick here
came Sha~m Wong, whose anthology The Great Aieee has
been published by Penguin. I told them I felt culturally
deprived, not being an anthology editor. Then here caine
Jack Prelutsky, the very funny children 1 s lx> ok writer .
So, both Walden's arrl NCTE, which I anticipated were
going to be grim chores, were gocxl .
Dec. 6--I wish the past week hadn 1 t got away from ne,
diarywise, but it did . Miraculouszy, I did get Tues .
an:i Wed. in on tha Heart Earth ms doing bits of
rewrite in the opening chapter . .f3ut otherwise the weak
has gone to general busymss : recuperat:i. ng a bit on
Monday after the strenuous Portlarrl schedule (including
a drive home that turned hideous an hour north of
Portland on Sun:tay night , when an accident ahead slowed
traffic to one long dangerous accordion traveli.r.g 5-15
mph for about an hour} in heavy rmriJq rain) , go~
through A River Runs through I t to p~ncil in the rhythms
and emphases for the audi o readi~ I 11 do of it next
week, beginning to total the year ' s finances for my
pension plan report . Amid it all, quite a qllBl'ltity of
diplomacy with Olson Furniture to get our Augustordered an:i premised- by- Thanksgiving sleeper couch
delivered; I at last cajoled them into putti~ itm onto
tre truck when it was delivering to Whidbey Isl.am and
dropping it off with us on the return, yesterday-Thurs -afternoon, capping off probably six phone calls to
6lsons since Monday. Tbe sleeper ccmpletes the little
bay-wimOW' room at the back of the house , which now looks
very spiffy indeed, a real gain for this house this year .
Also, I surprised myself yesterday by cobbling togebber
our Christmas letter, featuring Brian Basset's 11Adam11
comic strip in which tlE baby' s springy toy gcas "doig
doig do~g" while sproinging and Employing Happy Holidays
in a typeface I scissored out of the fashion section of
the first NY T!mes Magazine I came to in the pile; Carol
similarly this morning zipped through her 102 course
syllabus for next quarter- -we evidently can go like hell
when we have to.

Dec . 6 cont. -I 1m just back from the penultimate 't:x>oksigning for the Mariah paperback, at the U Book Store,
arrl it went well enough, a lim for 20 or oo minutes ,
then sporadic people , arrl neanwhile I signed up a ton
of books for the aw;,. store 1s sped.al table of auto graphed books . Had a ·txmus bit of auld UW lang syne
when Andy Johnson, nOI~ a govt documai. ts librarian who
was in the NW Collection when I began on Sky an:i Winter
Bros, was chatting with me and I asked, isn ' t that
Georgia Kloostra over there? It was in:ieed Georgia,
th3 grandly generous newspaper librarian who d~ stuff
out f or me am turned ne loose in whatever holrlings she
had , back in that same era as Andy. Tomorrow , I will
Cross the Bridge--always spoken that way in the environs
of Lee Soper at the U Book Store, since Lee once tolrl
me in his most ambassadorial tone, "Tom Wolfe wculdn 1t
Cross the Bridge"--to the Bellevue branch of the U Book
Store , where I usually outsell the U District store .
Airl that 1 s it, for the 1 91 bookstore toor •
Portland : went better than I dreamed it could. Looking
Glass as ever was only middling , but I think they do
sell-through the signed books I leave, and Powell 'SJ was
a stror:g signing! the Powell ' s in Beaverton I think even
better (about a 4.5-minute constant line, many people
buying too whole trilogy), an:l busy again this year at
the Oregon Historical Society cattle call, I 'm pretty
sur e over a hundred l:x> oks oo ld. Along the wq Caro 1 atrl
I swanked it up in the Heathmm, had dinner there with
Craig Lesley am Kathy Stavrakis - Kathy gave me an
innnens e compliment when s be reported that Craig read
through the Rascal F!ir blizzard scene I 1d sent them for
their western anthology, didn ' t sa;y anything for a momen~
then said, "The sonofabi tch can sure write" - and then
lunch before the OHS shindig with Bill ani Dorothy
Stafford. Thank mavens they took the initiative am
called the hotel for us , as we hadn ' t managed to line up
anything with them and would have been sheepish about
trying it at the la.st minute that way. But Bill and
Dorothy are perky as the devil-dual devils, ~ctually,
i n th3ir cute but with- it personas --which greatly gladdered C arrl ne , as xa there 1d been a two-year interval
since we last saw tl'Bm and as best we can figure Bill
must be in his upper 70 ' s" Anyway, they were butblillg

Dec . 6 cont .--with being just back from Poland, where
the USIA had toured them fC1C' Bill to do readings etc.
They had a glorious time , and are off to a Miami gig
soon, and so on. Bill always likes to talk a little
writing business with n:e, so he asked who I oould recommend to read. I told him Ismail Kadare, particularly
Chronicle in Stone, which was new to him, arrl The All of
It, which he didn't know abru.t either, and he in turn
tooted Primo Levi to me, whom I should indeed read more
o.f-particularly Tm Periodic Tables as Bill specified.
Then Dorothy airl Carol went off to our b room--it turned
out tl'ey spent much of the OHS shindig going aroorrl
together, Dorothy evidently getting a lei.ck out of Carol
arrl regaling her with tl'e inside skinny on sun:iry people
present, including a refreshing lambast1Q5 of Tom Vaughn
after we 1d heard every possible (and probably mutually
deserved) 1ambasting of :iokm Tranposch as his Md. dud
successor at the OHS- and Bill and I sauntered over to
start signing books . A1o~ the wa::r Bill. told me a
nifty anecdote he 1d heard from an inkeeper he knc:Ms on
the Oregon coast, of a Kansas woman guest who ' d come to
see the ocean for the first time, went and had a look,
came back an:i told the inn man she wouldn ' t be needing
the room any more --" It ' s (the ocean) not as big as I
thought it'd be . " Quite a Stafford.ian moment as we were
at lunch in the Heathman, too, when a young man ramed
Tod came over and shyly but bravely asked ii' kx he was
Bill Stafford, he ' d seen him in a video . Then Bill
intrcxi uced me and the student blinmd and saicht he 'd
done a paper on me . I believe Bnl rightly gets a lot
of this 1.. as the time he told d us of when he was in
Cannon ~ach wren a yo~ waiter led him back to naet
his dis hwashing girlfriend and said simply, "He wrote
tAsk Me . ·•11 Aye, Bill. What the river says, that is
what I say.

9 Dac .--I hadn ' t interrled this propinquity, but apropos
of the above line, this morning I begin theDaudio reading of A River Runs ~hrough It. 7 :25 DCM, eWitt likely
on his way .from the Eamoms motel. It's also the morn~ after Russia , Ukraine and Byelorussia shattered what
was left of the USSR, arrl we 'll see if the tanks roll

9 Dec. cont .~this week as DeWitt KJ!llt and I tackle River .
Also an extensive account in tle NY Times this mom of
Maxwell's diddling every account he coold get his hands
on k in his last weeks, which points more ard more '00
the probable sell-off of Macmil lan. Fractured times .
13 Dec. --Friday the 13th notwithstanding, tcxiay DeWitt
and I nailed the finale of A River RWlS through It . We
shall see if this reading is something I 1m rem€1llbered
for . Certainly the majority of it isn't a virtuoso
performance, but DeWitt and I both were bustir:g our gutsindeed sometines trying altogether too hard--to do credit
to Norman's beautiful piece of work, aJ'rl there are parts
of it--the confrontation between Norman and Jessie and
to my surprise, some of the fishing ins~tructi.on parts-that I gave what I hope are distinctive Montana rhythm
an:i emotion. Then there was this moming•s run of aces .
Yesterday, Norman 1s tricky paean to Paul catching his
final fish, full of electrical metaphors an:l pro babl.y
Browning- like oblique rhythms , gave me a hell of a time .
The hour befor e DeWitt showed up this morning at 8, I
went over that section arx3. the book ' s finale , to ta~
8 or 10 pages, r~arld.nfi emphases and word units and
found that the rhythms eWitt had wanted from me were
still in my rnad o So when we started recordiqs about
8 :15 at the nice little studio loaned to us at Shoreline
College (after unpromising omens--a guy driving out of
Shoreline in the wrong lane just a.s I was turning in,
and having to search aroond the Shoreline library to find
an unlocl<ad door), I idJdi hit what felt like a comfor t able stride, am c oulrl tell by DeWitt' s lack of inter r uption am coaching that this felt like a good take to
him to'\, We just kept going am at the end , DeWitt took
off his earphones , bl inked twice at me and said, "Wow 111
I sprawled ac roes the recording table toward h:im, the
entire upper half of me probably oozing in-00 1iiji grin,
and said, 11 Hav about that?" With another quick,,tense
break or two, tryi.~ to stay keyed up, we swept back to
the opening of the book and re-did the first 22 pages
in to have it in the same 11 on" voice I ' d had at the
end of the lx>ok. DeWitt was obviously rappy aid
relieved, though I felt the sessions all week were

13 Dec. cont . -pretty good and sonetiloos quite fine .

But after we finislEd up today and came heme.here for
lunch, I founi out wh~ he was particularly relieved, and
for that matter why I d half-sensed a pickiness, an
almost overexertion, on his part this time that I hadn't
remembered from our other two cassette projects . Put
simply, Robert Redford . Ten days or so ago , I guess
pulling his head out of the movie- ing of River or chitchatting with John Maclean or sol!J3thing, Redford heard of
the recording project azxi noti£ied DeWitt he'd be
interested in bei~ the reader . As DeWitt says, the
commercial implications were big enough that he hal to
consider Red.ford, although I sure as hell would've been
terminal~ pissed off at DeWitt i£ he ' d ma:ie that choice
after he arrl I hari reacted an agreenent am I'd wedged
time out of my schedule for this stint of recording . It
turns out that my ruthless scheduling turned the tables
my way. Redford, overbooked on projects as ever, couldn't
do the recording any tine soon, am DeWitt accordingly
decided to go with what he calls the literary aspect and
the integrity of River aIXi stuck with me. I truly missed
one of the great lines of my life after DeWitt 'fessed up
to this. When we ' d hit the part of River where Norman
Jllll:tJD~ ci tea what his father was reading in Greek
in the New Testament, DeWitt had pulled da-tn his headphoms with an uh-oh look and said, 11We ' ve got a J!iEu:
problem, hoo 's your Greek? 11 I raised an eyebrow at him
and, primed by Greek ' s similarity to the Russian
alphabet I kn.CM, said, 11 Lambda-omicron- gamma-omicronsigma, logos, good enough?" Out of which I shoulrl have
told him, "Goddamn Redford wouldn ' t 've read Greek for yru • 1
That little near-sideswi~e from celebritydom aside,
it was good to work with De itt again and I learned considerable from him in this circumstance of reading somebcrl y 1s stuff besides my own . Such as, tte technique of
arcing some sentences instead of word- by-word rhytbming
through them, an:l somEMhat similarl y, brightening the ems
of sentences with up-emphases where my normal inclination
might be to declaim down . Norman 's final phrase in the
next-to-tW3-1ast graf, for instance, I did as 11 and the hope
that a frsb will ~ e" instead of the more solemn 11 and
the hope that a fish will r.i.~." If this recordi~ has

-

13 Dec . cont. --any merit it's probably the blend of
De~'itt and me.; the reading undoubtedly gains by not being
as 11 perfarmed as I 1d tend to do, as I'm used to in bookstore readings, but neither can it be "simply read" to
the extent DeWitt often advises; the socko session this
morning I ' m sure will reflect a vocal emotion by me, a
kind of loving concern for Norma.n's story and its
characters, that is what makes it reallywork.

18 Deo . --This must be the Doig version of ti.ire off,
tinkering as I did yesterday by, as I ttold Carol,
curating her--trans.ferring a couple of boxfulls of her
childhood pies an:l rrenorabilia into acid-proof boxes, to
make space in the inner room for more book storage. She
kidded in turn that inasmuch as I now knCM more about her
past than she does, how does it look? Told her it looked
pretty good, she seems to have been active , happyf also
there's wonderful evidence of her ability to focus, as in
her WWII collection of autographs arrl military trinkets .
Wanted to put <loon here soma further info about the
River audio project. For future reference, it seems to
me that three through-lines of performance are involved
in a good reading : timbre, pace, and speed . Pace I take
to mean the rhythm am emphases that can be brought out
of the writing , 1d1,Jaa m11J:UIDDf as well as the larger
section-by-section variations so that every part of the
book doesn't sound like every other part, while speed is
the rate of the speaking voice, the modulation of quicker
or slower. Also wanted to note my phone call on Dec . 7
to Norman Maclean's old fishing buddy, the fly- tier
mentioned in the book, George Croonenberghs . In marking
up my reading "script" of the book before DeWitt came to
do the recording rurl in thinld.ng ahead to possible
interviews etc . , I got curious about the actual fate of
Paul Maclean, remembering that I'd heard he actlBlly was
killed in Chicago instead of Montana. etc. I called Bill
Kittredge, to draw on what he 1d heard wren he an:i Annick
were thick with Norman during their River script-writing
try, am he said Norman had indeed told them Paul 1s death
was in Chicago , but Bill thought it 1d been soma ti.me after
the setting of the story, mybe even in the •5o•s; he
thought t o o that Norman had gotten Paul some kind of a job,
maybe in public relations at the u . of Chicago, and then

18 Dec . cont . --not had too much to do with him . More t.o
the point than my call to Bill, though, I remembered I'd
glancingly met George Croonm bergha , probably at the
Welches ' big party a night of the Wbo Owns the West
conference in May 179 (whidl was where C an:i I met Norman) ,
a.rrl so I dialed Missoula infcrmation for any Croonen bergha
listing, figuring I 1d at least gain the proper pronunciation of the name for the River reading, and to my surprise
the listing still was for George , not any later generatton.
His wife Jean answered the phone, said she 1d get him, arrl
in a few minutes George himself , who I figure must be well
into his Bo 1 s, caJllB on tbe line sounding fresh and no more
than 60ish. I took it as a wonderful omen, too, tba. t he ' d
come to the phom fran tyiJlS flies . He confirmed that
Paul had been 11 beat to death" in Chicago but that it
actually was in the spring of 138 as Noman has it in the
story- George remembered it being springtime when his
father told him about Paul 1s death, arrl when George
coulrln ' t cona up with the actual obituary of Paul he
thought he had , he went out to the Missoula cemetery airl
called back (C took tte call later that day) with the
dates off the Maclean gravestones: Paul Davidson Maclean
1903-1938, the parents John Norman Maclean 1862- 1941 and
Clara Davidson Maclean 1873-1952, an:l then t he info about
Norman, wh ether fran the stone or not I don •t know--born
Clarinda, Iowa, Dec. 23 , 1902, d . Aug . 2, 1990. George
related that his father had bought the old i::arish 11 manse 11
of the Macleans , at correr of Pim and Stevens (I think he
said Stevens now is Ryman St) and # imately had Missoula •s
first gas station on that site. Said he ' d begun fishing
with the Macleans early, "carried the revereni's basket,°
learned to finish off the tyi~ of the revereni 1 s flies;
also said be later fished a lot with Paul arrl didn 1 t know
of his 11 proble~u until the final year or so. He believes
f ishing was "a pressure relief" for Paul arrl. that the move
to Chicago --George used the word "enticed" to describe
Norma.n's persuasion of Paul to Chicago, although I don 't
think he meant it damningly- -did Paul in by taking him
away from tba t outlet for himself . I asl<ad George what
Paul looked like, he said he was about the SSIOO height as
Nortm.n (thus not much more tba.n 5 1 611 or so, not the 5 110"
description in River) and heavier , fuller in the face .
The Croonenberghs had a Seeley Lake connection with the

18 Dec . cont.--Macleans as well as a Missoula one ; they
had the cabin just north of the Ma.cleans' , thus mald.ng
the extraordinary lineup of families there the Kochs
(El.ers Koch, of early Forest Service reknown), the
Macleans (Nor1111n retaining that cabin arrl summering there
well into his 80 1s) and tl'Bn the Croonenberghs; George
says tmy all shared an ice house . Remenbering our
visit to Norman at Seeley Lake when he hUJllIIBd around
fixing us a drink before lunch ani Peter Koch's m:mory
of NoI'1!Bn hmnming as he fished at the shore of the lake ,
I asked George am he said yes, Norman was always
humming away tunelessly that way, "it got kind of
monotono us • 11 I hope I can remember, next time we 're in
Missoula, to get in touch with Geo r ge an1 see i f he ' d
take us out to the Maclean headstones and show us the
part of ta.zn they all lived in.
26 Dec .--Christmas ' 91 is history, and it took the USSR
with it. Gorbachev's resignation yesterday left him as
a kind of second Kerensky, tte :forces he unloosed leaving
him behind . Ther e ' s utterly no telling what 1s goir.g to
happen next, but at least the Cold War came to a nonnuclear er:d, thanks largely to Gorbachev.
On our oon twig of the planet , we did holiday doubleheaders both on the 24th--keepirg with tradi ti. on in
stepping across the street to the Lankfords' annual
mammoth open house, then Linda Bierds and ::>j_drey Kaplan
coming for Xmas Eve dinner--a.n:i the 25th, when we went
to tte RodeEB ' for lumh and then had Margaret Svec,
Burt Weston and Lima Sullivan here for dinner . All was
affable, all was bright . Linda B. was hilarious in
describing going to her first UW F.nglish Dept . faculty
meeting, wtere, xn as she said, they discussed whether
they were going to talk about the selection of a new
chairperson. At tte Rcxiens, John was hilariously
grumpy w~n presented with quiche :for lunch --11 ! thought
we were going to m have waffles! "
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That title section of my first book is the archway of words to the Montana

~f my mind.

Like many another of this state's sons and daughters, I was propelled

away from this home earth in search of a living--and since the last of my summers
here as a hay hand who, when the first '-drop of rain bit a windrow of e.lf al fa,
would scoot to the bunkhouse to read Faulkner--since those hired hand days, I
have been to wh erever I could best harv est

~n

London and Scotll\.Ild.

~ the

words,~n

Illinois and Seattle,

time, sometime next year, wh en I finish my seventh

book--about a Montana-hearted young woman who was propelled from h ere to the
Ari zorm. desert by Wor ld War •rwo; a young woman who happens to have been my mother--

G

v

I will have written books about the west of America from flcala.k.a to Cape Flattery,
and from Sitka, Alaska, to Pho enix,

Arizona.

r emarks at Montana. Governor ' s Arts
Award ceremony, prefaced by reading
title section of This Ho use of Sky,
Helena, Feb . 1, 1991

~~/
And as I have come and gone through this archway of words, my hope is that
I have been able to .......
re-populate the Montana of the mind with some ci ti zens a lot

more inter esting than a failed hay hand turned word hunter-- somc of them my own
flllllily brought home from

~d

Angus and

Adair,~and

memory,~som e of them such as Jick,; 'a nd Beth and Varick,
not least , Ma.riah,; (he McCaski lls of the Two Medicine

trilogy who are the rambunctious progeny of my imagination.
Tonight, with this honor that is so generously bei ng given to we here, I
feel that this award also is honoring all of them--all of us, within our
houses. f { sky.
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I figure I get brought homa to Montana on occasions such as this to say things
die
c..~e.r c..f
bashful

thatj"cur;:;,iit)'Mo~ns

are just too naturall:y~?to say,

So, let me live up

to that , right away, b:>: pointing out

that MontanajSurely/would have been Thomas

ch~
par~larly easy

to get away with saying tha0n the general

Jefferson ' s / favorite
Of course, it ' s

-

vicinity where one of the Missouri ' s headwaters happens to be named the Jefferson
the
.k
~ . But on'P'occasion whenr.ontana by choosing Mike Malone to head this
univer sity/has had enough nerve to put a guy who writes books actually in charge

,..,,,,,.._ "'-

of something--with your indulgence, Mike , let ' s invoke a little Jeffer sonian

-:::.

patrimony for this treasured state .

0

inauguration~

remarks at Mike Malone 1 s
as president of Montana State
ozeman, Oct . 25, 1991)

u.,

·

"
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That original do - it-yourself carpenter of statehood" was the President who

insured America a future west of the Mississippi River with the Louisiana Purchase--

.:::> ,

-.

assured that there would be Jefferson's children, states such as Montana .
"'I

The

...

Thomas Jefferson who dreamed big arrl yet terrled to the architectural details of

...every
"

building when he fourrled the University of Virgini..,fwas the exact Jefferson
i~

who sent his personal secretary Meriwether Lewis to join with William Clark to
achieve the West ' s , and Montana ' s , gr eatest explorir:g expedition .

An::i it was the

"

Monticello farmer Jefferson ' s belief in yeoman agriculture that was embodied in
~

the homesteaders 1 settl0I00nt of so much of the northern West , with Montana far
and away the foremost homestead state .

S'

l'"i. ~ I)

And so if this part of the country is more than a little Jeffersonian in origin

,

and inspiration, fnot surprisingly is it Jeffersonian in the magni tOO.e of i tey h

Y'

contradictiom as well.

.

~eig boring

A rural r egion of glorious open space, constellated w:i. ttl
~

cities where those of us in the Montana diaspora have gone to find work .

,.,

A

roarni~

"""

ground for individualism, am America ' s most fertile area of communitarianism in

-

-

the form of Hutterite colonies .
-too

o~e.nph.

~eett:ten4'~

ueen ruinous .

A dominion of nature , where man 1 s marks have

Time and again, the compelling Jeffersonian vision westward

has had to blink the hard facts of drought , distance , Depression--tbe opposing
proposition that as a scholar of the Great Plains, Carl Krenzel, once put it,
"a humid -area type of civilization cannot thrive in th9 semi- arid American Plains
without constant subsidyl or, lacking this , without repeated impoverishnent ofa .
..
the r esidents •"

~

J.o"Vr

.·

r

~:

Not the least of the

challe~es

·~

to a university that will help take Montana into

-

its future is to look both at the face of the lani ani into the dreams of its

........_..__

..

"'--

landsmen an::i landswomen.
-""-'
So, Mike ,. get a terrific kick out of the fact --although you ' re probably

.

I

entitled to some mixed emotions about it yourself --that a historian now gets
I

I

I ,..._.,,._,.

to enter the history bo~ks he ' s been writing .

In the year 2001 woon you and

Lang and Roeder do the next revision of your textbook- -Montana : A Risto ry of
Two arrl Ore -Tenth Centuries--there's going to be the Malore era of MSU to be
_;"\ ~
writ ten about , isn ' t there •

q

..

{.:.

.;'~···

-
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But maybe Thomas Jefferson is th;) pertinent spiritual ld.n there, too .
( I

t-.4'·1't ~'

sv

' .~ I

'J)

When

=•

he chose his own epitaph, Jefferson didn't bother to includy{hat he had ever been
President of the Un:ited Statef- but he was proud <nougro put it d"m in

--- - ;:::. ~

fthat he had founded a university.

~

~

(intro to Elliott Bay bookstore r eading , ll/26/91)
The only p roblem with being om of Rick 1 s Gold en Oldies and showing up here
just about annually is to have .fresh stuff to read .
than I can write.

You people can listen faster

Rick and I decided that maybe I might as well read a shortish

section fran Ride with Me, Mariah Montana.- -definitely one I d:id not read here last
year--to justify our existence to my paperback publisher, Penguin, and then move on
to a piece from manuscript , a short test flight of the book I ' m working on now .
That should still leave a little time for questions afterward , in case anybody wants

to kna-1 whether I think Norman MailEr 1s new novel should have a gr ey cover or a

red om.
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&JI tJ1ougbt I ' d write you on o. cl ondy 'l'ucs on day, j:tst s o you don' t thi nk
vo' r o pAmperod beyond r epair. On tbc other luuul , "''c ' ve seen rain only onco
since 1 onving !:Jcn.ttl e.
Didn ' t sco snov i n Mont.n.nn., eit her , to o.ir consi clorablo r elief; the
Governo r ' s Art.a Awo.rd a coupl a of yen.rs nr~o coi ncided with both the Al Ml.nn
.1...xp1·oss hli ~ztt.ro n.nJ n. nmmmy tro.iu blowinguup in ilolonn.. Nothing of ci t hor
oort so l\thort us, we ~ust lea.ncd bl\ck o.nd hnd f un in brilmy 40-dcg r ce iron.tJ1er.
Tho guv, l ib<> in politicu.l t.orcs I lGI woultl.n 1 t be o.b1c t o ~~ro e with on the
timo or d".Y, p roved to be surprisi11gly e:o ocl t\t lmndling n. ceremony; raust hn.ve
been hie b n.ckground i n broN.lcastin~ , nlboit tbf\t rrn.o in lln.vr e l All 5 oi' us
r eci p i ents p roper ly got " little ocotionn.l 'l.mt nobody too much , nml then n.t
tho r oc option o.ftorwo.rd were tone of p eople wo Jmew, in cluding J ay and Li•1dn.
Doig (tho Ring ling ones} . Tlt"t sMlc wookond, tho l ocal librBrin.ns pi~~lmckod
Jdcmto.no.M ln.unch of tbo Cen t.er for tho Dook onto all the guv' s nrt etufr t hn.t
''AU go ing on NHl wo uat the Li brnry of Congress guy mu> thought up the Co"lter
f or the Dooit idol\, though d,.J!J!Sod if I cnn rcuo:nb or his nRme; so M usul\l ,
w~ were neck.deep in librarians .
SpoRk i ug of irbi ch, the U. of Ari zonl\ libr"ry h~ll boon fl, delight. Log ically
lnid out , still u Ring a c:u•J. cntMogue (tho Ari ~ont\ Stn.te u. librAJ.~y I us·xl
in T0i.1po ln.ck both t Losc virtues), Bnd U.'lfUSE\J"• The ~y i n eh'lrgo of
borrower s ' cn.rcls nskc<.l CtU"ol whet her she had a letter rroc !::iha•eli no n-r.t'1otintJ
to her sf\bbn.t icn.l, nnd 17bcn a:1e so.id ::ahc tJ.i,ln' t hf\vo it with her r~ ght then ,
ho uhrnrmod ll.tld tRppcd her out o. U8er 1,_, en.rd nnyimy. Our first dBy hero wo
wont to a. l u.:1bcr yard Md ~t tho on.kings of t\ uoor <.~esk , n.nd i't, now ~ron.ns
umler tho weight of Cn.rol 1 a r er.:l i ngs \in !iout.h1'f'ost l it o.nd •.1y WU'll-in-Ari ~.ou o.
Don.r J

roac:nrch stuff.

4s t.o life here in t he ol' r c tir0U1ent bO~'Jc , it' s hoon jnst <\ancty ao ff'.r
but our oov or of Moymity g ot p r vtty b&lly blown this mor ning 11rith 1.ho cncl o ~iod n.rticlo.
We l oft before da.wn to wnl:.oh tho St.A.rt of 11 hot ni;,.- bnlloon
rn.co o.tttllo 01lge of town, Md by tho tiwe 'WO got bt\ck f\round 8 o.. u . a copy
o f tho clippi ng 1ms alrco.J7 up on t.1e bulleti n boPl"<l here. Wo' 11 Iteep on
tryin~ to clocl c;o t!tc calendar ncti vitioe-Rctual!y Trc 'rc busy enough thf\t it
should be no p rob lcm--rwd ve l\dMlo.ntl:r Rrc NOi under g oing n...1y two- hour lln.diGonHousc-1 iko men.l times domi in tho dining room , so " •doter visitor" st.Rt.us hero
in The Forum i s roo.lly serving us well . 'the vi ew of the ~ Mta C,.,tf\linn. l1tns.
f rum hero nt tho t ypewr i ter, i n this top-floor apt., is tho best in Tucson,
the builllin~ i s he.ndsociely dono in ~o t hwost y p i nk n.nd turquois c-tilo t rim P.ni
~pan.6ah rod-~ile roof , it' s guiot , Md mer e tho holl else cr.n we bo tl1c
youn:;os t follta on the premi ses n.ny mor e , bub?
Politics llown hero 10>uld confiro o.ll Jolm ' e tlfoti:ibes, er, obscrvn.t.iona .
You've un.ybo noti coo that tho Paocni~ co~s rRn n. st i ng on n. bunch or stf\te
1 ocri s l rttor s .
It looks like ut1ter oritrn.p; icnt, on ut.tcr t:tlco.::!os who vent for
it hooJc, line And s i nker. The vockl y nrts po.per her e i u Tucson says, 11 'l'bc
b1l<l<lnows is t.lln.t the o tttsitl c "orld slmu9 t·a o.n<l O"r stn.tc g overn. •ont is
virtunl l y powerl ess to net. The e;o..11 no't'm is tlrn.t the o . tsidc wor ld shuns us
n.n<l 0•1r stn.tc c;ovorn.:1ent i s v h;tuf'lly f>O\:N·l ose to n.et..."
Oh yonlu '4 n.rt hogs n.nd otllor f i 1 ~htr?1·:l JH' l'\cticc 1\11 tl~y long, o..,-orhcRd
clown 1aoro , riatl the whole dl'Q.10
Stl\te hns n. ycllo;r ribbon around it .

Fob. 16,
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DeBr Ann IUld tin.rah-Cloudy today--soo , Tucson isn' t utt er pnrn.diae nfte~ n.11 . It is pretty
pl el\8 f\llt , n.fter our slightly sltolr.oy start. h oro (\re drove do'm from Phoenix
in n. hotrling dust stonn, with sends Qf tumbleweeds rolliug o.c1·oa a t.he frc ewny ,
a.nd it too~ us throe t r ios at mot els here t.o f' i nl nnypln.ce quiet, t.he Ghost
Rnnch Dost Western where I copped this si.a.tionory), l\Ild we ' ve boen working
comings fUlCl going out for iaild <losort. hi.king in tbc n.ftornoons . This oust
hnvo boen o. terrific pln.cc 11heu ·rucson wM, any, 75,000f now thnt it ' s ten
timos thBt, a lot of s train is showing, in tbc rond system, the wn.tor supply
( vhi ch tilr.ioat unboliovnbly is o. wuni cip11l sy..:;tom drn;dllfl on wells; in this
U.es ort ? ), " nenr- bankrupt :md tllor8fore pricey power system, ntc . On tl10 other
lrnnd , Phoonix is probn.bly 2J! tiucs bigger tbtll1 it hns nny ri ~Ut to be, so
Tucson by comparison l o oks like tJ10 picko•t Arizona.
Tito r ol\lly g ood news of our sojourn hl\8 boon how plonsnnt And usablo t.ho u.
ot 1\rh.oua hA.s proved to be. '1'hc librBrill.ll in chnrge of borrowers 1 cf\rds ns~ <ed
Cl\ro l whether she bAd. Any 1 otter n.ttostiv.g to her eA.bbn.ticnl, nnd when she snid
she didn ' t but could r.;ot one, ho shrugged Md tn.p.._1 ed her out o. borrower ' s cP.rd.
Antl these "retirement" digs are working out fine .
This plo.ce, The Foruu, bas
a torrif i c •i e.r of the SMta. Cat.n.linn. mo\llltBins I get to look :\t from here at
the typewriter , it' s nicely done in So~tJ1vcaty pink ruid turquoise-tile trim,
it ' s 11uict , Md ,.hero tbe hell else cnn we be the youngest people arouncl rmy
inoro?
Tho, w.1111 , alight ait\otrip t.o llolona was a lIIO.rvclous throo dn.ys, bo~inn ing
with tho fact t.hnt it tlidn' t snow; in fnct , IlolonB 1 s rvmun.l elod-c!o~ rnco hlld
to be corcoonin.117 stnrtod on uflr~ pt\Vo>:lcllt nnd tbcn everything pn~ed up n.."ld
£,£:-Stt\l"ted up nonr the Cont.inoatn.l Di vi de \1horc there f\t 1 en.st lmS nn i cod-over
slodmobilo trn.il to run on. Tho c:;uv, ,mo in politicnl t.cnas I wullln' t be able
to n.z roo with on tho t.iwo of dsy, provc(l to bo cl\pn.bl e of hn.ndling B. ccrooony
pretty dnmn Treli.-hn.s aome bf\okground in brof\(lcnsting.
All G of us r ecipients
pro1>orly got a little OlilOtionn.l but nobody too much, e.nd then nt the r~coption
n.i't.crlrard wore people from every pbl\ac of my lii'c since t he first grn.<lo. There
n.lao wore Center for tt.o Book doings tJ1n.t vcekenJ. vllicb I pitched in on, n.nrl
wo o ot 1\11 ex...JslontMnn nn..;ied Peter Koch vho notr doos clMsy hn.nd- sot printing
in Dork.eley (in tho oxchani;o or buainees cards ' he ".TBS blO'Wn n.~my by your design
of mine , lJl\l'sh) n.nd for fully 24 hours of't.orward I clran~aod or the Doiga n.nd
Nelsons going in togotbor on rt baud p r ess IUld crn..fting m~quiaite little o.H tions
\rhi ch wo 1 d then sell for a bn.zillion dolln.rs cnch •••
You ' ve maybe noticed the lnteat in wlrn.t ~Mt'lllS epidemic political slon?.c hPre,
tho sting thn.t tho Phoenix cops rM (cM you i r.itll:;inc tho Oly.npio. co ps running. "'9tf?)
on the sto.tc l t:'gisll\tors. It look.s like utter entrnp.aent, on utt,cr sli..iebn.lls
u110 foll for it hook, line oml sinker . The 'l'ucson arts woekly sur.1...odiit ups
11 Tbo boo news is thn.t tho 011tsitle worl<l shuns us o.nd our Gta.to gov ornrarnt is
virtun.lly po1v-crlcss to net. The good nom> is thn.t the outside world shuns us
n.1<l our stf\tc r;overru.J0nt is vil'tunlly po\ferlosa to o.ct."
Dit of busincso, Ann a t'lon.sc note for tho chocl•ing l\ccotmt {i.>csi1lcs tuc 2
chocks- for- <.!eposit you acnt) \'S300 , Feo. 11, &..T Gov 1 a A•.ul.ru. •!ope you're not
buried yet under 01r Vesuvinn unil .
love all nround ,

Qateat Palls Tribune

Jaq 10, 1991

Tribune pllofo bY Wayne Arnst

· BLAZING: Members of the Black Eagle Volunteer Fire Department extinguish a fire Tuesday afternoon that
· destroyed the sedan belonging to John Hemminger of Chester. Hemminger, who said he was moving from
Chester to Dillon to work, said the car motor caught fire as he was driving about three miles north of Great
Falls. Initial attempts by Hemminger and passing motorists to put out the fire appeared successful, but the fire
reignited In dry grass beneath the vehicle, spread to the gas line and destroyed the car and Its contents within
minutes. Hemminger said all he had left after the fire were the clothes he was wearing.
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