1 Jan, 2006--And now it is ought six, an oddly bemusable
number for a year. It was a phrase of reliability in my
growing up, my dad's 30.06 hunting rifle our provider of

. venison and elk, enforcer against coyotes. May this year
be similarly true in aim, without the lethality.

The storm cycle goes on, and is forecast to. Right now
at settling dark, L:25, strong gusts and occasional rain,
We've marked the day in our habitual ways. I finished
reading the Heart Earth page proofs, while C went to Fred
Meyer and bought us a backup calculator (in case the
beloved old Texas Instrument one ever gives up) and nice
little travel alarm (after an earlier try with an atomic
clock that refused our attempts at setting it), and then
we watched the Seahawks-Packers game. (A meaningless one,
thank goodness, as the Seahawks lost and it was fairly
sloppy football all around.) Ah, though, tonight it is
salmon salad supper, all the greens from our winter garden.

And as to Heart Earth, thils re-read spoke to me as
a very skilled and top-of-the-powers book, deeper than I
had remembered--the portraits of us and our predicaments

seem to me, more than ever, right on.

5 Jan.--At last, a day that feels like full-slam progress
on 11th Man, C read over the first 30-some pages and made
a few suggestions, I meanwhile went over it myself and
came up with some deeper touches I saw to make, and after
three or four more trips through the computer the rest of
the day, ch. 1 is officially tinkered with enough. It's
only 6800 words--about a trillion to go-=but we both
think it lines out a lot of the plot, for the story ahead.
Now=~tomorrow=--to begin making LOO words a day, building
pages.

Daylong rain, in this very wet siege, so C is likely
to end up doing salmon in the cvqgn tonight. T coal up
the barbecue Lf the weather is at all tolerable, but this
ain't, yet.

Heart Earth went off to NY in a FedEx packet y'day. A
and nicely propitious round of exchange that
just before that. Becky called, saying she
had an e-mail from Russ Lgwrence at Chapter One bookstore
in Hamilton s he'd 1liked the advance reading copy of

another book=-in-the-making




5 Jan, cont.--Whistling Season but caught an anachronism:
I had the planet Pluto remarked on in 1910 although it
,was not discovered until 1930. I hooted, then apologized

to Becky for the slipup. That's okay, she said perfectly
cheer "it proves you're human," Took me only a
minute get Pluto out of there without upsetting the
pagination, and Becky then had a deft e=exchange with Ch.
One which I'm enshrining in the back of this diary.

Y'day afternoon was actually rainless, and C and I got
a great amount of yardwork done--pole-cut the upright
suckers off the zealous tree in the middle of the front
yard, took three big (wrist-thick) sprawling sets of
branches off the old crabapple on the north patio, and C
cut back the hydrangea while I assassinated the aggressive
blackberry vines arching into the top of the lilac at the
downslope brink. We agreed it felt terrific to get out
and at that work for a change.

6 Jan.--Turned the corner into ch. 2 of 11th Man today.
Not a big day of progress, but Ben's hunt for Toussaint
"~ is starting to interest me.

The phone has been ringing with people getting underway
in the new year. Terry Beck of Sno-Isle Library called,
firming up the $2,000 speaking gig in Oak Harbor in late
ler.'l.l.

Rain really laid in y'day, an all-day one of nearly
13, It relented the first part of ttoday, and I got in
an hour of cutting dead canes out of the westmost rasp-
berry row, although a shower came along and kept me from
getting the row fully trimmed and tied.

Most vital of today's happenings, C got the report from
Dr. Eggert that she's "ahead of the curve," and he's cut-
ting her prednisone some more,

10 Jan.--Damn, but these are long hard days, what with the
11th Man ms, finances, general detritus. ﬁot helped by
' the weather--23rd consecutive day of some kind of rain,
longest wet spell since we've lived in Seattle. But
what the hell, we're having salmon for supper,



12 Jan.--A signal day y'day, with $50,1)7.85 coming to us
(by way of wire deposit to Piper) from Tiz D. Probably
'i{t is the only time I made $50,000--on the 11th Man
advance-=by changing my mind. And there was a nice little
nugget of pood news in the total sum, first royvalties ever
from Ride With Me, Mariah Montana--earned out at lastl
" Rain settled in again this afternmoon, the wet streak of
consecutive days still going. TV weathermen are atwitter.
I took y'day to get the dammed office paper piles
under control, and to wrestle finances a 1little. Other=
wise, I have whacked away at 11th Man this week--good day
on Monday, so=-so the other two. Am still not happy with
nmy ppe. outputs And this is showing every sign of being
a deliriously busy year, the writing schedule aside., Y'day
Liz faxed along a proposal that would take me to an event
at the Nat'l Homestead Monument in Nebraska in early May.

17 Jan.-~A dry day with some sun to it this afternoon, now
that the rain streak broke on the 15th, C and I romped

. /out to do yard work: she trimmed down the sprawly fuschia,
I weeded the onion patch and transplanted to fi11 out the
rows, then thinned and tied up the raspberry canes at the
retaining wall,

Bookwise, T have turned the corner txto Ben at East
Base; I'd still like the story to snap along faster, but
this one maybe just won't.

The Atwoods came over from Poulsbo sm for supper on
Friday night, the 13th. I noticed Peter's face was
thinner and something more. While he watched me pour
drinks, I casually asked: "So how are you?" The answer
was, "I have prostate cancer, my friend." It flashed on
me why I had asked that: something deep in the sub-
conscious had registered, this man looks like he has
cancer. Actually Peter's is diagnosed as the thoroughly
treatable kind, with radium pellets inserted, and 1

suppose he was showing the strain of having that ahead
of him. One more episode, though, of what is going to
be many as age and allment catches up with our friends.

In this house, we're faring pretty well except for
spotty sleep. We go to Tucson at the end of this week
and both are ready for it.



20 Jan.-~The brink of vacation. Our flight to Tucson is
- tomorrow, a week there where we can hope for some sun,
- the sighting of cardinals, a day in the good company of

the Bengstons, a movie or two, wondrous food, and the
generally pleasurable routines there we have worked oubt
through the years.

9629 words: that's where The Eleventh Man stands, at
least the polished portion. There's probagbly another
7500 words roughed, and I'm not far from turning the
corner to where fewer flashbacks are needed and chronology
can carry the story more easily. I'm hoping to get 3 ch.-=
to the double news of deaths of Friessen and Prokosch=-
before the Whistling Season booktour engulfs me.

I do dread how busy and scattered my life is going to be
when the Whistling Season tour gets underwsys I figure this
year is going to be hectic until Laborm Day.

On the brighter side, it is notable how much better I
feel about this stint of book creation since deciding to

do the Eleventh Man instead of a nonfiction book. I've
" had to make a lot of veers and try out too many leads

and scenes, to get this one underway, but it seems to be
going now., C remarked when I really began to plunge into
it, working long writing days, how good it is to have that
rhythm back in the house. So, I shall slam away at it,
every time 1life will let me,

21 Jan.--A gray day, slight drizzle falling; good sendoff
to Tucson for us.

29 Jan.--We went to Tucson for sun, and got & solid week
of it. It began raining about 10:30 this morning, in the
final few minutes of my grilling of salmon on the barbecue.
So, our timing leaves nothing to be desired, at the moment.
The same can't be said for Alaska Airlines: late going,
late coming. The plane slog is the one glitch in a2 trip
that C and I by now know how to do wonderfully well, and
on this morning's walk we talked over the possibility of
traveling in and out of Phoenix to see if we can get away
from wasted hours in airline gate areas or on the goddamn
tarmac, as was the case in y'day's delayed departure--hi]b
min. for Alaska maintenance to change 2 landing-1ipght bulb



29 Jan. cont.-~Thank goodness we were creative with the
start of the day y'day, heading out to Catalina State Park
at 6:45 and getting in an hour on the Sutherland Trail
‘before everything sludged into airport wait time. It
helped a lot too that Ralph and Kathleen Waldt came in
from their San Pedro River site, north of Benson, to have
lunch with us at the airport. (El Charro, reliably
mediocrd.) We were surprised to learn his AZ Conservancy
job's funds run out at the end of this fiscal year; he's
trying to talk them into a nature education slot such as
he had in Montana. A year has made gquite a difference in
their situation: last year Ralph said how glad he was to
be out of the limelight of nature-teaching, and this year
he badly wants to get back to it. It looks worrisome to
me, a hefty guy just short of 50, with no settled job path.
He still says he'd 1like to write some more--and I think
he's quite a fine writer<-but I'm not sure he has the
grind-it-out mentality for it, particularly if he's always
trying to piece together a livelihood., It was heartening
to hear that Crown of the Continent has dold 5,000 copies
. In the szbsence of an Alaska Airlines travel package as
in years past--one more mark of sordid decline as far as
we're concerned--C put together a very nifty trip, which
got us to Sagunaroc East and Catalina State Park twice each,
the Desert Museum again, the Botanic Cardens butterfly
show again, meals at the good standards such as Terra
Cotta and E1 Minuto and most of all Poca Cosa, as well as
a terrific new hole~in-the-wall find on Lth just south of
the U, of Arizona, Maya Quetzl. The other eating surprise
was in Wilcox, amid the interchange gas stations and
franchises, a spotless family-run place called Salsa Fiesta
Pete Bengston had come across it in his peak-climbing
treks, and it was as good as any of the Tucson foed. The
day with Pete and Betty was into knockout country, the
Chiricghua Mountains. The wind was blowing like a son of a
bitch at the topmost viewpoint of the National Monument
~ area, but the geolofgy and outlooks still astounded us.
' And as is our Tucson habit, we caught up on movies a
bit (actually that seriously understates it; I think it's
the only place we're been to movies in the past year) by
seeing Brokeback Mountain (very fine, although tthe sheep
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30 Jan.=~The rain was a big one, 2+ inches from 10:30 a.m.
y'day until after lunch today. Then it began clearing,
vand C and I managed a couple of hours of yard work--she
dug out old lavenders and frisked them of weeds, I got
halfway along in digging out the upper row of raspberries
in the retaining wall area, the betier to convert that to
a potato patch.

C had a first-rate report from Dr. Eggers this morn,
her prednisone intake to be ramped down some more and, if
this morn's good blood pressure reading becomes the norm,
she can cut back on the beta blocker that slows her up so.

While C was at Group Health, I collected our week's mail-
probably a2 good ten pounds' worth--and sorted it. Nothing
of any harm, mostly year-end financial stuff, Did some
other mild house chores of that sort to ease back into
being home. Will see if I can get back into the 11lth Man
ms tomorrow,

6 Feb.--A weekend that was: the big wind on Saturday, ther
the Seahawks blew the Super Bowl on Sunday. The wind-

storm was much the strongest of the winter, indeed of the
past 3 doz. years, and while we watched all of the Kitsap
Peninsula and Bainbridge go dark while we were having
breakfast, we never did lose electricity. As for the
Seahawlts, alas; at C's suggestion during this period of
medication slowdown for her, we'd been watching football
for the last half of the season and found them an
attractive team, smart, mature. They ended up possibly
too fine-tuned, however, not scoring touchdowns on their
first couple of drives while Pittsburgh wasn't yet in pear,
and eventually the Steelers won pretty much on individual
athleticism,

Ah, and we've both had colds, C catching my goddam
Tucson one after we got home, Both getting over it now
but with the one Icaught just before Xmas there's been é
weeks of vicious nose~blowing.

Went back to work on 11th Man this morn, a tough stint
but made some gains.



12 Feb,--A bit of catch-up diary, on a splendid day we
spent bird-watching with Tony Angell last Friday, the 10th.
Before C and I went to Tucson, I was on the phone with

Tony and told him we'd been up to the Skagit flats with
the Damborgs but saw no snowy owls, and he instantly
volunteered to go up with us sometime and take us to where
he'd seen the wonderful birdss I called him at the start
of last week, choosing Friday, and damned if the weather
didn't turn perfect. Tony took us first of all to the
Nature Conservancy holding at Port Susan, and there was
the biggest flock of snow geese we'd ever seen, a mile or
so of geese in the first field along the bayline. We
walked out on the dike a few hundred yards--the circle walk
around the entire dike is maybe z mile and a half--where
he'd seen owls working on voles in the past, but the only
sighting was distant, almost to the Camano bridge. We
headed on to theSkagit--eagles were perched in treetops
just about anywhere we looked all day, and we saw quite a

few harriers and a few redtail hawks--through remarkable
J clarity of scene, details popping out in the fresh
sunlight and Mt, Baker a white massif over it all, On

into LaConner for lunch at the Brew Pub, then we toodled
back to the viewing area near the Cowtown dairy, and there
Tony hit paydirt. We walked only out to the brow of the
slough just beyond the parking lot-~there was a front-
loader roaring on the dike farther out--to look around,
and Tony spotted a white dot to the west, perched on
something on the dike there. His teszhmimmer spotting
technique we can't really emulate: once he sees a dot of
promising color in the distance, if in its a likely habitat
he uses heavy stabilizer binocs to zeroc in on it, and then
sets up his spotting scope if the sighting is worth ite--
our nimble ljttle pocket binocs can verify color and 1likeli.
hood but can t catch detzil at the distance he's working at
But after spotting this snowy, he hustled back to his car
~ for the spotting scope and while he was setting it up,
the owl began flying in our direction. Tony got his big
binoculsrs on it, C and T followed it with ours, and we
a1l got the unforgettable splendid sight of those other-
worldly long wings silently carrying the flat-masked



owl
12 Feb. cont.--hunting creature. ﬁxe\iflanded on the
roof of an old trailer house below the dike, maybe 150
yards from us, and through the spotting scope we could
see if open its beak and pant from the exertion and warmth

of the flight; Tony said they are incredibly insulated with
thickness of feathers. We watched the snowy keep turning
its head, pace the roof, look around, for a nice long
while, then we headed home in triumph. Only to end up, at
Tony's invitation, back at their place for flank-steak
supper. A day as good as they come,

Elsewise on the outdoor front, C and I have managed
several afternoons of yardwork since the weather blew
itself dry last weekend--assassinzted 3 or i of the most
doddering rose bushes and moved in the trio of blueberry
bushes from the south side of the house, making room there
for my next try at tomatoes, for instance, First forsythia
began showing yellow a day or so ago, and the dowmslope
white plums are about to pop into full blossom. This run

of fetching weather has carried into the nights, when
there's been a maximum moon, silver-buttoning the sky when
we come awake anytime from 3 on and then turning copper as
it sets north of Kingston., The play of light we are given
here is magnificent; y'day morning a van ship was going
out just before dawn, the white letters of its mxmx line
standing out incredibly on its side while the angled plane
from amidship to the bow was dramatically dark-shadowed.

20 Feb.--The white nights are over. Much of the past week
we've had frosty nights, although the threatened cold
snap that was going to be the worst in 20 years didn't
quite materialize, The veg garden suffered some--Brunia
primarily--but the coldframe lettuce with tronblelights
warming it seems to have treated this like a Caribbean
Yacation.

A bit of a landmark week, last one, on 11th Man. I at
last mastered the first pair of chapters (I think) and
' with snatches of polishing here and there, including some
over the weekend, brought the pp. up a lot. Today, Prez's
Day as the rest of the country sees it, I've started on
ch. 3's opening poker game etc. and some decent ideas and
bits of dialogue have shown up.

Social niceties too last week. The 16th, the Damborgs



20 Feb, conte.--fed us supper and then we went to the Rep
for August Wilson's last play, Radio Golf. Pretty good,
also pretty talky. Two meaty character-actor parts, the
old reprobate and the 'hood handyman, done very wellj

oddly, the leading part, the would-be mayor, was not as

compelling and likely not written as well. Then Sat. the
18th, we picked up the Laskins here in our own 'hood and
went to dinner at David Williams' and Marjorie's. The
three writers and their sources of support, in numerous
ways. Williams is working on a boock about the geology of
building stones; Laskin, the rascal, tiptoed through =mm
another time of not telling us what he's working on.

Anyway, much good conversation, literary enough to make
Bloombury blush,

2l Feb.--Well, not the best day for the home team. In the
annual look-over of my blood test results by Dr. Ginsberg,
one reading has changed a lot: lymphocytes. An elevated
reading can be an indicator mmkxmm for either multiple
myeloma or lymphoma--or could be caused by something like
the colds I've had and the body's antibodies trying to
fight back at them. He's having me repeat the blood tests
in I weeks, consult him by phone in 6. More, sigh, to
come.

27 Feb,--Back to basics, wntil the aforesaid tests change
things or don't. Spent some time ontdoors over the weekend
usefully planting 5 heathers in the tomato patch I'm
abandoning. And Saturday night the Mayfields came for
dinner, a good time of catching up with friends we don't
see enough of, I asked Betty if Vulcan had recovered from
the Seahgwks' loss in the Super Bowl, and said "We were
robbedl” (C & I agree with that, actually) and then told
of Paul Allen working off nerves through the playoffs,
Before one of the games, he and his cousin Tom Grubb

sneaked off from Santa Fe in some kind of vehicle--the

security guys hate this kind of thing--and drove all the
way to Sedona. Then in the days before the Super Bowl,
Betty would go to his Mercer I. place and there would be
guitar music blasting in every room.



27 Feb. cont,=-The other entertainment around here late
was the Winter Olympics in Turin., As we did ) years ag
~we watched the CBC version--less familiar commercials, ;
if nothing else--and found some stuff to enjoy, such as
the way the Swedes play hockey,

6 Marche-A Monday without manuscript, devoted instead to
speechuwriting for my PNBA gig about T‘.en days from now. And
tomorrow it's the Nat'l Homestead Monument talk to be
written, I feel I have to get these done and in the bark,
well ahead of anything untoward and upsetting that may come
of my next blood tests. I actually am feeling fine, and
while I will be apprehensive when the time comes, am going
along in a pretty decent mood just now,

We had a bit of a close call of another sort on Saturday,
when we were in the Skagit country with the Damborgs looking
at birds. Coming through Stanwood, Mark was starting up
out of a stop-sign street and mistook the oncoming traffic':

sign for a L-way stop; he pulled out in front of a pickup
- and had to floor the Volvo to veer it out of the way,
Lou's door meanwhile flying open, from centrifugal force,
in the back seat. We all came through okay, but it was
close enough.
Beyond that, we had & fine day together, spotting three
short-eared owls at Port Susan and then being treated to
a great swirling cloud of snoe geese near the Hayton
lookout. ‘}'hen we furnished supper, from the Copper River
sockeye we d grilled up the night before; damm tasty.
Also out of that evening came a surprise=--it's something of
an honor, given all the people the Damborgs know, although
if I ever have to do it it'11 be something else-~when they
asked me to be their executor. The four of us are in an
interesting situation together, familyless.
And y'day C and I made a first move toward getting the
bamboo plague out of our yard, when Susan CGainer came and
pave us an estimate for removal. It's a thousand bucks,
but given all the digging reauired it still sounded like
a decent enough bargain to me.



U %‘.:-Good grief, life seems chockablock. I'm about

to head for Gp Health for a late-afternoon appointment

to see if anything non-drastic can be done about this

- damn itchy skin. Otherwise, most of last week went to
speech-handling-~I have fashioned the PNBA talk and the
Nebraska event into finished script, by damm--and the like.
Gmdondw Ch, and in there was dealing with change of server
settings on the website, three layers of confusion to work
through there on Friday and a bit on into the weekend.
Fortunately I did have a reasonable morning of work on
11th Man this morn, as I'd told C on the n'hood walk Fwst
I was starting to feel beleagured with all this stuff, and
antsy about the medical rounds possibly ahead as well,
Anyway, now I go to Gp H and see what the first of those
shapes up as.

Manoh
15 ¥my-~A day when I may or may not get any ms writing
done, but it seems essential to pause and catch up with
some things, ahead of the next couple of days' onset of

The Whistling Season--the PNBA spring show.

On the medical front, I had a reassuring consultation
about my itchy red spots with Dr. Shors, a lanky young
dermatologist who turned out to be from Cut Bank. I can
now be more aggressive with the steroid salve in good
conscience, and after the booktour is out of the way
I can resort to an ultraviolet treatment if I want to.

C has just written agSanta Fe encouragement letter to
Linda Miller, whose heath ordeal makes any of my frets
look pale indeed. Among other things she's on prednisone
for 1ife because of the multiple sclerosis,

Friday night we had another chapter in gallantry from
the Walkinshaws, who came for dimner. They are pressing
on with an active life, with a trip to Copper Canyon, the
pottery mecca in Mexico, although Walt is wobbly enough
that he uses a cane, and he is in fact 89 years old.

Sunday morn, we walked Green Lake with David Williams

and Marjorie, a good ritual, The friendship with the

Davids, Williams and Lgskin--which fortunately extends
back and forth with them as well as through us--is
becoming quite a bonus to me in the writing 1ife, as the



anab
15 {;’cont.-aix miles of water across Puget Sound is
an’ incredibly wide moat between our place and the
Iwriting whizzes I would love to see more regularly,
Linda Bierds, Guterson, Eric Nalder. An interesting turn
with Tgskin lately, who took a look at Heart Earth after
the night the three couples of us were at David and Marj's,
and pronounces himself blown away. He's pressing it on
Kate ("Are you sure that's such a good idea?" I muttered)
so they can talk about it. And he's coming to the
Nebraska event.

17 March--PNBA DAY, and C and I feel it went very well
even though I was not absolutely on the mark in my b'fast
presentation--my reading script a little too busy with
inserts and markings, maybe, leading to a few word fumbles.
It seemed to go over like a house afire, though, a round
of applause when I made the point my millionth book will
be sold sometime this book season and another at my catche
line about turning the Pentagon budget over to education,
' I went down to y'day morning's doings, too, taking the
100 signed ARCs =zs they're now known (advance reading
copies, which used to be galleys) and spending some time
visiting with booksellers and nosing into a couple of
sessions, then attending the luncheon where Pete Fromm
spoke. (Pete did a nice if anecdotal jobs; he was pretty
badly stove up with a back ailment and spoke sitting down.)
I was in comradely company today, the other anthors Bill
Gaston from Victoria, B.C., with what sounded like a
rumbustious Canadian novel, and Terri Jentz with "Strange
Piece of Paradise," about tracking down the likely suspect
who tried to murber her with an ax many years ago. Bill
was unscripted, and C and I wondered for a while if he was
going to talk all moming, but he buzzed to an ending, and
Terri, like me, was a bit overscripted, visibly doing some
editing as she went; so, congeniality rather than stunning

performance out of any of us, and evidently good enough.

I came home to a phone message from Michelle in Harcourt

publicity, and when I got back to her, she had two pieces
of probable good news. Publishers Weekly says it's giving
The Whistling Season a "big" review--a signature, they
call it, evidently farming it out to someone with a



17 March--recognizable byline. Heaven forfend that they
would go to all that trouble to trash a book, but we'll
see, And Michelle was not supposed to tell me about the
other but cutely hinted around that she's pretty sure it's

going to happen--a review in Oprah magazine, lodestar of

Miz Winfrey.

There also seemed to be plentiful encouraging signs for
the book at the PNBA:

--the reps, George Carroll up here and John Huber in
San Francisco, seem to have pushed the book well. Book-
store owners spontaneously told me George did a "passion-
ate" job of presenting it as a "pic" there mxm at the
trade show.

~~Harcourt!s free~handed use of ARCs, possibly the most
I've ever had, got the book a lot of early reads.

-~Thom Chambliss, the PNBA exec director, thought the
breakfast attendance might have been their best ever--C
counted #BR seating for 180, and the tables seemed full--

and told me my being there had a lot to do with that.

So, a day of good words for my book--with 2& months
to go yet until publication date,

21 March--The writing life, she is a strange one. Most of
my achievement on 11th Man t oday was thinking up a
raucous song about the Lerid-Iease pipeline of planés to
Alaska=-"0Oh, the Russians are drinking in Fairbanks"--but
I feel pretty good about gaining that.

Y'day was an indisputable gain, although not in 11th
Man wordage: Rick Bass's terrific review of Whistling
showed up in Publishers Weekly, setting off cartwheels at
Harcourt. And for that matter, here.

C and I have hit the yardwork pretty energetically the
last some days--she's across from me typing up herm notes
on it right now--and there's discernable progress. I toock
a 3-hour class on grafting fruit trees the morn of the 18th

and have ordered up a2 horrifyingly sharp grafting knife

to tackle our @iwrmm old apple tree situation. The
grafting-cut technique as shown us by Bill Davis runs
against my lifelong habits with a kmife, i.e, you cut
toward yourself. That, I may amend.



22 March--Two paths in a strange woods called O'Hajfre
Field diverged. Charles Newman and I were odd 1{terary
ducks together--Charlie much odder than I, then--~in the

Air Force Reserve at O'H during some considerable portion

of 196l-66. Our word workplaces could not have been more

different, Rotarian and TriQuarterly. Maybe the wordsmith
guild forgives a lot in one another--looking back, it seems
we got along together amazingly well. In Mtn Time I used

a modified version of weekend warrior lunches with Charlie,

parked at the end of the runway beneath the landing path

of the jetliners, the swath of roar coming down on us as

Charlie would flop back in the seat and let out an "ahhh"
in what I called there the soul-emptying flush of noise.
(Did Charlie ever see that?--nah, I doubt that he did or
ever would have granted that I'd be the one to come up

with that phrase and scene.) Those penitentiary-like

weekends to us young strivers, he always was a jab in the
imagination, sitting there in a hangar "classroom" where
we ostensibly were studying military pap and pulling out
his folders of literary submissions to TriQ, reading a
mamuscript just far enough to say "This is shit" and fling
it beneath his chair, picking up the next one. A couple of
main memories:

-=-Ann Sexton was on the ascent-~I'd have to check the
dates of her poems but I think pretty much from nowhere
then--énd Charlie sometimes would come to a weekend
hollow-eyed, saying she had called him up in the middle of
the night to talk about her poetry and her impulse to kill
herself,

==One of the gmys in our unit, who I think worked for
Proctor & Gamble, something to do with advertising or
marketing, once asked Charlie what the book he was writing
was about (it would have been his first novel, I can't
spot it in the obit; if I remember, it involved a character
who compulsively made baseball bats on his basement lathe)

and Charlie blurted, "You bastards."

Somewhere there, in what he saw as the bastardization
of society, he stayed stuck., I suppose he was the smartest
person in any room I was ever in with him, but postmodern

a.gave had the fatal problem of going beyond clever, His



22 March cont.-=books never even made a disruptive bubble
in the malnstream, nor surfaced past the Gasses. Dfuinim
- His eriticism was possibly hard to follows never one to
let any postmodernist notion get on me, I merrily quoted
a passage from Charlie to the Western History Association
in '87 when I was urging full-bodied writing on them:
"One cannot help seeing much contemporary fiction as a
literary slide show, holding in common a purposive lack
of scale and depth, an altozether predictable coloration
and a transparency of surface, encoded by a narration that
advertises in advance that it will not sustain itself,
a voice-over esthetically and ethically neutral." Cutting
through the purposive and encoded, it sounded to me like
we were both kicking the plastic playthings in the literary
toyshop of Coover, Barthelme, etc,--yet Charlie never
produced a Tom Wolfe-like manifesto for "barbaric yawp"
that I know of. His teaching, I wonder about; he may have
been good in a classroom, especially if he ever found
anyone smart enough to interest him, but again, the obit
- cites no writers he spawned; John Barth, whose stuff to
me is output of a typical postmodernist skunkworks, could
point to Louise Erdrich coming out of his classroom.
Couple of further memories of Charlie, dead at 67
according to today's NY Times obituary. Bill Kittredge
telling of going to an Associated Writing Program meeting,
seeing a guy who loocked 1like a morose grad student sitting
in the corner of the room, and going over to cheer him up
with a handshake and trade of names., "Charlie Newman,"
came the response, and Bill thought, Had again. And in
our Air Force days, Charlie would report that his wife,
an Eastern European ballerina as I recall it, wovld be
absolutely furious with the world because he had to put in
a weekend of military service. By the Times count, she
would have been the first of five wives, and five
divorces. Charlie must have had trouble with the noise
of the world beyond that flush of pure jet roar,



28 March--Am just back from Gp Health & the repeat blood
test for lymphocytes level, a possibly consequential test.

Despite it and facing 24 hours of peeing in a jug for

a urine protein test tomerrow, I am fairly sanguine. It
may be that I simply feel quite good physically, geared up
with all that's going on in 1life, the booktour plans, the
11th Man ms pp. etce It'll be at least 9 days from now
before I get the assessment from Dr, Ginsberg, and I'11
either be what I was or someone identifiably carrying
a form of cancer. Until then, live things as close to the
hilt as I canes

Y'day's tale of the towhee: my row of peas was being

devastated by the towhees, 6 or 8 plants an hour pulled up
(for the seed-pea part) at times, so I frantically netted
everything over and, because mice had also been bedeviling
the peas, put out ten mousetraps as well. I looked out,
day before y'day at around dusk, and a couple of traps
were sprung and by one was s towhee. I went down for a
look and indeed the bird was glazed somehow from its
encounter with the trap while swiping the cheese. From

" the way it just sat there I could have killed it with a

hoe, but decided against it. Next morming, I looked out,
no towhee, so I figured it had reconstituted itself. But
in the afternoon I was in that vicinity planting spinach
and looked down, to a little pile of towhee feathers. An
owl in the night, an early hawk? One way or another,
nature ran the eat-and-be-eaten cycle on that towhee. I
also noticed, y'day, a conspicuous absence of towhees,
who had been about to take the property over before that.

Sundgy's news: the Seattle Times magazine ran its
spring books issue, and Mary Ann Gwinn's intro graf has
this sentence: "Philip Roth, John Updike, Anne Tyler and
Ivan Doig are publishing new novels." The Big four of
American literature, from the sound of it.



30 March-~This afternoon was mild (though overcast) and

C and I did yardwork. Amid it, I told her I'm in a

. remarkably good mood despite a medical diagnosis from an
oncologist coming in a week., Y'day was the day of peeing
in the orange jug, the 2hi-hr urine sample to be tested for
protein level (high would not be good). Now we turn
ourselves toward the Port Townsend weekend.

Not much writing achieved this week, with booktour
details and medical errands, but what I did get done y'day
was promising enough that 1 feel okay about the schedule.
At the start of the week I faxed Becky that I'm going to
bluesheet some scenes and concentrate on the big set scene
(the plane crash in the Canadian wilds) that will show a
major pivot of the plot. So, I'm tinkering away at that
flight to the north. Arranged with Betty Mayfield to go
to the Arlington airfield in a couple of weeks to see
Paul Allen's collection of WWII planes, which doesn't have
the P=39 I'd most like to see but includes a2 B=17 air-

frame.

]
~ 1 April--We are going to blessed Dungeness Spit this
morning, probably in the damm rain. I aimed tomorrow's
Pt Townsend speaking gig at today's minus tide, and so
away we will go, despite the clamp of gray weather I see
cutside now, just at dawn.

Y'day wax seemed to be mainly chores, although 1 did
some useful rough drafting on the big plane crash scene
for 11th Man. I can possibly can devote next week fully
to the ms, which would be a welcome change.

3 April--L:30, end of a long day, coming home from Pt.
Townsend and catching up on book biz stuff this afternoon.
Will try for a better diary entry tomorrow, on what was
quite a fine weekend, but for now, I'l]l note that the
Dungeness trip went well, virtually dry. Virtually,
because we could hear specks of rain hit our jackets
. though they were so inconseqential we couldn't see them,
Good bird sightings in our 5-mile hike, suillemots,
loons, several mergansers, a few scoters. The spit was
good and sandy, great for walking, so once again itws
a magical place.



6 April--If the typeface looks a little jittery, it is
because I'm awalting a phone conference with Dr. Ginsberg
about my redone blood tests, after ¥km last month's
' showed a rise in my lymphocyte count. This time, that
count is down considerably--to 37 from Lli-=so I may be
halfway home to no change in my monoclonal gammopathy
diagnosis. The other half, however, sloshes threateningly
until I hear the readine from Dr. G and his analysis of it:
it's the 2li-hour urine test for protein. When I did one
5 years ago, the level was 150 milligrams, and he told me
then a gram is the threshold of concern. The half dozen
or so test readings that are crucial indicators--calcium,
creatinine, hematocrit, platelets, lymphocytes, protein in
urine--are all tightrope walkers toward the lower end of
satisfactory range, except for that earlier showing by
the big orange urine jug; so we'll see if my luck holds.
Last weekend was idolization time--of mel--in Port
Townsend, but we have been in such a spate of property
projects, besides my determination to grind away at 1lth
Man in mornings, that I haven't managed a diary entry
- about it until now, When the Jefferson County Historical
Society director, Bill Temnnent, called me for the second
year in a row asking me to come talk about James G. Swan
and Winter Bros--it was probably the 8th or 10th time over
the years they've asked me--I sighed and asked when it
would have to be. The Society's charter specifies the
annual meeting has to be on the final Sunday in April,
said hes I looked up the tide table, found a nice morning
low tide on Dungeness Spit the firak Sunday, called him
back and specified that date; fine, he saids Saturday
So, we got a fine evocative hike of the Spit on April 1,
went on into Pt. Angeles to load up on stray items at
Swain's amazing general store as we do biennially, then
headed onward to Port Townsend, We were put up in what
is advertised as the carriage house, but is more or less
the semi-attached back room, of the Bartlett House, a
mansard-roof chunk of 19th century architecture, nicely
restored, at the edge of the bluff above downtown.
(Bluff dwellera call their neighborhood, quite sensibly,
uptown.) The Historical Society pres, Linda Maguire, owns
the place and bent every direction to make us comfortable,



6 April cont.--all the way to a Sunday NY Times on our
doorstep., Based there a couple of nights, we socialized
.+ tooth and nail:

--Saturday night dinner at Linda Sullivan and Jeff
Saeger's modern-design but unfinished cabin/house in the
North Beach neighborhood, one house in from the bluff
brink, just west of Ft. Worden state park. Incredibly,
the one-house differential has been barderline hellish
for them, as they lost the lawsuit over access to what
looks for all the world 1like an alleyway at the edge
of their property, their nearest and most natural path
to the beach; and, if I savvy it correctly, it's another
set of neighbors who have recently put up a five-foot
board fence between their place and Jeff and Lind,'s, even
though

7 April--The urine protein reading was dire. 1.4 grams, am
and a total protein reading was also elevated. Dr, G
gently suggested it's time to take a bone marrow sample
through a needle into my hip. I swallowed hard and chose
"~ the earliest possible time, next Tuesday, the 11th. My
other test readings are okay--i.e., about the same as they
have been or down a bit-=~but this one has me seriously
spooked, as a high level of protein in the urine or blood
is an indicator of monoclonal immmoglobulin, produced by
cancer cells. My hunch is that Ginsberg suspects
"smoldering” or "benign" myeloma, given that I don't seem
to have overt signs of the malignant formgybut maybe I'm
underestimating that situation. What I can't scant is
the possibility, even probability, that my diagnosis may
soon change from MGUS to some level of myeloma, Talked
with Carol after supper, and between us what we come up
with is to take this one step at a time, and for me to
not sit around in my head but go over things with her
whenever I want to. Much of that will have to come out
of me choked up, as just the typing of these words brings
on, but I'd better get used to it.



9 April--A quiet Sunday. A literal turn of the page from
the medical bulletin of the 6th. I am, what, reconciled?
. semi-adjusted? to the bone marrow test coming on the 11lth

In the meantime, C and I have taken a few steps toward
getting better nights of sleep, and that has helped a lot.
I've taken one of her sleeping tablets every other night,
and she slept in the guest room the night between, and
sleeping through after midnight #m until L4230 or S instead
of beginning to wake up arocund 2:30 has given me some calm
and general sense of well-being. That is not to say there
isn't a part of my brain that is scared to death of the
bone marrow results--that simply seems to me a rational
fear, But there is an odd warp of reality, given how
good I feel and the possible news within this forthcoming
test.

On the non-medical front: I treated Friday the 7th like

a Saturday, doing yardwork and pitching in with C on her
painting of the now exposed fence where Susan Gainer and

her crew took out the black bamboo patch. On the 5th,
_'the second day of her digging-out work, damned if tree
trimmer Dave Weiss didn't arrive on time, on the promised
day, with his two guys and whacked the upright branches
off our pair of prodigiously growing white plums down-
slope.

This is a Sunday morn of slow rajin, which began y'day
afternoon, adding up to a good soaker. This blessed
pyoperty is wildly in bloom--I1 see the venerable magnolia
along the fence is even beginning to open, and the ever so
aptly named little Cheer rhodendron has been in full bloom
for ten days or so. When we bought this exalted place,
my hope was that we could get five good years here before
health problems began to weigh on us; we managed more than
seven, to late last summer when C's arteritis etec. hit.

11 April--I was just getting around to type in y'day's
good news--Becky's bulletin that Pennie Clark Iamnicello,
‘the Costeco buyer, is making House of Sky her July 'pick!?
in the Costco magazine--when today's came, from ILiz.
Harcourt sold condensation rights to Readers Digest for
$10,000. (We get a split if and when Whistling Season earns



11 April conte.--outy It's to be in the Xmas '06 issue, so
that shouldn't stunt sales of the book. Liz's good news,
- part two: the Costco sales order is 12,000-20,000. I
think even the low end of that is at least ®wice any of
my previous books had there.

On the medical front, another mild(?) perturbation: my
bone marrow test has been delayed two days because the Gp
B staff found that Ginsberg was double~booked at L today.

Good news part three: no sooner was I away from the
typewriter before the phone rang again. "Now old people
like you and me can read the book," came Liz's voice, no
hello or anything. Iarge-print rights, Thorndyke, $é§00
(up from their original $U000 offer to Harcourt, if I
savvied it right).

13 April--A day of fundamental dread. This aftermoon I

take the hipbone marrow test for the presence of myeloma

or not.s And this morn C has a biennial bone density scan,
in the wake of this prednisone episode known to be hard
on bones,

Yet when we returned just now from our morning walk
around the neighborhood I sat down first to the manuseript,
working on a pair of sentences about Ben's homecoming to
Gros Ventre, within the first few grafs of 11th Man,
Proving what? ILife endures until it simply doesn't, I
suppose.

Y'day's bock news, sort of, was Zimhsmsmemtiem Liz
asking whether Sky had ever been published in Britain.
Barely, I sald, in the miniscule effort by Sidgwick &
Jackson in %80, She said her Brit counteérpart, Rachel
Calder, likes my work a lot and will see what she can do.

C and I had a fine day y'day, Betty Mayfield arriving
for lunch from our garden and then driving us up to the
Arlington airport to tour Paul Allen's collection of
vintage planes; I got to peer in the cockpit of a Mustang

and a Tomahawk, for verisimilitude's sake,



April lle=-About l:LO yesterday afternoon Dr. Ginsberg
drove the needle into the back of my right hipbone and

“ took the marrow and bone specule samples which will tell

the tale, He's to see me on the 20th, when he'll have

the results.

In the meantime, as I've told C, I intend to go about
1life as equably as I can. We still intend the anniversary
trip to the Oregon coast, even though the weather is
ranging from poor to rotten. And today I wrote as usual,
pretty good results on 11th Man wordage,

On the medical front with C, her bone scan results
showed some density loss, but she thinks not nearly as bad
as it could have been from this prednisone regimen. She
is wonderfully strong in the attitude she can take on this
medical news, and I'm going to have to borrow as much of
that as possible,

Here's one in the "go figure" category: Dr. G was
running late, yesterday, and despite nearly an extra hour

of stewing in the oncology waiting room, my blood
pressure reading was a nearly ideal 121/70, (Wt: 158,)

April 15--Afternoon, rain letting up after sharp couple of
hours. We are pretty well packed to head for Arch Cape
tomorrow, probably also in the rain. I'm having phases of
apprehension, when my certifiably vivid imagination tries
to prepare for the worst from the marrow test, but keeping
busy helps, the ms helps, C's step-at-a-time approach helps

Have done some desk tidying, ahead of the Oregon trip,
and maybe it's that that reminded me of something C and I
remarked on after our trip with Betty Mayfield-~ how
immaculate (and well-heated!) those airplane hangars were.
We can't even begin to guess what that 1ittle hobby of
Paul Allen's costs--buying up the relic planes, hiring
restoration outfits (the B-17 gun turrets we saw were
impeccably restored), staffing etc. A good outing for us,
and we're going to try to have a good Oregon trip.



19 April--Back from Oregon a day early, and we remarked to
each other during this morning's walk what a relief it is
to be home today without having to face the traffic of
the trip. Except for a really tough patch at Olympia,
traffic flowed rapidly y'day and even so it was a grind.
Despite stints when it rained buckets, we had a good
few days' outing. Three walks of the Nehalem beach, the
one y'day morn in fine mild weather. The best meal at the

Bistro in a while--beef for both us! Oysters so fresh
they were perfection, the night C bravely cooked in the
borrowed kitchen. We had let magazines stack up for the
occasion, and both read at great leisure, not a book
cracked nor a TV clicked on the whole while. The oddest
happening was hand=to-hand combat with the smoke alarm
in the downstairs hallway, which began test-like peeping
and would not quit even when we took out the battery and
then replaced the battery; after my fourth or fifthe
effort at dealing with it, I finally by main force
managed to unplug the entire alarm from the house's
electrical system, and even then the thing peeped
periodically until C took it to the garage and buried it
in rolls of paper towels or some such. That aside, we
marked anniversary #41 well enough there in the Nelsons!'
generously offered abode at Arch Cape, and we've decided
we don't have to hew to the actual anniversary t on
the calendar, with its chronically damp weather (as it was
on the day we were married in Evanston), in the future.

C noted in her diary entry the phone call from Liz on
the 17th: the news that Whistling is a BookSense pick for
June. Another good sign, from my old stronghold, the
independent bookstores.

20 April=--An unlucky number in the results of the bone
marrow test: 30% plasma cells, and the level where that
begins to become a concern is 10%. Dr, Ginsberg ordered
up 2 more blood tests and sent me downstairs for a total
body set of X-rays. WNext, in this harrowing series of
test results, will be a phone conversation with him on the
25th. The upshot of all this appears to be, and it's not
a surprise to me, that he considers my condition has



20 April--crossed into "smoldering” myeloma. That can
remain stable for years, he keeps telling me, and the
- point I must keep reminding myself of is that I am
otherwise healthy and feeling fine, and therefore must
get on with 1ife. Told C when we were both typing up our
notes-~I had her sit in on this verdict from Dr. C--that
I don't have any "why me?" at all, because I've always
figured 1ife asks back, "why the hell not you?" Did tell
her, in choked-up fashion, that what daunts me about the
possibility ahead is going through the end of life from
one cancer treatment to the next. So we know that's
daunting, and now to work through it in the meantime.

21 April--This first day after, I settled to work on The
Eleventh Man, then got in some garden work in the afternoon
and it has been a remarkably sanguine day. C and I are
agreed that this household needs no overpowering goals,

in whatever time is left, but only our customary lives,

Day by day, we'll do our dammedest at that,

' 25 Aprile-l} p.m., awaiting the phone call from Dr. Ginsberg

about the result of my total bone scan.

And I had no sooner typed those words than the phone
rang, with the blessed word from Dr. G that the result
was normal. No Swiss cheese? I asked, referring to the
lesions that are the marker of devgstation within the
bones. All Gouda, he saide

So, as I will now put down in the notes I keep in the
fairly fat MGUS file, he tells me I am at "the best end
of the spectrum" of this affliction. It is irrefutable
that my condition has edged from "unknowm significance"
to "smoldering myeloma", which is plenty goddamn
significant, but the progression so far is textbook slow,
After Dr, Gis call, I went out on the lower deck, called
to C who was gardening nearby "It's over" (meaning the

phone call) and "It's good" (meaning the bone scan news).
We hugged each other, both quivering near tears. On
with life,



29 Jmg.--Christamighty, what a rollercoaster of prospects
this week was. The entries back there at the start, )
awaiting the bone scan verdict, and then when it was
‘quite terrific trip to Whidbey Island, and before that,
our dinner with Alice (Quinn, poetry editor of The New
Yorker)., Details:

--The Whidbey trip was at the instigation of the go-
getting Sno-Isle library system; they made House of Sky
the "community read" and got 1.0 people to turn out for
my Sky speech, in the comely Oak Harbor yacht club. I was
on the beam, and the evening went very well, and we sold
a lot of books afterward. (Including, by way of one of my
bookplates we use as chits when the wanted book isn't yet
on hand, the very first copy of The Whistling Season, due
out of the bindery the next dgy, to a well-preserved
Northwestern U. classmate of mine, Carolyn Elmer, who
showed up with her NU annual with me amid the Latham House
pic). Beforehand, we were fed dinner at the home of the
prez of the Friends of the Library or some such, Dani
, Fowler and husband Vern, plus another library couple,

* ' Pat and John somebody. And we were put up in a beach

cottage, damn near down inkm the surfline, owned by Linda
and John McNamara. Next day, intrinsic to my planning in
all this, we hiked the bluff at Ebey's Landing and caught
it in spectacular weather--today, Ei houwrs later, was foggy
and now it's raining, so we truly lucked out. Then
visited Doug Smith at his stunning Penn Cove place about

i mi. out of Coupeville,

--The dinner with Alice, April 26, This came about
because Linda Bierds, with plenty of poems in The New
Yorker under the hand of both Alice Quinn and her sainted
predecessor Howard Moss, was in charge of a UW session
where Alice discussed her hook of Elizabeth Bishop's
unpublished poems. People would kill to have dinner with
Alice Quinn, but Linda-~this is very Seattle, and very
Linda-~played no poet-politics with it at 21) and simply
invited Carol and me, comfortable old friends. UWhen the
pimee Linda asked us-~this is very Ivan and Carol--there
was a heavy moment of sllence while we simultaneously
pondered, do we want to spend an evening with a possibly
high-maintenance literary New Yorker type? Then good



29 cont.=-gsense kicked in and we said sure, and
Alice turned out to be a delight. She drew about 65
people in the UW session, with Linda and fellow faculty
. member Brian Reed providing some discussion leads, and
then audience g-and-a. Then Linda and Sydney, Alice,
Brian and us, plus Frances McCue who was honchaing Alice's
event at Hugo House the next night, fetched up at a
Brazilian restaurant (Frances' mot-so-great brainstorm, in
tribute to Eliz. Bishop's Brazil years) on the Ave, Bit
of a rocky start in the barely populated place, when we
had a hell of a time getting a drink, and then none of us
knew anything about the menu items. (C guessed and got
vegetarian, which was pallid; I guessed and got a steak,
which was terrific.) So, in the course of the evening,
C put the question she and I had sgreed damn well ought to
be put to Alice, what better chance: how'd she get the job
as poetry editor of The New Yorker? This version is a bit
condensed, and has some sidebars, but this is essentially
is what emerged as Alice, warmed with good food and wine
(and prompted by me, whenever I had to steer things back
from some loudmouth detour Frances threw out) got going--
as she said with a chuckle amid it, "I've never told this
story before.”
It begins with Laurie Colwin, the late lamented writer
who was a friend of Alice's and, I don't know, possibly
published y_g her when A, was ﬁfiction editor at Knopf
en, 1966, It sounded asPAlice, Laurie, and other NY
literary types were somewhat ‘aware of a not particularly
adept waitress, somewhere where they all ate, and Laurie
took the step of getting this barely-kitchen-broken but
interesting waltress involved with her in a program for
serving meals to homeless women. It soon devolved, says
Alice, that of course she was not a true waltress but a
writer in waiting, and Laurie asked to see her work. She
had four or so shart stories, and Laurie soon was telling
Alice, you've got to read these, Alice did, and soon was
\ saying the same to Bob Gottleib, her boss at Knopf, and
' they agreed these were the best short stories they'd seen
in "the past six months," high praise around Knopf, I guess
They called the young woman in--lo, she was Deborah
Eisenberg--and asked if she had tried ssmhmse these



LY

29 Jmge cont.,--on any magazine. Yes, Eisenberg said--and
here Alice imoihomied mimicked her chin-up but slightly
- quivering response, The New Yorker had been very
encouraging but hadn't taken any. Why was that, I gather
the Knopf editors wondered, and the answer of course was
spelled S-H-A-W-N, Even then, Eisenberg was living with
Wallace Shawn in a2 manner so oblique and hush-hush they
might as well have been Eskimoes in an igloo in a whiteout-
when Eisenberg's latest book came out this spring and was
being raved about as Chekhovian, the NY Times tried to ask
Shawn asbout their 1ife together and @R all he would say
is that he and she are "sorewhat mysterious" to each
other--and with Willjam Shawn running The New Yorker (and
maintaining his own whiteout lovenest with Lillian Ross),
nobody at the magazine knew what the hell to do with what
they, and probably most of all Bill Shawn, saw as this
nepotistic conundrume The upshot was that Alice and
Gottleib signed up Eisenberg, assuring her all she had to
do was write more such stories so they would pukdi=h have
... enough for a book, and meanwhile, on the basis of the
Enopf book contract, they would just send those first four
or so stories to The New Yorker again and see what
happenedes With that Knopf gangplank laid down, the New
Yorker nervous nellies clambered aboard the Eisenberg ship
of talent and, Alice says, published four stories in a
year's time, virtually unprecedented for an unknown writer.
Comes now, sometime amid this but evidently in 1986, a
phone ecall to Alice at Knopf. He was famous/notorious, she
said, for murmuring into the phone, "This is William
Shawnt: S-H-A-W-N" but in this case he skipped the spelling,
because he knew she knew son Wally, by way of her writer
Deborah, He was equally notorious/famous for not finish-
ing sentences and getting to the point, so she was treated
to something along the lines of "I'm calling just on the
chance...l don't know what your situation there may be,
you're probably...but if you were to ever,..why then
we'd be,.." and she finally divined this was the Shawn
version of a job offer and she said she'd love to meet him,
As C and I count it, Alice was then 38, and of course
quite a personage in the publishing world as a Knopf



29 cont.--fiction editor, but she said she had never
dressed $o0 carefully and nervously for anything in her
. 1ife, except her first date with her partner Laurie Kerr,
as that meeting with Shawn: "I even wore a hatl" 5he
sald she was so strung-out that she stopped on the way at
Janet Malcolm's, just hoping Janet would tell her she
looked good. ("Did Janet come through?" I asked, "She did!
Alice laughed.) The session in Shawn's office indeed led
to her coming to The New Yorker, as one of their fiction
"regders" or whatever the hell they call people who are
assistant editors in resgler places of the world, with
New Yorkerish consequences such as these:
~-She was assigned to write assessments of fiction the
magazine was considering, and noticed as she went along
(a) her reports tended to run a page or so long and the
other assessors' were more like a paragraph and (b) stories
she had not given nice grades to showed up in the pagzes of
the magazine fairly frequently.
-=Nobody thought to provide her an office. (I mgy be
off in the chronology here, and this happened after she
became poetry editor, but I think it took place here when
she first signed on.s Ultimately, Janet Malcolm came
through again and told her to use hers, as (again, how
New Yorkerish is this?) she herself never did, So Alice
ended up in the corridor of offices known as Sleepy Hollow-
populsted by the old non-producing cadre Shavm gave
shelter to, Brendan Gill, Philip Hamberger, Emily Hahn,
and somebody else Alice cited.

Alice figured out, then or later, that she had been
brought aboard because Chip McGrath of the fiction dept.,
was also the #2 poetry editor and the actual editor,

Howard Moss, was in his final illness--i.e., McGrath had
his hands full outside of fiction and Alice was to bolster
that situations Thus she was within the walls when Shawn
at 18t was kicked out for the magazine's musty ways and,
aha, tke his successor was Alice's old Knopf boss,
Gottleib. (Sidebar: Telling this part, Alice said, "Why,
there had never been any...oh, what do you call it?" She
had turned to me and in puzzlement I was offering up
standard magazine functioning fare such as double-truck



29 April cont.=--ads, supplements, and so on as the phrase
Alice was searching for. Across the table, Frances piped
. up: "Market research?" "That's itl" said Alice.) There
" 'was a period of turmoil and protest when Gottleib came to
the job, but Alice said he simply posted a short simple
statement amid the bulletin board calumny of him for daring
to replace the immortal Shawm, to the effect that he
intended to run the magazine and looked forward to working
with everybody. As I savvied it, there was some overlap,
or maybe it was before Gottleib entered the building, but
Alice had a great description of the fall of the titan,

I think her phrasing was "Shawn reeling around in his
Belgim bolled-wool suit.”" The long and short of it was,
when Gottleib put some structure in the staff, there Alice
was, a known and trusted quantity to him, and he made her
poetry editor, the preeminent spot of its kind in this
country.

5 May--Ho for Nebraska. I am in blue jeans and a new tan

sunproof shirt, with my Akubra packed in the suitcase,

C and I both wearing hiking boots, to leave in 25 min,
for the airport and the Nat'l Homestead Monument gig.

has been one helluva busy week; Costco magazine

interview Monday, KWEBE radio (Beatrice, NEB),Wed., an hour
on phone with Tom Nolan for his on-line Bookselling This
Week piece y'day. Plus sizable q'airres answered for
harcourtbooks.com and Powell's newsletter. By god, though
T st111 got a few pp. written. ;
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May 16-~This, I believe, is a first: a 1little after L this
morning, it was 66 degrees. I woke up exceedingly early
as I do every morning when I haven't taken sleeping
‘tablets and when I went out to xkeek see 1f the news-
papers had come yet, it was eerily balmy. We'll see if
y'day's forecasted hot weather--85, which the day didn't
come within 10 degrees of--is showing up today.

Life is busy, busy. I am determinedly polishing the
11th Man ms chunk I want to get to Becky even as the
Whistling Season takes on more and more life of its owne
I need to be careful, stay braced for nasty reviews and
other hiccups, but signs have stayed consistently good
the past week and more. There was ecstasy at Harcourt
last Friday when Oprah Winfrey's more or less eponymous
magazine, 0, came out with a review that said, among
other wonderful things, "You feel as if you're in the
hands of an absolute expert at story-making, a hard-hewn
frontier version of Walter Scott or early Dickens."
That's the second Dickensian reference so far, in the
. reviews process. Meanwhile, I'm hearing from booksellers

who have a crush on the book; Rebecca Willow of Park-
Place Books in Kirkland Bhoked up when she was telling me
on the phone about not wanting the book to ever end. Tt's
a long road ahead, the booktour trall, but if the book
does well that will ease the way considerably.

Did some socializing last weekend, Tony Angell & lLee
here for a crab feed Friday night, then on Saturday we
caught the L1:30 ferry to Kingston, were met at the dock
bty Eric Nalder, and merrily went off to Suquamish for
dinner at his and Jan's cute-as-a-button place that locks
across the water toward ours, Ah, and then there was
Sunday when life here, on this blossomed property, in this
blessed house, took on a persona of its own in the perfect
weather. C and I dsbbed a bit at yardwork, had a lunch-
time beer on the deck, and leaned back in life.



19 May--C is upstairs reading the 93-pp. chunks of 11th
Men ms I intend to send in to Becky on June 1, pub day
‘of Whistling Season. Can't generate any more literary
traffic than that.

Weather has shifted, cooler and grayer, after a spate
of days in 70s or even 80.

22 May=-=A day of running kemme hard to stay in place,
medically speakinge Over the weekend, not only did the
ribcage sore spot wax and wane, but a shadowy line showed
up in the corner of my left eyees Of course neither of
our beloved ors for such ailments, Kato nor Faulstich,
is in on Mondays, so I sighed hard and had things checked
out @ Group Health anyway:
--Dr. Bil1l Baluch, in the same pod of doctors as Pat
Kato, is a good-looking crewcut guy of middle age; said
he was glad to meet me, he'd shared This House of Sky with
his father in BRhode Island etc. His diagnosis of my rib
situation did not encompass the quick-cure cortisone shot
' I'd hoped for--he sald a cortisone injection in that
chest area risks a lung deflati on--and so I ended up with
advice on mildly exercising that side of the body (to keep
the muscles loose), use a hot pad, and a couple of levels
of pain reliever if the going gets tough on the booktour
trail.
~~Dr, Brian Rhee, the ophthalmologist in Liz Faul-
stich's stead, was yourper but thorough (T*m just now
getting over the eye dilation, 5+ hrs ago) and assured me
it's a floater in the eye, not a dreaded detached retina
or the 1ike, It's a bigz one, unlike any others in my
long history with these squiggles, wimik and what alarmed
me were times when it appeared to be a straight dark line
at the very outer edge of my vision; he said it may be a
couple of months before it dissolves significantly.
Other than that, and the beating thet the sleep
routine has been taking around here (I've spent the past
'3-h nights in the guest room), I suppose I'm okay. We
are entertaining tooth and nail; Linda Sullivan and Jeff
Saeger coming tonight, we're going to lavish messy beef



23 May--ribs on them. David Williams and Majerie came
for a Sunday morning walk j'day, and along w/ coffee we

' fed them the rest of the applesauce cake David Laskin
brought when he and Kate were here the night before. So,
our little writing colony has been flourishing; our bunch
of Whistling Seasons came and so T'm glving freebies to
friends like these, joyously. Kate and David make a great,
wide-ranging, funny evening; they are deadly hilarious

on their twin daughters, who are not alike and don't much
get along--Kate cracked us up with her imitation of Alice
having perfected the talk-to-the<hand gesture, f.e. the
dramatic don't-tell-me flourish of the young and put-upon.
David had a cood line to report from Epic Larson, who ever
since his book Isaac's Storm (and now Devil in the White
City) has been a fixture on the national best-seller list.
Eric's wife is a neo-natologist, and at parties her
oblivious fellow medicoes still come up to him and ask
condesdendingly, "Still writing?" He tells them, "Yes-=
still doing neo~natology?"

2 May--We're in a showery stint, two or three days'

worth by now and that many more in the forecast. Among
the vegs, beans and tomatoes are stalled, peas and lettuce
adore this weather.

Am going to try to do one small dab of brushup on the
100 pp-Eleventh Man chunk tomorrow, but other than that,
all is preparation for the book tour. Spent today getting
filecards into my traveling notebook for interviews and
q—&ﬂ.&-

Aches and pains report: my side is troublesome at night,
when I have to sleep entirely on the opposite side. Using
a heating pad, especially at naptime, does help to keep
the muscles and other glop loose under there.

27 Vay-~Y'day I was called "beloved" (in print; John
Marshall's "Best Bet" slot of week's literary events)
and received (into the Piper brokerage account) $22,500,

the finale of The Whistling Season's series of advances.

Today, we'll see; C is out right now buying the Seattle

Times for its review of Whstling. And in a couple of



27 May cont.--hours I'1l sign up 50 books being brought
here to the house by Jane Laclerfue of the Fireside book
store in Olympia. This coming week s the real onset of
'of the booktour, 3 events and then on Sunday I pack for
San Franelisco.

So it's busy, made more so by my tendency to overwork
the tasks. Y'day I malled off meet-the-author posters
to Montana bookstores. Necessary? Dunno. I do it on
"ean't hurt, could help basis.”

While Whistling is acrobating into the center ring,
I've been busy lining up the next act, shipping the 1st
100 pp. of The 11th Man to Liz (who actuzlly is in Turkey
or somewhere; agents seem to have the right financial
angle on the book biz) and readying Becky's copy to FedEx
it in for arrival on June 1, publication day for Whistling.

The weather is in its customary Memorial Day weekend
snit--chilly, gray, soggy--although it's supposed to
improve on Monday., C and I went to Swanson's nursery
y'day morn, where 1 bought the biggest tomato plants 1
could find to replace the weather-whipped miserable

specimens I started from seeds.

9:05 a.m.--C just arrived with the S. Times review, and
it's again by Tim McNulty (he hinted to me as much when
we crossed paths at my Port Townsend gig, but I thought
it might be teogood to happen) and it's again good. So
the local media has been nice to me, always a relief in
that our friends don't have to get upset on my behalf,

30 May-~The long holiday weekend passed quietly and
pleasantly, particularly after the weather let up. BHad
dinner at the Walkinshaws on the 27th., Walt's balance
problem doesn't improve--at his age, it almost certainly
never will--and so he gets around with a big-handled cane
and sfpends a lot of time in a favorite chair reading; but
he's lost nothing mentally. Another good evening with
those irreplaceable friends--Walt goes back to New Deal
days in his lawyering career.
So, I have greatly enjoyed the past 2-3 days of putter-

ing and gardening, and tomorrow, I expect, the book biz
roars back to life,



31 May--The Whistling Season is a bestseller, Debuted at
#15 on the fiction list of BookSense, the independent
stores' compilation. Hot dam.

Also, to the surprise of this household, the booktour

veer into Canada is still on, albeit to only--onlyl--
Calgary, with Winnipeg having been cast aside.

So, on this eve of publication day, this book about a
one-room school and a dream-ridden boy is doing quite
well., As for me, I spent the last half of this morning
practicing my reading selection, for Elliott Bay tomorrow
night and beyond.

Earlier this morn, put the bold new tomato plants from
Swanson's into the ground, on S side of the house. Seems
a good day for it, warm but mostly overcast.

1 June-~Publication day in the best possible fashion:
Harcourt has gone back to press on The Whistling Season,
5,000 more copies on top of the original 28,000, Becky
Jjust called with that news, along w/ gratitude for
receiving the 1st 100 pp. of The Eleventh Man. Her other
news i{s that the Harcourt operative who works w/ Amazon
has bought a link to McMurtry's new book, so that arnyone
who hits on Telegraph Days is also propositioned with
Whistling (which I find hilarious), and there'll be a
New Yorker ad in one of the next 2 issues.

While things are swimming along here, it's chastening
to think of Craig and Kathy lesley. I called them to see
if we could get together for dinner before my Powell's
reading in Portland, and the answer is no way in ge -
Kathy is back east with her dying father, Craig is going
back there this weekend, and " peanyhile their younger
caughter Kyra is terribly precarious--recently diagnosed
with bi-polar condition, evidently akin to what we used
to call manic depressive. ©Seven times she's been
hospitalized, and at least once Craig has had t o call the
police on her. He said again, as he did the last time
we saw him, she's drinking to self-medicate herself.

I hope this turns out to be not as grim as it is trerding,
but it is hard to see how this can end short of a grave
or an institution.



4 June--Big rain, underway when I got up to go to the
bathroom at half past midnight and just lately has let up,
around 9.

This is Sunday, with the airport part of the booktour
looming tomorrow when I go to San Francisco. The book's
first 3 days here could hardly have gone better: 200 people
and a strong signing at Elliott Bay on publication night,
June 13 100 of Seattle Public Library's biggest donors at
luncheon the next day, and 48-50 books sold, with the rest

of the Friends of the Library's agreed-upon order of 75
either designated for someone or headed for the gift shop,
f.es no returns; and y'day, 68 Whistlings sold at the
venerable 1ittle Edmonds bookshop, total of 80 sold from
Mary Kay's initial buy of 120. And so, huzzah.

Last night was our annual baseball game, courtesy of
Marshall Nelson's law firm, and so there C and I and Ann
and Marsh were, ensconced in suite seats while the woeful
Mariners beat up on the even more woeful KC Royals. We
left at the end of six innings with the M's ghead 1l-1l.

. Once again it was newspaper exec nfght--Rowland Thompson
of Inland Press Ass'n, Dick Clever of the Skagit Valley

Herald, David Schneiderman (buddy of Liz Darhansoff in his

NY days) of the Village Voice's digital end of things,

and so on,

And, in what I have to admit is an interestingly varied
1life these days, after the booksigning y'day and ahead of
the ballgame I went to Bill Davis's place in Edmonds and
traded him a signed book for some more scionwood for apple
and pear tree grafting.



S Faamcieo, (bt fo ot 05/0c/c
AN {QM/ Aufh. 40664) -“-4» S-"[Lu....(z/g(j
Count,” tholand . R 2oul- a.u_.ls Ao

(7«3 Gl C o W, 1 af Coif N Mar havoa
host bafora, Calite cana Aela. abomy bemaatds Tha
Ortndonuss, \'-]-li A tihe Aachalt acwabrow Al
Wl urhls", 7 Ax vaur— 4 ?—m—w
J-maﬁu mdu, — - Tha Yoo urll

(mnf{.];mmﬁmwﬁ G s apprrava Jmf’o;
olownm M#Sﬁﬁ Jao.ur(gq rrvugy | J-J\j&q,
toﬂ(.u_ %— adosa 7 mlA) ones NRPes /m.d- C&L.f.w‘f‘
oLnAJ"EJ\... elanch Aw-u.lud 7[!-de Meer
Catiaion Acewn qﬁ&&{ roucl mo, 3 olans cw ST
Al ot o Ve weq et ‘LMM{;_{}

Y ures 0w fonalt toma —
Uns- o.;:a""Q 7.36, M.-\L(‘JUJSQ @4< ﬁ":a* L5,
mthvug M) 3'4» bq U fema Thu Acems Liros

L : > l.r'-#nAA'fJb.:

Ui amuglet San oy B3 0o my aiqRf
c_mrm.wmuu.a.‘l\\j_ ALY tha ol
ha & Yot - rastact A :
CC&AwmA, raflon Chor Yo &, USA Te

~N- UJSJ)J aeamt T tha &.\LN-\. rMMM
G asea Cathuotrot o Umeora Clutr ‘/VU-«(QM!‘.-&_
brancdn . tha shocts b tntobasl Tha Fol chy
Sfan iy fol "/;Md?»da.dh&, 2 wewan ¥
Yere aman Thy m‘;?/:tnd'mfmm
G.cmnﬁah.um-w abnd 5o,
e ALsnle 5 Kl vty 1 o
a —d'v;jm_%oagméjiw



L m/.\..-d‘-ﬂ'-m" AL Ty | StomaThing bds. a
24 ‘.?,Q_{ML [~ ¥% 3 nodl ? A‘Mﬂ-ﬂ! A,-'.u:gj.
Ui G sin L. O — Apinsn ¥ biucholioy - oy
/.JM? anfammas B such ern oLl onorand B
—:: = (orwn: jfa Cathactial ¥ ﬂm;{m
ARy - id ol Ao oboyp Tha Hanwties -
o Bord o g?m'%w.::“
Mo from The Lok M% L.
T rMA 'y comfaod %fu-q‘f‘m‘ R0 I
I Y, 99N, Alm‘Ar-mu&M\ MM,JM.AA. mw&v’ﬁ.
U untd fomldvrdaﬂo?.a a4 6"—30-4‘“‘1‘
tads, ¥ d-lwt74 Afrsrgs o o Lt et dom
M\:‘:};—?\Am‘l . 2 ‘-M-l.,a.l.m& Loy moda
M th o Lreloesol M—qurf-lmﬂf/m
ol witin, 8 asiclas Tha Fos che

w CAIM"JLG:K M:},deMﬂ
P-L-rh. coladi Thre Tha pank  sows witlh
A‘b\u{lmraa, Ao wjfd.a‘ffb—.djd v/}
muﬁmnmm,ms/.;jm Lrushsa Aol
a't.c:f-n;?b- m.,\mt«/ ALd.

- UJ!ML.. Acsan 4 \ltuuﬂ&d
storamkld to Unids Q:.?,_ %—fmuqm,
B“‘"’"&d Ba ‘f - /lw—o'ﬂu.r(n.u‘ !A LJVI"
Lo Aot i gpaiag!s oS Barowh] Baro. clara
mfiﬂﬁmm éw/ou:ﬂq C g et ¥
fuwd, Bhe e e g o
AR irp Dyl L Y

Uy st



éjum/j—mm_,{@ oAd Lruutlolang, Ahopa
m;t,w..j #nu._ 200-300 gots ustFo The

el aal ova Vu.w-. [
= SuigTy

,“4. ((,.u‘fvm—
wrerwdd h{nm,b.,(um h ))qca\_._‘a-u-(am

r"-H M) aﬂ.tlw':jk &SM A+&T, P ?M.:_&_
M(‘j“{jj$s? J"" 2 Amehn 5f4mm =
Arossn.. e Lo Yo Thie AL - conton'Y- apet
ta Thae Chacmielas a.dam*amﬂ Yo a0 fo om o
b anact Mom. might-d umniast o +MM
M o Calr Un foma Yo Apoas wwchy
M vt oma. Wi mo TBrouwlrl A-'Q'ﬁ“ﬂm Wt
CV:{‘&?C ‘\M ‘\ﬂAJ.JI_L w-u'f'Jﬂ'\AM“h '{
Aovna fuws) eofan conman rm..'tu. Tany Blzﬂj.
Anvaant 7 ha tha fochef (swa Coae
r@a T 63\11% Zomf.c.‘.e f.%%—r.,;
Sat s [’ pase-the - fuma. ounplomast
I roocling ¥ uhy,

(0:30 momr 28 ent- Faoah hownde. %- VI oA of/
To Cofu h&cﬂaat f‘mbd_?m&?x o o5
o, WU olow'+ hava mauct L.ra_ {nmkﬁ-
O-NA.‘J\\ M':uj.g-—,,.g mg.(m. WNM, mo Chaon
VUL — % do ur Ahadl setoban. throuh —
"m-{-‘}{""""‘ 'f‘j/"‘&w, Faond q‘:amu':u - w'tuu a

Snous



QJJN,"’:S*Q.P-AM-DW:.(%M
Arisn't CWEJ-M-H-L To Yo a AQ-T'\J b-{-l_l-kl
avamts tovebisedr @ Bevk P A, T tm
Paorumm, med ans. LA Ty Cmr(hu.uﬂj
a dnezz, " Yaah, Auna may ¥ Asad , Mo, AL
Aa.\‘l)!e-vﬁ.-%k& KD ot a Tolf afack pra-
onalang :f- b Ai)m.lcﬂ, Al w-\' haot o fanll lhouia -
(S, Toim Aol = ot g Anosling | Urbtoh wtnd
Al T e .d-mvﬂ'kﬂ‘, M3 Yo 4z utilha, TA
i-.«-: ¥ crask Yo aonth Tomight St ffasyd,

@ BoshsmniThl,
\ﬂ.».a../.uu-ma-. Jd MMATWA{M.J"&
g, = C{#‘GMMJ&‘M, L:-\mQM)

(:30. H o Avau~ ] o~ (M\u.. 4 Foluor m-:dmd‘
Limote o Corfa. Meslsna — 4L ToNmiar — <o
r?w- hedd vaal .u.,e(.,.‘..;, o tha
mroncin ] _‘..J that gt o WALk o beetToun,
7ju.w. %Md M"“"‘"O‘s BovhdmiTh wwed
a ool | uma if LN, A ot o dbrasm nThe
amclisves (), uwut aw — comma o Thk T
S — oI Coumtan— Mfuﬁa Lorefatena
Avr e wat ot ST sowa 4810
e i Oelolly , Cha v/ Lroets 4vld Assumid
To ot wrnbtn Tha auslataes — @oltamen
Nolany MA.M‘(‘AK:JL.Q & o1 /0, pluy



'T Qﬂd —M\Lw“@ b ok ul—
i Cha bl Asalamnont ¥ Faurmsol o

pes> ¥ Thon -r' u.,u Al udues, Lodlay
urm‘fc ud.\.l th(am
‘a“’“ "“& 7“‘-&5‘{ Qmwm

IAF- AeTi Lot Afasi— mﬁué-.\ pryver

€ - 13SAM, .,._//1 J,Sxm.

?cﬂflua’ )M'\‘M ol corua uu. u A

EW&&ASMU'&L
w & MG&M%o&mvm Uy

/a./ﬂ.-l&n 'CN;.&M e-{f/q...'a.a. ccerottat «

prtapng e mber B

MMM# .Ao Mz qkf‘u\ Mva

dﬂcuw_ﬂumm Jh.ﬁnol#bmu—
 C, orhe ufl; 2ad WA L o SOW, Cdkuﬂ-lq
L B/ wm?m et Luf ﬂ:SUA Mad.l-u
ot B lock Gak B oll\ﬂ#",or-‘-“’."-—
O-C-AMWA‘I‘NMQ// Vv qu
olfhonaeh N 'L o.‘.’,,ug.",‘ lﬂﬂ”-l-l:.-u./m w_'m
oAt oldus «f rsocdliay to ISB* u“ga‘
erorm Thaa> - & Lmaght 28 SQM
‘ﬂ{’"“‘hl‘ Se, e Y/ f v:g.,,.‘_(‘,.‘1

/'/Mcmdﬂ weat u-J-. Tha 2 S#Eauy, .

Uwread ""W‘V'O ?dd—'owof wAhsas. Tha
raVieis~ G Tha %mam ool ek nonind



pota & cont= prowmutine, I ualh
Luch L Al rmt‘f(MQmum ® P,u:;q
SW ﬂh*m.ﬁMMuo(&‘f‘o q.jqd
saent ea ;M‘J\ km.':.._, dotr SoUk Sach
HM' A d‘(‘_hm whe hoa oNtfEa
Aol o "“"*"-w;“:audl‘uww,ubm#
b Coudel aatiun Ha wes falhetiva At o
ot f ¥ Amasr Tha qomt 20%0ay pacss
CJM““JK Wi s~ SFJM avmvma b Yo
Rovmour ooma ha obuls' T, Asrod aq Tha. Lan Inbmae
. (st ianq Fomn #etad) S A

o Big o on
“’VM U\.;Ndk 1 oo To
aof Aurman WI\.LPM meontacl L
s obrsodsd Tow B Aslga taaghe on mot
A‘\\.r.n. (\H’ A‘qu fgodh, “o ML:,{) /Uqab.. f-(oi.( Yo
R tach Oeh) Hald Proak's olorong ¥ u.ﬂ{m.a
T C’"‘G"“q C'a) amands ot < F moan
maadh; odl Suﬁ'l'-/\ula.,m:
- Manan® Wed aufronf R sitosnant-
Clmallotminn) .
- Lumeb® d L Fohaun m, ConYa Mashine.
Qv ast A:-U-@'um ~ /‘Td\ﬂ?r. bm)

" Rusdh, @ Qanan's M;um aa AVOA.
CHJJ:M A'M*Jl“ ‘\MM ¥ ConuA -
. B "'M;*J&./‘AGM FHao
Mo LiA e i ot qm}mu

‘A C‘ L.Q.} mvf'tlu q.ﬂm-’
-T. qropb Ava A{m‘),/w'm‘( Chremag



4,%.& conl. = Fronk Ansir of | callsa
O S(omithum, &+ 2ust Ufha bagon b/ O,
W ha o e Yonndrc Aﬁu‘d_' Alaalk o Ret2patn
% Aok, Fronk Aol grllad tuma b Aaea
'—““"“: jaw jnu.b: Y AW
b owr, ot 760 AN A paal to %*-«U«Na:
ol aun uATVd Meﬂ) %:qimma“n.nvaj'lﬂ
?q(,;n Y mowr aulsy Q.U\TMT:QU.-R.
’;mq-%;f’a E-M?“?‘hﬁﬁp. Loaf nf&d@
Mw’ﬂ, 705 vn ounliam
o~ oNedany m-m,@& Oy wrAs Baovuaned
50, Tha omobava war mf wa domm foose
Quet Larsn- alha R o, Ut
‘(’Am{ ?Md.uvr tam s %M{:h f-M“"‘Q
AL i skl guostchi, i Lo 2
ade ) T I Coed | \B‘ W:L
D . Sha. peotsd s suf /“"'4@""”
\A-‘LAJM“’/ BCUAMQVMWW.
A ot viait, othonah (At el S Ta O
H&Kﬂ. Sv‘!@f Amole Ahaku T ke dunactat
b Laviiy, % sk Pauny HaCHS bmed -
d;_mw_uwmmu St
(T o by ooy ‘f.;;mfwl Bonbrug
2““‘“‘3”‘—%43“\ ¥ up ated @
3*%%%&,% Loy 4 candfan Barnu
NeArs- 41, aotan & Guas, whann U aoonin -
Af‘n‘// M‘*-é-ll’ Slias ol 20! ‘:‘*Q"‘ﬁ‘f““&-



MM/MMM@W ol Form,
m‘mww y wa;m.:l "‘"“1‘7‘ {cm

a-T- !u“,q.,q”ag:mh kool a

LI./ - LR tamagl ‘am W)Mmdtq.

A kil Avewm . & of covnma mef o ol

émm 2o, ‘Tb:u, 'gnv-b(- QU:A‘\.IUJ.ho(‘ of/‘.

sttt/ Bontmua Yo ths bea@ tfiqqiu udint

o, hool o m'.qp._umaw v
Mﬁa 2 o'cleed Latsav i W/

{ Bakar, LAy s of i trka @

- .ﬁa.awﬂ..a-ﬂ..j-wf.r&f

tonvaun, &_&m‘hm e O rarn P .
MA*M‘ MMWW Lvvba €
oy Canadn, As uAnt ohay . T Ay
-i'{a-d'h'ﬂuﬁm,n. anch. Al ‘l-b&uﬂa.

3-« 1 ot —d{me Afemh Mlﬂ‘S\A (tha



/4 Jux_ Ol h Cava ?&ibroblfg- o
o

“ A Sia
faa .«.'A.?; giﬁarhrmﬂ&:m%
bh, J.ﬁ \ﬁu’lh:-'fw.t btsmaty - Omel 20
sl a AGA Pre 9 ‘&j'el o 4
'f'awrul thaomal the Tove affroefion Asns baudt
e MmAdsA e Yo 422’
= Tha w ol P, (aFof T
ol-a@ ?n.u..ae.m:j‘f?uﬂ-r - AGMM{AM
@"Md‘k“r‘fu/ "1:“4“1 L 2, | AL rM
AMMJ&&,AMM—:&A&.-L‘ -
Low Trormn -:’ s oln.rbnm_ G manj v
VN ouhad A .:{ ' bhod o‘dMq‘. 7'Amuu
¥ As cola: oot ﬁmajo/h.;‘:) tn CaTanprnTaiim,
"A/&AW \‘-jnw PR aodry
WAt Yo Mantiia, o At 7‘«-5‘] '?u.
A molrasi~ QJ-Jaﬂ 25 tpstpactiva. My u7/u woa
Uit CAL Maca opams @ 10, v weldaol o
wimt\m,ofﬁ,\' ‘f‘mmumM
¥ il nhuaj_~g¢m ' van—
Michlaol thas, W Austliol o w:,,.ﬂ\
T_‘_ f""“';w i ?‘nu.rn?‘u( {oﬂ. /0!30,
Pha G bost Ukl o AU,
AToffar bopad onfe o cbaln ¥ Chan ol et
T ena :l‘o /. Wald 4y ok ‘_u“ﬁm. Qlrend
n Frekat Lol tolon., Ara. coma. oaeTiun
A‘vh' alhan ‘vﬁ'f'-oﬁqzﬁm/m?‘u:& weg



14 frens m?‘- = mowr 70, T hel amoola ama
a.l-m‘ Chundh, o e AbA W comdef oo T
ot msda Tha 2 o'clnd

Lock @ tha Omac Kotk of anru..m.....g(‘m..
bl-m‘:ﬁé (un2y a e Ulust actviu from a VY
en Ul G LY 7m)\iw.n‘nk T
‘,.‘/ - AM‘)’;?S“T.“Q (- .c_‘....‘, Qumsd @ M siadiism
tmataod e asalant d‘m Orvtme 20
Yolrts, rsifomnamy. Sr‘-—-'f‘h-u:q_ . Thha amtasbinnn'y
A mmamicam Aat ascteon, % profi Aamr
tgwad-- r.w&&l ,.,.;:.:M LZ::&:’K-& Avang '
&’ ¢°~a enow-( owdrly Aavasn) poaitonn oYl
"/VW (ﬂ- #[mabu..w- Fasrssasth "(AW-\-( q:YcUu‘fl
(om0 SAUN' Unmion of B Pacifle) . Thiu
TGMRJ e chiodaq. P;'f‘g, Aomel uredy, o Tha
cofaTona , Thiu 9T o buna e gaf™ i
L. - 2 amrFnia S0 N As Waly

)

N Tha /! 30 uJ«T..:KA_‘h‘AL.\ —f oAt /NeT oI

LoaT vrea i B adily o) Acowq — 8 @7 O2=
Thawast T OJU;‘H\':. Lk, BM'}"QT 8 o

OO T ttn /. A/‘M 'b-.o&.q

' Yo
"Gama“"':"—:bta, " c.m}(-;‘roahnp n
Al 2aal ﬂgmﬂamit&uﬁ o tha 7O A

The dom éw.fg agans, ¥ On B fnithed
P'\': s V‘j Mmm-—--ﬂmﬂufﬁk Yoo
gvionwy onan, L\MMWT comena — Lhava

Cowu alfomuns l:ul'b'uu_ Wwewel 4 j“’”""( MJ"'



de\w._N P?\A?.VS‘._z ~Borfoun wrea .
Dk&.f.rrouﬁ 1€ @ Newbuy, Us Reeta You
\S.Mv,ﬂ.\ .\\.PJ. o houn U).r_._..p..i .Q.)F

:t.mrl Pn..c.? *\_o\\.n. 1? a hrw ﬁ _ug._..ruﬂ
cods

Chachaan 4 aud L...?»AL.)@ a -4
A2y founont, Q”u“«w Ahsn boad Ttha Lovha hay

a. &t sol Fiom oh!hv_ &?P_ts-?r P.\.-.S.%so_?r
ANolord X o smdney s Tna ouncbisacin,
Ao A TPIPM % E.Mlgs{ Pnn}.?iM
%S. W het a ﬂg—v\% D\.!SL Lr»&Fﬂﬁfr
ot fedas, _).J.:...S?..”ﬂ?r ..“.,.._n:_:.fnh QB Q.ﬂn&bmmrth

ﬂbbb.!!-b;d Pkb}...?ch. ....5...\_.9;. - Raarak = am oA
§a. W J;b)o.u.es.a} erat .A lﬂﬂpdr%aﬂ\l .
we Unlhad 1S-28 opia. To Aasch o can), B
WU Frepat- \. maclanan _..PrP.) Es....*pk._,ha
U.Ek?isﬂ? troflee Sha fapumsel
[> P I S Y Yu.. F.F .%0 AS.G ok tbiof gﬂ.‘.z
aun howa | o6 oo b - bown of tast — aks alrern
tha wdats )r:ceff...d .\.:..m.xwhrhu o O
o T s+§rcu wraal , Adse, ol Omyp
Ml tas med Somvamant o Smquriine wa
Wane guiuy , pastfrsafandy Nowha, ubonsos

Sl Unantu Kotal tn ﬂ.e.tsb).‘iq.r.. bﬂ
ZP_..S&.MN... werdd hapa b2on Th Rooton

.«ko\\ﬁ.ﬂ s Tnafion trea adismanast L
atuat ec.P\-.r)+ om a. Yesly i:.rm%vcuwfu\ﬂf

.C?r Yol s prvh g T O (0
T



9,.... 16, W yamethomm KA - Clarh'a D,
Arad

M I‘l-l-Lo- S"t‘n.a- ’ mm &
-Pu"u'f‘u:A"‘ AN “Mf’mt ’ v $E .“.q
@tm_.a-“...'.j, 17 , € The Afora u ol
o ) Lt /0 o_er...'..;. M Aa :u‘r ,ﬂf‘bm
R ahon Abour om VPR cheshact rcaklly ; -

BT 4 throughond (2, Disaalh
meqtl«._ulfnm-mdmd(mh' . "
MW«ULEU Aw"& WRZA X, % Hiosalla
D amkanakia camd b AAmA/o-\cM“M
\jfr’f'ﬁ MMMM,KAM'IM
oAhan oo QA Jaema ol AL oMokt ot i
Leruaat Yo 4 e T tep /T okl off b
ahent M, Cntjk;‘lgfw 7 w ‘-g{"‘"‘
AMM*M'U:Q“\J %-uu‘. < I;sv.un'lw.dj J.l.an::g—-
Ao M-lu( -wa\,'tku. Ao - obd¥aac.
204 A - m o Liomady i 13 e BB oalorn,

Ado:tw,wi callicl Tha Love o
iy fa, O oot Tha ity Tht wm"‘.‘;]
D Unh om Tt B Samin Laafatlon 6T
AH‘\ 3&@#@0\&4) #‘fl.#w&s-&uﬁa.

&I125AM, ovan ova v EML
boﬁd@/‘- ) ek oo Mﬂfﬂf&‘{m‘\.&-
Uia i, [y b o & i qumrd— fa7
alodd Lo MmM/mmw-f%
Sodm Pagerg by b in i oum wonld, adnd
ot ot pim & trslaraut (o manspyps
Aabounng — R Yo Sl Thr Sannetiyy 1y 7



lém{-g-w/;wh’a_ th. LA T £
mvu‘:Pm‘f' 'ﬁ‘d& Sk cahiaas il

The Puna — (M-to-’-lo o haoal “w‘l’z
MW{G‘.‘. 4334.‘7‘.‘_m A
/\JMMAM >mv.m h gl ‘
Salt Laks, 3..:.:..3,‘,,,,“ . O Pord,
O Rerr, 0 Moaria, O murs, O
A mm-—-—utd havs Y....,c,cwtw.g
To "W Mm A}.urm A“'MT

""l‘"“’“‘”‘w ¢ & wr/ AL oo,
H o i1 d'wmhﬂ ba. Yo M?T
Pack % AIC Burlhasy ti Suian, Ind
claudd ar Ahoolung, ko ¥ thons , shsadl.
/A M‘“MM C“\yame

%o Che scnfhwatf b o
oﬁ"“'“’*ﬂ'“ ¢ n f—-ﬁ e
GWfo‘\l.Ap.ud -5,
‘-'M":f,w Qv .tu.m ‘#.&a’a«/{M\j

d ilu-ruawuxL uuﬂu

M\"Uu— ate )

? O’IAMWM Q—‘Q{M.Q(
Aw..u-x*’ thogg , S Ul st e SV

arn ol vt b tha pochiean hdiTwr ~
W\MM*&,‘GW e ,(UQQTM

A B ey, pe L hausa’/



&ml&m“.— [--‘A(sankf...at “ts
oty it Whanlan un ey

o owmel ’LLJFG—4UJE1-141 T

clarann Tasaa, ¢
Jount aabst B {Agt bt

aaaax.1v1eﬂmnirﬂu_ erkﬂufwdb\J ARs Aol
wa \As ] o\ RA 4kﬂlﬁ.kb ) Q}-fﬂ&;:t

PPy O 3*-'3«&1\“'"‘- o J:"'wf

June 19--It is almost breathlessly busy around here, but
here's a sample of the day's news:
--Harcourt is back to press for a 3rd printing, 5 or
6000, which will be 38 or 39,000 in print.
--Steve Charlston, our longtime broker, has a new
brokerare--Dain--and we'll follow him there with a
million and a half dollars or so.

--Patty Limerick, when T called to arrange dinner w/
her the night of my Boulder reading, has a new life, i.e.,
a boyfriend, a loss of 4O pounds, and the xm emergeuce of
what sounds like her inner clothes horse,

==And it turns out C and I are not going to Calgary
to pierce the Canadian frontier w/ Whistling, but to
Kelowna, B.C.

Amid it all, Michelle told me k= y'day's reviews in
the Boston Globe and Denver Post were good, which should
mean they're at least OK.



20 June-~Again today, booktour so hot and heavy it's hard
to keep track of 1t. Main news was Becky's, from Costco,
. that they've been doing "very nicely" with the book and

are re-ordering, re-stocking, whatever-~in essence, we're
over the hfump where they decide whether to keep something
on the shelves or not. And, pure stroke of luck, Pennke
Clark called this afternoon when I'd accidentally left the
phone machine off, C came in from the yard as it rang and
rang and gnswered it, and out of that was Pennie taking me
up on lunch invitation for July 5 and more vitally,
restoring the signing that day that she did not know had
been canceleds Also today, sundry phone interviews were
set up--it looks like 3, back to back to back, Friday
afternoon,
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2 July--Phone calls, phone calls, this Sunday of
Whistling in the NY Times Book Review. David Laskin,
David Williams, Kathy Ashton in Salt Lake, all seemed
to think it was a fine review; as C says, I must pass
that along to Becky, who found Sven Birkertd'ponderings
a bit perplexing.

What an immense week it was, that ultimate one of
June:

=~It began with Canada, the key audience of western
Canadian booksellers in Kelowna, the boyish grace of
Jamie Broadhurst, the savvy of the sales manager Paddy
Laidley, and the generous reception of my talk about
the influence of Canada and the borderlands on my work.
RBetty and Roy Mayfield came for dinner the night of my
birthday, and Betty, Calgarian, put her finger on what
what I inadvertantly provided that audience: Canadians
are forever aware of the cultural influence leaning so
heavily on them from this side of the border that it s
% news (possibly welcome news) that their culture is
respected and reflected on by somebody down here.

--Then Denver and Boulder, capacity audiences both
places, and the frosting on top of the Tattered Cover
eventy the 200 books I signed up for their lst edition
club.

--Thursday morn, in the Breuger's Bagels shop a block
away from the Hotel Monaco, over my hot bagel-sausage=
cheese breakfast sandwich, I opened USA Today and there
was Bob Mintzeheimer's glowing review. Coupled with the
NYTBR today, there's a couple million+ mentions of my
surprising book.

--That night, 8 pm NY time, Becky called C (knowing I
was incommunicado in Boulder before that signing) and
told her they're going back to press for a Lth printing,
total 43,600 in print.

--And by phone and mail, these divergent messages
trickled in: Rascal Fair has been chosen the commmity
read in Billings, and censored--i.e., parental permission
required because of sexi--in Coeur d'Alene schools,



9 July-~It has been a daylong battle to get to the diary,
but here at last. Tomorrow we go east to the Weste-
Spokane tomorrow night, then the Montana booktour--and
may it all flourish as splendidly as this past week, the

week of the Fourth of July:

--0n the 5th, Eagle Harbor Books, standing room only
crowd of 175, strong signing afterward, and sensational
meal of sea scallops beforehand at the Four Swallows with
Linda and Sydney. With Linda there and Eric Nalder also
in the audience, a MacArthur Grant (and now a Bellagiol)
and two Pulitzers in attendance--we are blessed in our
friends,

--Next afternoon, 2 o'clock stopby as arranged at Snow
Goose, the little bookstore in little Stanwood, and damned
if we didn't sell somewhere between 20 and 30 Whistlings
in a pleasant 45 min. or so of signing and gabbing. The
store all in all has sold an amazing 50 copies.

--Onward to LaConner and the snazzy room at the Channel
Lodge, briefly, before scooting for Bellingham and a real
meale=prime rib at Dirty Dan's--before Chuck and Dee
Robinson's reception for Whatcom Conservancy in their
condo above the bookstore, Then a capacity crowd of 170
for my reading, and a sellout of books. Giving me the
chance to rib Chuck and Uee, nationally known creative
booksellers, for their latest innovation, no stock to sign.

-=-C and I had expected Snow Goose and Scott's store in
Mount Vernon to be the tamest events of the Skagit tour,
and while Snow Goose pleasantly surprised us, the turnout
of a couple of dozen for my noonhour reading gave us about
what we'd foreseen at Scott's. The signing was pretty good
however, buoyed by a woman from Darrington who bought 7
Whistlings.

--The finale, in the Anacortes public library, hosted by
Watermark, was great; a chuckling audience, nearly as good
as the loose and ready-to-laugh one in Bellingham, and in

both those casses T hit my stride in the reading.

How to sum up? Carol tells me the respect I am receiv-
ing, in these capacity crowds and big booksignings, is
well-earned, and {f diligence is the measure, that's so,
Tt still startles me out of my "too good to last" view,



9 July cont.--however; as I type this, C is across the
desk rattling away at her own typewriter, putting into her
. diary the unprecedented fact that T am an "Editor's
Choice" in today's NY Times Book Review,



liamilton, 17 July--We have nearly done it. The Costeco
signing in Missoula over the noon hour, sign up some
stock at Auntie's when we hit Spokane in late alter—
noon, and we're through with the Montana booktour.

Not before time, for the health of my right hand and
the downward trend of accoummodations—-the grandly

named Bitterroot Hiver lnn here is awkwardly laid out,
the biscuits and gravy at breakiast were lukewarm, and
here under one of the handsowest of wountain ranges
they wanaged to give us, on a reservation wade an eon
ago, an eastfacing view of the highway instead. The
desk eclerks also were determined not to honor Harcourt'
payuwent-in-advance arrangewent until the wanager caught
on, ran up to me in the lobby as 1 was schlepping our
luggage in, and apologized.

Be that ns it may, the bookstore success has been
trewendous, 140 people for my Chapter Une reading
last night, in the upstairs weeting room of the Banque
restaurant (indeed a whopping old bank building). Ch 1
has sold 89 of its 100 Whistlings; biggest signing of
all was Montana Book Co, in Uelena, 147 sold at the
signing or by phone orders with another 20 or so phone
orders inscribed but not paid for and therefore not in
their cash register total, 203 total books sold at
Waldenbooks in Gt. Falls, 135 (all they had) of
Whis tling plus 21 of wy bookplates. Mary Jane at
Country Bookshelf in Bozewan had 300 in stock, I signed
every bloody one she had left--she didn't know the
total for the signing by the time we left town, but
it was large. llave not had a chance to total/guess-
timate the entire result for this trip, but it's
surely toward a thousand handsold signed Whistlings,
And now to begin trying to call NY and check in with
Micihelle and Becky.



S Ffiome 7 bLaeh At
N L o ot S50 08
Jodl Tewms., ol cak A
/ 49\;2‘ bJ':‘Jhliﬂl

: fu s

1D Akl im (AT 20 s,

TN SO T N Sor
e oy Mﬁﬁw o

m: s 9N BJ/“'?' KL

24 July--It!'s over. I marked the end of the Whistling
Season booktour by throwing away the return half of my
plane ticket from the Billings High Plains Book Festival,
which would have taken me back through the teeming Salt
Lake airport on detestable Sky West, and buying myself

& direct flight home on Horizon, getting myself home a
little after 8 y'day morning, saving a day.

The finale, at the unsinkable King's English in Salt
Lake (150 people on the patio in hundred-degree heat to
hear my reading) and at Costco (steady line of buyers,
mostly multiple coptes, for L4O min.) and the Bair Theater
(audience of 250-300?, large signing afterward), went as
strongly as the rest of the tour. Terrific word-of-mouth
for this book, both from booksellers and customers--more
than with any of my other books, people on line told me
they'd already read and loved it and were back to buy it
as gifts. Along with that, the reviews were consistently
good, sometines superb--the LA Times, Washington Post,
Rocky Mtn News, PW, Booklist, Oprah's blessed 0. In my
sayonara phone call this morn to Michelle Blankenship in

Harcourt publicity--it'll be a lingering sayonara but in
essence she's done with major scheduling of me and on to
next books--she said she'd been watching the Amazon.com
numbers and it hangs in there at around #200. Coupled



2 July cont.--with 6 weeks (so far) on the independent
stores' national BookSense 1ist, a marvelous amount of
'copies are being sold,

So, road-weary as T was when I arrived home, I have to
be satisfied and gratified, by it all. A sense of peace
came over me y'day morn in the airport concourse as I
swung along with my briefcase slung on one shoulder and
my suitcase on the other, the last flight behind me. I
wgs--am-~-keenly aware of leaving that chapter of 1life and
tiptoeing into the next. But that and the memory mosaic
of mf this booktour are a story for tomorrow and beyond,
as I dig through everythin; that has accurlated around
this workspace; today is C's birthday, and we are doing
our damnedest to take life easy.

27 July--And now I am edited by the new publisher of the
venerable house of Harcourt, Liz just called with the

news that Andre Bernard has left for the Guggenheim
Foundation and Becky Saletan moves up to his job. Methinks
' I am attached to a literary rocket in this miraculous
Becky. Liz's other news was that the pub'ing house has
gone back to press on Whistling Season yet again, fifth
printing, 48,600 total by Carol's and my count, grandly
rounded off to "fifty thousand) by Liz.

So, on the grand level, things seem to be prospering.
Down at bodily existence, I am bothered by the sporadic
pull in the right groin, and am having to exercise my way
out of 1t. There's also the continuing mess of my office,
which I've had a hell of a time finding time to tackle,
since alighting from the boocktour. It'll all straighten
out, more or less, but getting the grip into 1ife that I
want is not easy.

28 July--Back to Montana, a little more than 2 weeks from
now. Marcella has asked me to speak at the memorial
service for Dave Walter, and of course I must. This morn
I pulled out my correspondence file with the two of them
and found it goes back to 1982. (Interestingly, it evolves
about two-thirds of the way through to letters primarily
from Marcella rather than Dave, and I can only speculate



28 July cont.--what that reflects. Carol's and my deepen-
ing friendship with her? Dave's shift to an e-mail 1ife,
where we are not at the other end? His change of role at
the Montana Historical Society, after he shifted from the
library job? I can't sense any diminution in the friend-
ship, just the wordage from his end.) It was an unexpected
friendship,whkhodum Dave's beyond the librarian desk, and
it indubitably shows both of us as more flexible and
amenable than our public visages indicateds Marcella has
said C and I were among the very few--did she in fact say
the only?--he 1liked to have stay with them; Amanda's
basement bedroom, where we would sleep, he referred to as
"Carol and Ivan's room," she's told us. We saw only
littlest glimpses of the devils of addiction Dave wrestled
with--the smoking that was bad for his heart, which he
did quits the alcohol, which as far ;s we know he fought
to a standstill; the affairs of the heart, the three
bad marriacges before the long and successful one to
Marcellas and for that matter, the attachment to the
. admi ttedly lovely family land far up the North Ffork of
the Flathead River, a hard six hours drive from Helena
and constant strenous work when he was there--in his
constant intake of soft drinks during dinner, say, or his
nearly ironclad refusal to set foot into the wider world
outside Montana. His sorcery with Montana history, which
included the basement library at home and his own set of
reference works and files that existed at oblique and
sometimes deeper angles thah the Historical Society's
formal holdings, was a terrific aid to me; book after book
of mine is stitched with lore shorn from Dave's fleeces
of history and spun by my imagination. The goodbye to
Dave that looms in Helena on Aug. 13 is not unexpected, as
he had heart trouble and alarming episodes perhaps our
entire span of knowing him, but it's a tough one.

Better news, from that tireless provider of it, The
Whistling Season: it's still on the national BookSense
1’.81’:, #130



1 Aug.--"Well, hell, Andre. Congratulations, I guess,"
So I began my phone call of farewell to Andre Bernard,
best publisher this writer has ever had.

Y'day afternoon I put in a phone message to Becky,
congratulating her on her new title, and within minutes
she called back and filled me in on Andre's departure.

He has reasons: his wife diagnosed with multiple sclerosis

last fall, kids to put through college, long acquaintance=-

ship with Edward Hirsch who will be his boss at the

Guggenheim Foundation, doubtless more money and a job he

can leave at the office more easily than anyone in

publishing ever does. Becky said she was "devastated" at
first, as Andre was the best boss she's ever had, they
worked very well together etc. She just wanted to pull
the covers over her head, the first few days after the
news, but then went to Santa Fe, and a few nights into
that supposed vacation, she and Marshall had dinner and
tequila and watched lightning play over the mountains, and

, she said, "T'm beginning to get interested in the job,"

Back to Andre, this morn. He met my mixed greeting
with a guote, Harold Ross korchmhomMettuine when John

McNulty left the Wew Yorker for another job: "God bless

you, McNulty, goddamm you."

10 August--Odious airport times ahead, as the British have
broken up a plot to set off explosions in U.S.-bound
flights. On the 12th I endure through SeaTac to fly to
Helena for Dave Walter's memorial services

This morning I am actually, at last, on the 11th Man ms.
The writing sputtery, but I'm getting some dabs done,

Aug. 12--With lots of kinds of trepidation, I'm about to
embark for the airport and Montana, for Dave Walter's
memorial service. Am allowing more than 2 hours to get
through the security line, and then there's the layover in
Great Falls--sypposedly brief but who the hell knows=-and
‘tomorrow there s the emotion to be regulated somehow as
I deliver my remembrance of him. Not one bit of it do I
want to do, but this is a case of keeping the faith of
friendship, and so to SeaTac and beyond I go.
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Aug., 15--And so T am home, duty done, another friend
consigned to earth, Y'day I put in a highly useful morn

, in the Montana Historical Society library, scooping in
WWII memolrs & letters home & pics, then met Marcella for
lunch at the Brew Pub and spent the rest of the time with
her, until my L pm+ Horizon flight home. It was 20 min.
or so late in arriving at SeaTac, but traffic flowed
remarkably well and I was here in the house soon after 6.
C meanwhile had put in her first day on jury summons,
peremptorily dismissed on the 1st case she was called for.

16 Aug.--The mortality beat. I am about L8 hours home from
the memorial service for Dave Walter, and this afternoon
was my regular visit to Dr. Ginsberg to measure the status
of my smoldering myeloma, Still smoldering (rather than
flaring), so that's probably as good as the news can be,
there, The prospect now is that he'll put me on a bone-
strengthening biphosphate called Pomidronate after our next
session, in Nov. Thus I have a 3-month reprieve,

Looking back on Helena: 8 speaking segments at Dave's
memorial were a lot, but it was notable that no one repeat®
ed stories, Dave had enough sides to him to justify all the
angles of remembrance. Dorothy Bradley, who might well
have won her gubernatorial bid in another state, presided
fn the sanctuary. 1In tan slacks, matching sandal-strap
shoes, wearing a top of variegated Southwest colors, slim
as a bladeand with sharp cheekbones, she still is quite a
figure. ind a real pro at the podium, so things moved
along, speaker to speaker, quite nicely. T didn't get any
count of the crowd, but it must have been 150-200, The
ceremony repeatedly got emotional--Bob Swartout and
Margaret Kinfesland both choking up during their presenta-
tions, and at the very end, bless her, Lory Morrow from
the Historical Soclety, who had bravely held herself
together during her time at the microphone, absolutely
Broke down, full teawrs, running nose, the whole lot; T

hugged her against me to walk her up the aisle and out.
For me, the hardest to get through was the musical inter-
lude, Joan Baez singing "Forever Young'--what a heart-
wrencher that voice and those words were.



16 Aug.--A TV reporter got hold of me, and then Dorothy
Bradley, outside the church, though I forgot to tune in at
10 that night to see the result. After the service, in
the Montana Club, it was a tribal gathering, historians
thick on the rug--Bill Lang, Bill Farr, Harry Fritz, Daane
¥agp Hampton, Bob Swartout, Mary Murphy--along with dozens
of other people who'd known Dave or Marcella (many of her
Heritage Project high school teachers came) or the family.
Norma Ashby was there, visibly suffering at not being in
the spotlight, accustomed as she was in her "Today in
Montana" TV years. I promptly got myself a beer and tried
to buy Norma a drink, but she specified water, so I ordered
"y glass of Heleng's tapwater for the lady." Did manage to
buy Dorothy and the man in her 1ife, Dan Burwitz, a drink--
Dan asked if they had Moose Drool beer, and I was proud of
the Montana Club that they did not. So it went, until T
left at about 5. Met Judy and Fred Flanders at the Silver
Star for dinner, and we talked gbout everything from how

the CGreat Northern development project has drained the

economy out of Last Chance Gulch to mountain-climbing
Fred has done--Denali!

17 Aug.--Now that I can compartmentalize my health situatio
to "later," it's time to report y'day's incredible piece
of generosity from Tom Jones--Thomas William Jones, he of
painting fame, White House Christmas cards, Carmel gallery,
the whole extent of watercolor eminence, Tom painted and
sent the Whistling Season schoolhouse--a stunning evocation
at about sunset beneath a moody western sky, the three
windows of the schoolhouse 1it, a patient saddlehorse at
the hitching rail outside, the flagpole and pump in the
places I wrote of them; all of it titled "Latin Lesson."
Man oh man, Tom: from Paul and Morrie, not to mention Ivan
and Carol, eternal gratitude, When I called to tell him
how flabbergssted we were, he said he's had a headful of

images from the book, and wanted to do the scene of Paul

and Rose in the field with the lantern as Halley's Comet
arrives, except that the bullsye lantern I gave Paul wasn't
the kind he wanted to paint! Must reiterate to him in
person, artistic license, Tom, paint all you want of my
stuffl



Ayg. 1B--The Whistling Season rose back to #1 on the
Pacific Northwest Booksellers bestseller list, for the
week of Aug. 13, good-bh.

21 Aug.--Got back to writing, not much but some, this
morn, with work on the scene of the Senator about to
discover the "Men Who Gave A11" list. The weekend went
heavily t o@rdening, and C finished painting the deck posts
that worst needed it. Damborgs came for supper Saturday
night, and while they can always outcook us, they can't
match our ingredients--homegrown Chioggia beets I roasted
on the BBQ then let sweeten in the refrigerator overnight,
Jade beans in C's fine recipe, a siudxmf® salad of our
leaf lettuce and tomatoes, and cold sockeye salmon., Also,
it was a pleasant evening on the deck, the three cruise
ships passing, a couple of rounds of drinks, the Olympics
in full series of cutout profiles marching south. Bless
them, Mark and Lou obviously got a kick out of it all, and
brought a splendid peach cobbler for dessert as well.

I socialized some more this noon, picking up David
Laskin and then we met Lee Soper at the Flying Fish in
Belltown. A good time was had, Lee and David having

bonded when David looked him up as a source on NW artists
for his NY Times plece of Tobey, Graves et al, After, T
drove Lee up to Horizon House to meet Joie--'Plan B,! says
Lee, at 82, contemplating how long they can stay in their
Queen Anne condo.

28 Aug.--Lo and behold, thumbed through the New Yorker last
week and there waited a pleasant short review of Whistling,
first one, I do believe, since Winter Brothers.

Weather in the #@x high 70s, more likely low 80s, this
afternoon, with a cook break supposedly coming tomorrow,

C and I whaled into yardwork each morming of last weekend,
trimming the front hedge, veg gardening etc. This is a
nice time of harvest--potatoes, all kinds of berries, pears
plums just about ready, as are the Melrose apples.

Accordingly we fed the Walkinshaws out of our garden
(with the conspicuous exception of the rib roast) last
Saturday--baked potatoes, green beans, salad with our
tomatoes. That may have been our farewell to Walter
Walkinshaw beneath this roof--thank goodness it was an



28 Aug. cént.--exquisite evening for sitting on the deck--
as he has become more and more unsteady on his feet. He
made it into the house with Jean's help, and T made sure
to get hold of him to aid him back to the car when they
; left. Age is being savage on Walt; we last saw them a
couple of months ago, and he looks as if two years have
been added on to him--he's much more bent. All the while,
he is mentally sharp as ever. Alas, our friends.

On the literary front, T am feeling somewhat more freed
of chores=~C and I finished the goddamn caulking and paint-
ing of the deck's posts and windows last week--and spent
this morning arranging research material into specific
files and planning the research days of the Montana trip
we'll make at the time of the Missoula bock festival. It
aln't words on the page, something like today, but it's
at least something.

Ah, and a royalty surprise today: $492 from A River Runs
through It, due to Highbridge's issuance of the CD. The
previous royalty check was for something around $i.

30 Aug.--#1 again, on the Pacific NW Booksellers bestseller
1ist that C pulled off the Internet y'day. Incredibly,
The Whistling Season has owned the summer, from Belling-

ham to Boise. The big guns of autumn will be rolling into

boockstores after Labor Day, with all manner of national
hype behind them, but what a blessed run this has been
across the sunny months. Not even the new national best-
sellers, such as Special Topics in Calamity Physics or

James Lee Burke's newest, have dislodged my schoolkids.

Sept. L--How many times has something like this been
written in these pages: Labor Dsy and we labored. C did
laundry, I worked on ms this morn and then on finances
(C's IRA distribution request for Dain, cost-ave. checks
for mutual funds, notes to myself for stock buys). So, we
have spent the wm holjday weekend without budging from
home, getting considerable work done on the property,
eating royally, generally feeling mellow,
' On the work front, I continue to scramble. Hunkering
in for this weekend and dealing with a lot of finances
should help; will see, tomorrow, as I get back to the
11th Man,



10 Sept.--8 a.m., and in an hour and a half we head out
for Leavenworth, Kitsch-Bavaria in the Cascades, for
today's pair of booksignings at what we trust is the
 estimable bookstore there, A Book for A1l Seasons. Good
news came Friday, Becky Saletan is coming to town, and so
we're to meet for lunch on Thursday after she meets with
the godzillian legion at Amazon.com. As of now, I also
intend to show the flag at Elliott Bay that night, when
the Habcourt publicity director, Jemnifer Gilmore, reads
from her novel.

The week's writing finally shaped up, 5 decent pp. of
the bed scene that opens ch. L and a couple of rough pp.
beyond that, although it's not quite the output I feel I
needs On what I hope is the stronger side of the outloock
for achieving this book before something medically nasty
catches up with me, T feel more settled into the resolve
that booktours, most speeches, similar chores that are not
direct boock work, must be put aside from here on. It has
been 28 years, from right about now, since I put my

shoulder to This House of Sky, and thus my wages of
'bookselling are sufficiently earnmed, T think. For some
time now=--hell, a lot of time of telling people "nol on
talks, articles, forewords, conferences-~I1 have been aware
of Wallace Stegner staylng too long at the dance, out there
on speaking tour when he was 80 or damn near and his hip
was killing him. Coincldent to this, phone call the other
day from Philip Fradkin as he finishes up his biography of
Stegner, checking to see Iif I had any letters from Wally
for him. After some telephone tag I got Philip actually
on the line and we divined that he'd seen all my Stegner
correspondence in the little batch T provided to Page
Stegner some time back. While he had me, Philip read me
the couple of grafs he has about me in the book--it sounds
good to me, I told hime-and we got to talking about Wally
a bit. Fradkin says he'll show Stegner as less lovable
but more human than the usual perception. Couple of detail
that sent my eyebrows up: Wally was so ashamed of his
father--that stands out powerfully, I've always figured;
the old man ultimately was a murderer--that when he went
back to East End, Saskatchewan, in 1953 (I assume for

Wolf Willow research) he did it "under a different



10 Sept. cont.--persona." Holy H., Jesus, I thought to
myself, an assumed name to go back to a towm of your boy=-
hood? For that matter, I've alwaye wondered what that
' business of changing the town's name to Whiterud yimem
is all about, when the man at least ostensibly was writing
about it non.ﬂctionally. The other nugget from Fradkin is

a greatly intensified view of something I'd glimpsed and
guessed at, in something Page said or wrote or maybe just
as 1 thought about how much traveling etc.--the opposite
of no-saying--the Stegners did while Page was a kid; in
short I knew Wally and Page had their probleme‘ but Fradkir
says the "violent streak" came down from Wally's father
to Wally, toward Page, and in Bage's relationship with his
own son. Fradkin checked around in, what, psycho-medico
literature and could find no such thing as an "anger gene"
being passed along that way, 'm.ﬂ'.l he says there it was.
Mary "interceded," he said, and helped Wally a lot", but
{t's going to be eye-popping to see what Fradkin hae come
up with on the Stegner family situation, On 2 more

| elevated note, T said to Philip on the phone, okay, yon
and I are old pro's at turning out wordage, yet Wally w‘itl:
no journalistic training could blaze out pages while we're
sti1l trying to think about it: how'd he do thet? By
working all the time, was his answer; he said he'd found
that Wally wrote seven mornings a week, back there at
Wisconsin and Harvard when he was teaching i classes, and
maintained a big correspondence, and did it all with two-
finger typing, having lost the tip of a finger in some
accident, I guess.

But ah, diary, we get to ask: did he have you?

17 Septe=-A crammed week but a gainful one in one respect:
got a pardon from the warden--my beloved editor/publisher
Becky=--and need not go on a Midwestern mamexk tour when
the paperback comes out next May. Also, while it still
seems to me slow going, I did manage to extend and spiff
- up the opener of ch. ﬂ Ben and Cass very much in bed.
And so we are at a weekend, of some kind of equipoise:
when I called in to Group Health for my next session with
Dr. Ginsberg (and the beginning of Pamidrenate), the
schedule was not yet available for Nov, and so that is in
abeyance, and the Montana trip is ahead, and what I hope



17 Sept. conte=-is the shift to autumn and settled-in
wréting. On that topic of autum, we finally had some
rain, night of the 13th or 1L4th, and maybe will be delivere
some more today.

Becky Saletan's visit: she spent the morn at Amazon.com
w/ Laurie Brown, Harcourt's sales and marketing director,
and Paul Von Drasek, who deals with Amazon for H'court,
then met me for lunch at 1 at the Dahlia Lounge. The Dahli:
was not at the top of its game, the service slow ete., but
it was grand to see Becky. Facially, she looks great,
maybe a trifle thinner under the new job of publisher--
though she says exercise and regunlar eating have suffered--
and seems on top of it. Such business as we had to talk
ahout:

--Told her T'm doing my best to provoke another printing
(it would be the sixth) of Whistling Season for the holi-

days, by calling Montana bookstores and a fewwothers to

sign up more stock for them if they'll order more in. She
said she expects there will indeed be such 2 printing.

-=I put it to her that she should decide whether she wants
me to concentrate on work on the next book or put my body
on the line in the Midwest booktour Michelle sketched to

me, Minneapolis-Milwaukee--5t. Louis-Kansas City and,

groan, Iowa for that dreaded trek through monster airports

(0'Hare or Minneapolis/St.Paul) and a shrimpy airline to

get to perfectly wonderful Prairie Lights bookstore. She

said she'd talk to her sales cohorts and see what they
thought, and that night at Elliott Bay it devolved that

Laurie Brown figures it is not essential that T make that

tour, given how much groundwork we did for Whistling with

the big hardback tour.

--The kicker on getting out of that tour (I winced damm

hard when Michelle recited both these to me) is that I

sald I'd go to the '07 South Dakota Book Festival--ai yi

yi, in farthest Deadwood-~should they choose Whistling as
the year's state read. T'd had Michelle get the figure on
how many paperback copies the Humanities Commission there
would actually By, and it's plenty significant enough--

a minimum of 600, and they bought 1400 when a previous
Harcourt book, The Work of Wolves was Chosen, and 1700 for
G$lead this year--that I said yes, it's worth doing.



Sept. 17 cont.-~Becky's visit also produced an absolute
first in all my years as a quivering writer, a copy of
Rarcourt's sales charts on sales of the book so far, It's
not only a heartening document--Whistling looks safely
past earning-out, and while T'd have to check the contract
1lino, triggering the $25,000 bonus for doing so within its
first year--but a revelation, I find that I was accidental
1y right in skewing the booktour tc the independent stores,
as those are the ones that made it a national bestsellerx
on their BookSense 1ist, while unbeknownst to me and
indeed against any expectations Barnes & Noble was selling
the hell out of the book=--5,269 copies so far.

And Becky is good and frank about talking about how
things are going for her at the publishing house. She
says the one thing dmixm still outstanding that she never
had a peek at over Andre's shoulder is dealing with the
literary estates=<Woolf and Orwell and the like--and
there's a lot at stake there, any mistake can cost big
bucks. ©She also told a story akin to the experience C and

I had more than once, going off on a hiking trip and

coming back to find the world had turned on its ear while
we were in the woods (Nixon's "Saturday Night Massacre,"
Eagleton's meltdown from the McGovern ticket). It has
happened to her and Marshall a similarly spooking number
of times, and this time when they came out of the Adiron-
dacks and saw no big headlines, they figured all was well.
Becky then began going through her e-mail in the car as
they drove to their Berkshires place, and she said, "Here
it is, Marshall. Gunter Grass is a Nazi." OShe told me
she thinks ultimately the commotion whtih* will be good
for Harcourt's sales of the memoir, xkt bubt who knows,

T did a literary doubleheader that day, going back
downtown again to Elliott Bay for the reading by Jennifer
Gilmore, Harcourt's publicity director and a lst-time
novelist. Becky, Lawrie et al sprung a surprise on
Jennifer by showing up in Seattle at this time, and she

seemed gratified T wamenomk turned out, too. Likewise
Rick Simonson was on hand to do Jennifer's introduction
his very self, and the sales rep George Carroll showed up,
so besides the young Amazonians and chums from Jennifer's
Beattle years of waitressing and the New Yorkers, she had

about a century of mf us Pacific Northwest old hands
there for her.



Sept. 17 cont,--Before any of that, Beck's visit etc., C
and I drove the 2% hrs to Leavenworth last Sunday, the 10th
for the booksigning at A Book for All Seasons. It was a
trip with quirks--the bookstore put us up in its Shakes

speare Room above the store, rather dark and somehow

gawky and fussy at the same time, and L'worth itself was a
hive of tourists, day-trippers, whoever the hell--but a
resounding sales success, 55 Whistlings sold and 90 paper-
backs (an across-the-board rarity as well: sold some of
every one of my books). The next morning, having tidily
packed along our own braakfast, we pulled out at 6 and were
home here in lovely weather by 8:30.

Lastly, and I'm golng to leave details of this to C's
diary entry, on Friday the 15th she showed her San Diego
cousin, Pat, and Pat's travellng chum Dore, around the
city, then we provided them scotch and crab for supper; a
good time was had.

Oct, 8=-The year's second big Montana road trip, perhaps
, the last for a while, is behind us, C captured the
essence of the journey in her diary entries of the past
couple of days while I've been fending with accumilated
mail etec., and the detailed schedule is in the back of
this diarye. The impromptu stock signings, with book-
sellers either fetching up with us or our drop-bys at
the sbores, produced 506 signed Whistlings, 236 signed
Skys, and 11l signed Heart Earths, besides the hedlthy
signings at the Wilma theater and the next day after my
fine session with Margaret Kingslands The weather
cooperated, did it ever, golden autumn at its height
along the streams as we drove from Missoula to Helena on
Sunday Oct. 1, and still a lot of leafy color when we
headed west from Great Falls to Ritzville on the 5th,

We began in Missoula in traditional style, dinner at
Lois Welch's, (I gulped when, seating us, Lois put me in
Jim's old chair at the end of the table.) Usual suspects
on hand, Kittredge and Annick, Bevis and Juliette; the

weather was so mellow we had & couple of rounds of drinks
in the backyard first. The one clinker of the evening, I
think more so for C than for me, was the presence of
Frances McCue, she of the blabby performance at last
spring!s dinner with Alice Quinn and still afflicted with



Oct, 8 cont,--blab. She's doing some kind of book about
Richard Hugo (and of course did the Hugo House confer-
ence on Jim Welch) and so the Misspula gang seems--
seems--to accept her, and she doegfrattle off high-toned
writing--Murakami, Cormac McCarthy--with them. (When the
talk turns that way, I sit and look abstractly interesteg
keeping it to myself that whenever I read McCarthy I E
have the damnedest sensation of hearing Faulkner
guffawing in the background,) Kittredge, bless hiwy, is
happy to have his novel out into the world. Annick said
she is finishing up a book about traveling back to the
Midwest with her dog Bruno. Bevis and Juliette were
about to leave on an irresistible bargain Caribbean
cruise,

And the next night, Lois introduced me with grace and
elegance at the packed Wilma Theater. (Kittredge, alas,
didn't fare as well; David James Duncan's introduction
of him was so self-absorbed it's a wonder Duncan didn't
disappear up his own butthole in front of the wondering
eyes of the aulience--he concluded by taking credit for
Bill doing the novel, direct result of Duncanian urging.
I didn't get a chance to ask Bill afterward how it feels
to be clay in the hands of the almighty Dunc.)
Particularly nifty was her segue from saying that as a
former teacher she could go on about me at length, "but
I won't even go on as long as David James Duncan." She
concluded with the graf she'd shown C and C had okayed,
the great and noble news that Jim that day had been
enshrined at the French book festival with Hemingway and
Faulkner. As to my reading--the wrong-end-to horse
race=-it went well, although not the best Ifve ever
done, The logistics of the evening, delay upon mis-
communication upon bloviation (Duncan), wore on me and
the audience, To get started we had to wait for the
mayor of Missoula, John Ingen, to arrive, prompting me
to joke and not, in the direction of the Festival folks,
a la Treasure of the Sierra Madre, "Bill, we didn %
sign on for any stinkin' mayor, did we?" Engen was
actually quite fynny when he finally showed up and took
the stage, and the deadlier delay was an intermission
after Kittredge read that stretched on to at least 20



Oct, 8 cont.--minutes; C was sitting in the middle of the
audience with Margaret Kingsland, and I knew she wanted
to wring Mark Sherouse!gneck over all the dead space in
the evening. In any case, we now have gone and done the
Montana Festival of the Book, Later, I tdked over with
C what we ought to do should Whistling Season win the
Montana Book Award next year--I think they usually give
it to a writer actually living in Montana, and it seems
to me they should--and concluded that a quick trip,
perhaps flying in (Barry Lopez did so, in and out the
same day, kst for his Festival session), would be in
Dlﬂer.

The House of Sky session the next day was classy, with
Margaret Kingsland providing me some guestions--in fact,
how do I approach the issue of class in my books; and
where do the strong women in my books come from--I could
riff on, We had standing-room only, couple of hundred
people, and they were a wonderful crowd, getiing every-

thing. When we took questions from the audience, one
' guy put up his hand and said he didn't have a question
but testimony to my factual accuracy: he'd been born in
139, like me, grew up in northern Montana (Inverness),
like me, and said I had it exactly right where the
location of that (whore)house in Shelby was. The place
exploded in laughter, and I set off a second round by
peering at him as if trying to place him, asking "Were
you there the same...?" Similarly, a woman commentad on
Sky's miraculous recovery of memory/detail, even unto
making her understand the terms about lambing etc., and
I joked that yeah, it took literary guts or something to
explain a gutwagon to a national audience, I didn't see
Garrison Keillor tackling that., (Prairie Home Companion
was being broadcast from Missoula that afternoon. I
came within a couple of mimutes of meeting him at the
Festival book table when I went down at 9:L45 to sign up
stock; Keillor was sloping out as I arrived, and the
book guys said he'd been buying books. Otherwise, PHC
not only ignored the Book Festival but ran competition
with it,)



Oct. & cont,=~That night, the 30th, we went to dinner
with Mary Blew, after having sat in on the session she
and Judy Blunt and another women did on writing about
domestic violence in the West. (Similar good fortune in
dinner company the night before, when we pailed out of
the hot and crowded silent auction in :lli;asement of the
Wilmag we gathered in Jack Nisbet and n Lois Welch
and had a dandy meal and visit at El Cazador, Jack
claimed to be in his late fifties, for crying out loud,
although it all adds up when I think how long we've
known him; as carved and lean as he is, he looks, oh,
maybe h5.5 We chose The Shack as a place known to be
leisurely and it was damn near glacial; even so, when
weld finally eaten, Mary said she'd like to have a cup
of coffee and dawdle some more because she was having
such a good time, Indeed, it was an evening of good
talk as it almost always is with Mary, my exact con-
temporary in age and with her own Montana ranch child-
hood, along lines that included these:

~--She!s finishing up a novel for U, of Nebraska Press,
a contemporary one based on the mock train robberies
that are now staged on 2 dinner train in the Judith
Basin., Her brother-in-law is one of the faux bandidoes,
merrily firing off a shotgun blast in the dusk that she
says looks like a flamethrower. She says the question
that interests her is, who's entertaining whom in these
dress-up games?

--She surprised me with an insight I'd never seen,
that being female had freed her from the family ranch.
Bill Kittredge, she contrasted, had to go through hell
to get away from the family spread in Oregon.

--That brought us to Bill's work, and we turned out
to be in delighted total accord on our favorites,
"Breaker of Horses" and "The Phantom Silver." She
broached that she thought Ray Carver had been a bad
influence on Bill, turning his stories toward that flat
toughness--she pointed out that even the title We Are
Not In This Together is Carveresque--and I wholcheartedly
agreed, telling her how outraged I was when Bill told me
Carver edited "Phantom Silver" out of Bill's story
collection because it didn't "fit." It didn't fit




Oct, & cont.--Carverland, was the problem. Mary also

riffed on how much in thral‘.l. Carver had been to Gordon
Lish, as shewn by the Lis {edlted piece and Carver's ms
of the story about the birthday cake and the dead boy--

Lish's pencil was full of cold blood,
Along with 211 the Festival stuff, we worked in stock

signings of Whistling Season for JoAnn Jensen of the
Kalispell store and Judy Klein of the Hamilton one. Most
amazing was Susan Dennison of the Waldenbooks 2t South-
gate in Missoula: she had nearly 500 books waiting for
me--nearly 200 Whistling, 200 Sky, and 100 Heart Earth.
(We split 'em into 2 days.)

We went onward to Helena, spending the next 3 m.ghts
with Marcella. C has nicely encapsuled Marcella's
situation, gallantly dealing with Dave's complicated
profusion of kids, library, files, land., At the Montana
Historical Society, we got in 2 days of strong research
on WWII tales and details. One particular South Pacific
invasion detail that leapt out and has stuck in my head:
an Aussie soldier with a lantern to guide in the landing
craft, standing in the surf buck-naked except for his
Digger hat, All in all, we came away with 300+ phéto-
copied pp.

And then Great Falls, where I naively figured we
could duck through town without social niceties at the
Arnstst=~I simply was running out of energy for any more
socializing--and of course was front-paged on the Tribune
when I talked to middle-school writing students at the
Cascade County Historieal Society, That aside, the
Society did wonderfully well by us, spreading out their
entire WWII collection of artifacts--uniforms, goggles,
medical kits--for us in 2 rooms, Next morning, we
buzzed around town, taking notes and pics at Hill 57 and
other sites that will figure in the book, and then drove
to Ritzville for the night., Helluva large day, but it
set us up Emsx beautifully to get home in good time the
next morning,

And I came home to another request from another
biographer--Jackson Benson, this time--to turn down,



12 Octe-~-The week's elegances. Monday I retrieved our
typewriters, cleaned and new-ribboned, from the fix-it
guy at the anachronistic Richards place. And Tuesday,
Bob Spangler delivered our splendid new chair and side
table, miraculous arches of wood where the clumpy old
leather chair sat in the thrust of the living room.

Workwise,not bad; at start of the week I decided to use
the Seeley Laks smoke jumper base as the conscientious
objector site in 11th Man and it's providing some nice
possibilities,

18 Oct.--Only Wednesday, but a kind of an end of the

week, as tomorrow goes to out-of-the-house chores (signing
up bookstore stock, lunch with Tony, signing up more
bookstore stock) and Friday and perhaps the weekend has
to be allotted to the Salt Lake Book Festival spesch.

That speech is the finale, of this year and who knows how
long after that.

I did a couple of strong pp. on 11th Man today, after
limping along a page at a time the first two days of this
week, It remains a tough book, probably always will be,
and I may be wacko for taking it on at this point of my
life. I only know to write what lures me at the time,
and maybe it'll work again. I have felt somewhat rocky
at times lately, maybe the onset of dank weather, maybe
the nagging case of bad back--bad right leg mostly, the
old tightness all the way down to the back of the knee--
that I'm finally getting to ease up with exercises; maybe
what's awaiting me. (Blood tests again a couple of weeks
from now, Dr. Uinsberg ppointment in about three weeks.)
Best to blame it on the weather until I know otherwiss.

It's Provinces night, the monthly date with the blessed
Nelsonse. Tomorrow C entertains the ladies of GIASS, mostl;
so 92-year-old Margaret Svec can get out of the house, and
I clear out of here to simplify mattérs. We socialized in
fine fashion last weekend : Friday the 13th at Xmowiod roefictick

Marjorie and David Williams', along with David Laskin and
Kate 0'Neill, celebrating David W's book contract for his
Stories in Stone. As C said later, the 6 of us are a good
mix, ongoing conversation from the instant we step in the
door. The next night, to the Damborgs' for supper, along



Oct. 27=~Ta.m, of a travel day, the book festival trip
to Salt Leke. On the one hand, I wrtng a lst-class
plane ticket out of them, and on the other, I don't have
any enthusiasm for going. What should have been a fairly
straightforward LO-US min. speech inexplicably kept
looping long, to the point where I had to go back into
it after C and I listened to my taped rehearsal and cut
some more. Jlonight's gig is also lumpy, a talk for an
audience that is half Utah Nature Conservancy amd half
Alta Club regulard there to be entertained by a reading
from Whistling Sezson. I've cobbled together some
conservation material, and will do that portion a hell of
a lot more impromptu than I usually do. But it still
comes out to doing a doubleheader on this trip, as I also
did at the Missoula book festival, and I am going to have
to be more obdurate against such doubling up. At least

I am making the trip as short as I possibly can.

2 Nove-=The rains have come, and November. Damp days as
far as the forecasts extend. Until this weather moved
in, we had clear chilly days, and C and 1 made use of
the afternoons, clearing away leaves, barbering the
raspberries.

It's coming onto L:30, and I haven't managed to come
near the diary since the Salt Lake trip; long days on
11th Man are finally paying off, I t-.hmfc, in the hard-
to-keep-unpreachy conscientious objector aceneofb?_gwni:g_
Ben and Dex--it feels as if I'm within reach

it tomorrow.
ingSalt lake : broom on the conning tower, as g:m{ld
say, clean sweepe. The evening speaking gig U : L)
contributed to the Utah Nature Conservancy went £
enough, given that I hashed it together without a us
script--the 90 or so in the audience at the musaougwao
Alta Club got, among other things, a short dmzmam ¥y
Silen's scolding of humanity over extinctions;-f by
there was an interesting meal- koshet afterward loote ¥
by Dave Livermore of the Conservancy. Sixteen to)r s0
us in a fireplaced side room of the stately Club, wine
flowing (and when I ordered 2 scotch, they had m; e
Cutty Sark but brought me 3 double of single-mal



2 Nov. cont.--which makes me think the Mormon donors (I'm
assured there are such) were segregated out of that part
of the evening. I sat next to a very lively couple, Tom
and Judy Billings; he's a lawyer, and I puzzled over
peeple sometimes saying "Tom" ard sometimes "Judge
Billings," until it emerged that she's the judge, of the
state court of sppeals. Dave Livermore added a fillip

to the let's-go-around-the ~table-and-introduce-ourselves
routine, asking us each xmmx to name someone we'd ideally
like to go camping with (I readily chose Aldo Leopold,
wooderaft and worderaft both). Tom Billings said Taddy
Roosevelt, because he 'd like to see what a true Republi-
can looked like. Nobody flinched.

Next day, my fee speech at the Book Festival, live on
the radio, I felt like I hit my stride; await the
promised tape with interest.

And yhlagm¥ at the start of this week I once more had
the 3-month blood tests., Next Wednesday, I see Dr.
Ginsberg for his evaluation, and at very least probably
begin the regimen of Pomidronate intravenously.

3 Nov.--There. The printer is disgorging twenty-some pp.
of 11th Man, wherein Ben seeks out Dex at the consci-
entious objector camp. It has been a tricky scene to
write, much to impart but trying to keep some subtlety
to it, and T am damn glad to have it in the bank finally.

Phone call from Ann Nelson minutes ago--"Is this
check for real?"--reminds me I haven't yet inscribed for
the ages the main news of the weekend I was in Salt Lake,
When I called C from there, she said "“et me go get the
royalty statement and read it to you"--This House of Sky
sold 9,996 copies in the 1lst half of this year, the most
ever., $11,LL7 in royalties, four or five times what I'd
bzen expectinge.

And so. With the dogged past week of writing out of
the way, and some spirited socializing ahead=--Tom &
Carrie Jones, lunch this Sunday so they can see the
framed version of Tom's marvelous schoolhouse-pic gift
to us; blessed Linda and Syd, promising tales of Venice
next Tuesday; Linda and Jaff, with a new job apiece, at
their place next Thursday--I now can turn a corner tovard
the holidays. Dr. G and the test results permitting.



6 Nov.--Big rain, some , 1st Pineapple Express storm
of the season. We haven t walked the n'hood yet, will
wait until after nap if mecessary to see if we can catch
a lﬂtlm-

Ahead of the storm, we hosted Tom and Carrie Jones for
lunch. We see them damn seldom--time or so a year--any
more, since they live out there beyond Snohomish, so it
was exceedingly welcome to catch up with thems. They had
not seen Tom's wondrgous one-room school painting framed
and hung, so it was an occasion. It also turns out Tom
is quite familiar with the WWII airecraft I'm writing
about in this book, P-3%9s etc.

This morn, in that promised turn-the-cornsr attempt,
I've been reading through the New Guinea combat material
we gathered at the Montana Historicsl Society, starting
to conjure a bloody incident for Ben to have experienced.
There's no shortage. I did look back at Mtn Time and the
New Guinea material there still looks damn good, so much
so I wish I had it for this book.

Nove. 9--A rough 2L hours. Yesterday at about this time,
Dr..Ginsberg gave me the news that my blgod protein level
continues to ®pike sharply, indicating the myeloma is
progressing." I walked in there ready to start the bone-
strengthening year-long regimen of Pamidronate infusions
he'd been talking about, and walked out needing to seek a
secord opinion (at his suggestion) before deciding on

a much more dire course of treatment. My test results are
puzzling, he says, because the other blood~test measure-
ments continue to be in their ¥m acceptable range but this
protein elevation "scares" him. So, the inflection point
that began in the blood tests in February is pointing us
toward cancer-patient life, at a point I can't divine
before that second opinion (from one of two myeloma
specialists he récommended at the Seattle Cancer Care
Alliance, which I think amounts to the Hutchinson) and my
next session with Cinsberg on Dec. 5, when he'll also have
the protein results from a 2L-hr urine test I'm to do.

I spent the morning:
-=-re-organizing the thick file accumulated since Dr. G

began tracking what was then my case of MGUS nearly six

years ago, into more readily handleable individual files of
test results, clipping abt cancer drug research, etc.



Nov. 9 conte=-
~-doing what Ginsberg called my "homework," paperwork
for a double-blind placebo regimen in which I'd have a

50-50 chance of getting Revlimid, Celgene's expensive

new cancer druge I concluded I do not want a placebo as
as a factor in whatever I do, I want health care pro-
fessionals working with their best definite knowledge.

--talked with C after she had read over my 6-yr run of
summaries of meetings with Dr. G, the Rgvlimid proposal,
and the clippings. I am putting our combined thinking
into computerized notes that will go in the Ginsberg fils,
but on the personal level I told her--through a lot of
emotional choking-up, one of the countless things I despise
about all of this but which we are going to have to get
used to-~that I don't feel I have great unachieved things
I have to get to or places I must see, I simply want to
have as much more time with her as we can manage. We're
having at least a momentary bit of luck in that she's
feeling better and more energetic; in a couple of wesks

she has another checkup with Dr. Eggert.

Out in the world away from the haunting pals medical
walls, the congressional elections were more than we could
have hoped for, both Houses of Congress going to the
Democrats.
Nov. 12-=A stormy Sunday, ahead of the floatplane flight we
are supposed to take to Victoria tomorrow afterncon, for
the Raincoast-sponsored reading at Bolen's bookstore.

After the personal tumult of last Wednesday's medical
diagnosis--my god, what a massive week that has seemgd=--
I've stuck to somes common-sense things such as going to the
multiple myeloma research group's website and printing off
their summaries of treatments etc. I'm deliberately not
grinding through those until at least the middle of next
week, when I have to be confined to the house for a 2L-hr
urine test anywsy. Medical decisions and treatment
consequences may dominate our life soon enough, without

sacrificing this weekend and the Victoria trip to it.

I am meanwhile attending to some year-end sorts of chores
--made our '07 desk calendars of the kind we find easiest
to write on, will do some shopping at Northgate when I take
the urine sample to Group Health next week, and so on--to
stay occupied. I can't quite tell yet whether I can muster



Nove 12 cont.--myself enough this afternoon to do a bit of
work on 11th Man, but maybe. Meanwhile, we've been
unusually social: dinner at Linda Sullivan & Jeff Sager's
on the 9th, stew last night at the Damborgs', and tonight
we're due at the Walldnshaws, Life goes on.
Later (L p.m.): I did go to the ms this afternoon, and by
damn made fixes in the first 3 ch., good necessary work.
Nov. li--A nice jaunt to Victoria, courtesy of Raincoast
Books, y'day and back today, Our floatplane flights from
Lake Union just fitt8d in between a big storm on the 12th
and another one probably coming tonight--2 squall is
moving north along the Sound, approaching us, as I write.
I read last night at Bolen's bookstore, said to be the
biggest in western Canada; C had a chance to wander around
in it a bit and said she's never seen one quite like it,
big sections for mysteries, childrens', etc., with a lot of
other merchandise chocked in, To my surprise, there was an
audience of 90 or so, twice what I'd have rated as a
sizable turnout (and greatly more than I expected), I
was paired with David Adams Richards, a New Brunswick
novelist there with his new book The Friends of Meager
Fortune, so between us, we drew 'em. Mel Bolen herself,
the grande dame of the store, was on hand, and Rob
Wiersema gave Richards and me spirited eloquent intros.
We were squibed through all this by the nicest of the nice
Canadians, Jamie Broadhurst of Baincoast, who met us at
the Kenmore floatplane dock and we went by cab to the
Laurel Point Inn, which has a stunning location on a neck
of land into Victoria's Inner Harbor. The Raincoast rep,
Lorna, met us for dinner at the hotel; C and I concluded
that our meals were perfectly okay but short of great, but
it's a terrific spot for drinks and looking across the
water to downtown Victoria. {oomely
At the reading, Betty Mayfield'sYloyally showed up, her
brother Jim Hemstock end wife Nancy, sister Cathy and
niece Naomi Iee. Betty had said, "If a bunch of short
people show up..." We managed to go out for a drink with
them afterward, by way of logistics that boggles C and me.
The nearest spot, all the Canadians agreed, was the Sth
Street Grill, quite a2 ways from the bookstore, and half of



Nov. 1 cont.--the place a deafening sports bar. The
Hemstock clan had staked a waiting claim to a table in
the restaurant side by the time we and the Raincoasters
got there, and after an exceedingly drunk tableload of
young men wobbled out g we indeed got the table. Comes
then the fact that we 're not there to eat, we just want
a drink; can 't do that, says the waiter, so Cathy's
husband Stéven who had Jjoined us there land is of an old
Victoria Chinese family) solved it with a slew of
appetizers, chips with chipolle sauce etc., until we had
a tableful of snacks and our drinks. Not entirely by
accident, we worked out the seating so Naomi would be
next to Jamie and Lorna; Betty had alerted me that she's
1nterestod in the publishing biz--she currently works at
Bolen's bookstore--and by the end of the evening, damned
if Jarmde wasn't handing her his business card and saying
to let him know if he could do anything to help her.

So, we have been to another country, quite charmingly,
and I have done my last event for the hardback of The
Whistling Season. (A decent venue to do it in, too;
Jamie told C they've sold about a thousand of the book.)
The booktour began the 1st of June with a KUOW interview,
and 1 ,count 1O main-event bookstore signings, which
doesn't include 15 or 20 stock signings (from dabs in
Boston and Philadelphia stores to Susan Dennison's 500
books at the Missoula Waldenbooks), nor count the inter-
views and speeches.

16 Nov.--Y'day was definitely adventurous enough. Sizable
storm (90 mph gusts at Tatoosh; probably 30-40 here) with
driving rain, and amid it the workman showed up to replace
our staggering garage door opener. About 1:30, minutes
before he could finish up, the power went off. He went
out into the maelstrom to his next job, and we began try-
ing to cope with the possibility of a powerless night.
Supper situation was just fine, salmon salad dinner from
our garden, but the old camping lantern of course had
dead batteries. C went out into it all to Fred Meyer for
new batteries while I tried to fidget things into place
for nightfall., Amid all this, naturally, was the 24~hr
urine test ordered up by Cinsberg, which had to be kept
refrigerated. I was just despairing over what the hell
to do about that when, about 3, damned if the lights



16 Nov. cont.~-didn't burst back on, welcoming C as she
pulled back into the sopping driveway.
Earlier in the day, I did get back to the 1lth Man ms
and wrote a decent page before all this cut loose.

23 Nov,.=-Thanksgiving morn, our 1l guests on their way in
about an hour and a half for traditional noon gathering and
hoisting of champagns. C has worked and worked, at the house,
at the kitchen, at everything it takes, and last night when
I poured us 2 drink before supper, she clinked my glass and
said, "To our friends and Thanksgiving."

It vows to be a stormy one, the forecast for rain growing
heavier through the afternoon.

On the ms front: by putting in some shifts on 1lth Man
during last week's storminess (this now is the rainiest month
on record in Seattle, about 133" of precip), I've come out at
the end of ch. L, Ben having dealt with both the visit to
the conscientiofis objector Dex and the New Guinea combat
memory. The New Guinea patch, a 1little more than 3 ms pp.==~

probably around 800 words total--is born of the 300+

photocopied pp. of research at the Montaba Historical

Society, the Great Falls East Base holdings and so on. I
read ard considered every damn incident, every word, of those
300+ pp. to distill, distill, distill--and I hope the result
reads pure,

25 Nov.--The Saturday after Thanksgiving, in the cornucopia
of leftovers. Ham tonight, from our ace in the hola in case
the power had gone off mm and we ware left with uncooked
turkey. This was one of our best gatherings ever, C and 1
are agreed, with not nearly the best food--by whatever
coincidence, the vegetable dishes brought by various folks
were much of a muchness. Our turkey was exemplary, however,
cooked to the point it fell apart as I heaved it to the
cutting board for Mark's traditional carving. And damned if
the weather didn't give us a2 big break, staying dry and
reasonably bright; for once we walked plenty early, 3 or so,
comfortably ahead of l:20ish sunset. The gathering this
year was comprised of : Ann and Norm, who again stayed
overnight with us rather than drive back to Bellingham (their
stay was against my inclination this year, given my ragged
slesp palterns, but I slept fine while they were hers and
then bad a terrible night's worth last night; go figure);



25 Nov,. conte=-John and Katharina Maloof, regulars for
several years, and Mark and Lou Damborg, for longer than
that; Bill Calvin and fatherine Graubard, whom we're
always glad to have if they 're in the country; =t Peter
Rockas, our wild card Greek bachelor retired social worker
jokester, whom I could sometimes stand fewer groan-making
jokes from and more substantial conversation, but he's been
coming to Thanksgiving for 28 years now and so I guess we
get along quite okay; and newcomers this year, Betty and Roy
Mayfield, terrific additions to the general conversation.
We no lorger have our strata of MacArthur and Pulitzer winners
but it's still a helluva brainy bunch. At one point, C was
stirring stuff and gererally fending at the stove while
clustered around the kitchen island there were three and
nine-tenths Ph,D.s--Mark, Bill, Norm, and Roy (closing in on
his degree)--talking about climate change, soil liquefaction,
and the like. Katherine told us Bill has a ms titlsd Earth
Fever at the U. of Chicago Press awaiting peer review,
meanwhile the climate change research changes constantly.
I missed out on a lot of the high-powered conversation
because of general hosting and having to baby my back
away from standing around talking for very long, but 1 felt
the vibes and had a good time. C seemed highly pleased with
the way our holiday went, this time arofind.

And today she has read ms for m and proclaimed it fine.

I meanwhile have beavered into file cards and notes, and set
up categories for the 9 or so chapters yet to be done. I am
pleased with 1llth Man so far, although heaven knows it's
going to be a s hocker--all those dead men--to a lot of readers
who loved Whistling Season. So be it.

The weather has chilled. Possible snow showers the next
few days. We're to walk with, or at least connect with,
David Williams and Marjorie tomorros morn. I took y'day morn
to write my recommendation for him for a G'heim; see if I can
bring home the bacon two years in a row (Judy Blunt last year)

Thanksgiving line of the day, from Katherine Graubard:
"Before Bill retired, Bill sat home and wrote books. Now
he sits home and writes books.,"




26 Nov.--Rough weather . Slushy enough this morn that I
chickened us out of meeting up with David Williams and
Marjorie, postponing for a week. Alternate rain and snow
and something in between, and we waited until this after-
noon to walk the n'hoods Started out in rain at L0
degrees, and by the time we reached our old house, what
was falling was mostly sleet and becoming near-ice as it
hit water or wet leaves, We turned right around and got
home okay, but it was slicker underfoot than either of us
should be around with the state of our bones. Earlier
today, I formed up ch. icons for the rest of 11th Man on
the computer amd just now (L, and going dark fast) banged
some file cards and other possible material onto theone
for the next ch. to be worksd on, Ben & Cass watching the
homecoming game from Hill 57. One way or another, my life
in all 1ikelihood is going to get medical, this coming
week or the next or the one after that, and I know littls
to do but try to line out possible work while 1 endure
whatever is needed.

Neglected to enter in y'day's spate about Thanksgiving,
the second-best line of the day, Betty Mayfield 's. Someone
asked about how we met on the Paul Allen Alaska trip, amd
Betty recalled that at the Boeing Field terminal we were
all gathering, and perhaps Betty Bengston had already
intro'd us to the Mayfields. But Paul A, had not come in
yet, and as Betty watched the names gather--Quincy Jones,
Clyde the Glide Drexler--she wondered who he woudd greet
first. When he did come in, he aimed straight for her
and directed: "Betty, I want you to take care of Ivan
Dolg." The story absolutely floors C and me, as we'd have
bet Paul A. never did know us from the wallpaper, but we
figure Faye Allen must have said something to him and
bingo.

29 Nov,--Weather beyond rough to treacherous. Much ice on
roads, freezing temperatures pretty much all day long and
down into the teens last night (probably giving the coup
de grace to my covered-up salad garden), so we've simply
stayed hunkered in to the house, I've kept at the 11th
Man ms, breaking loose a bit today with a couple of PP
instead of one or so eked out, and C turned her hand to



29 Nov. cont.=--our Christmas letter, very nicely tooting
our horn (with angelic illustration to match) about the
year of Whistling Season.

L4 Decv--Another day in the life, and not an easy one. With
two medical sessions in the next two days--Dr. Ginsberg
tomorrow and Dr. Becker at Seattle Cancer Care Alliance for
a secord opinion the next day--I spent the morning review=-
ing the six-year history since my diagnosis and going
through material on the multiple myeloma website., Also
went into the Group Health website to my medical record for
the last 2L-hr urine test result, and it's still spiking
Jjust as the serum protein results have been. I will be
very surprised if I come out of this week without treatment
ahead, probably the Thalidomide/dexamethasone combination.
As C said on our walk this morn, much will clarify in the
next few days.

In an odd conjunction, our social life meanwhile is
busying up madly. David Williams and Marjorie were here

Sunday morning, and Wed.-Thurs.-Fri. nights we are seeing

the Nelsons, the Atwoods, amd the Laskins., As yet I have
not said anything to anyone about this medical situation,
seeing no benefit to anyone by laying it on them before
necessary, but it will become serially necessary if and when
I enter chemotherapy, and I dread the notifications ahead,
which are numerous.

Mearwhile, as I will tell Dr. Ginsberg tomorrow, 1 feel
fine except when I'm doing homework on cancer. And now I
go off to the dentist to have my teeth cleaned,

8 Dece=-3 pems, awaiting the phons call from Dr. Ginsberg
which may (or may not, given the coming of the holidays and
what that must do to medical staffing) determine the
chemical life ahead of me, probably from now on. I have
distilled the Dec. 5 session with Dr, G and the Dec. 6
session with Dr. Becker at Seattle Cancer Care Alliance into

the record I'm keeping in the medical files, but the

central fact is that her "second opinion" backed up his
analysis that I need to begin chemotherapy amd then have a
stem cell transplant. If enything, her opinion for it was
stronger than his.



Dec. 8 cont.--Dr. G called about 3:30. When I told him Dr.
Becker wanted a chromosome analysis called a FISH study done
from my bone marrow test, he said he'd order that up. He's
waiting to hear from hgr by e-mail and to receive the fax
of her report. If I don t hear from him by next Friday,
I'm to calle I told him I'd just as soon get started with
this, holidays or no. And so we shall see, on what day I
put into these pages the notation of my first doses of
Thalidomide, the stronger prednisone called dexamethasore,
and Coumadin to thin the blood against clotting from the
other two.
This medical process inevitably has taken up this week,
except for a quite good session of fixing up the plane
crash scens in 11lth Man this morn. We did go to the
Provinces on the 6th--after our 2-hour "second opinion"
session with Dr. Becker--and had a good evening, even with
the tinge of mortality there in Ann's news that Ken Peterson
had died. Hosting the Atwoods fell through when Peter
called y'day morn saying he had some kind of winter crud,
and sounding like it; boy, do I ever appreciate his
thought fulness in not bringing thst into the house. Tonight
we're to go to the Provinces again, the Laskins' treat.
We 've decided we're going to forge ahead socially, telling
people what's up with me medically when and if we have to.
C and I both found the pair of doctor sessions very heavy
duty, but our general mood is better than I would have
forecast. After all the info we've garnered thia week, C
tells me I have "a lot of innings" left. I can't say I'm
that sanguine, as the 1ifa expectancy rates from the time
myeloma is diagnosed aren't that hot, and it'11 take drugs,
drugs, drugs to extend that. Yet I felt remar kably composed
yesterday as I spent all morning distilling Dr. Becker's
encyclopedic session on myeloma treatment, and I've been
pretty gm steady today. The will to live, I guess, although
I'm likely to have that challenged a lot in whatever time is
ahead.



Dec. 10--A gquiet restorative weekend, with the damp weather

giving us half-day breaks to work outside. Y'day aftsrnoon
I harvested lettuce and other greens, and barbecued

‘- salmon, for a terrific dinmer tonight. This morn, C and
I pruned the downslope fruit trees, and with the rare

circumstance of no breeze, I sprayed the peach tree with

lime sulphur.

During y'day morn's rain we went to Fred Meyer and Radio
Shack and bought some gear I anticipate needing daring stem
cell hospitalization etc.--an MP3 CD player wistixxm (which
I'm going to try to get noiseproof Bose earphones for) and
a small tape recorder for possible use in sessions with
doctors.

An extreme oddity of this medical situation is that 1
still feel terrific. This is an advantage in doing the
preliminaries, but it's also poignant to me, that I have to
voluntarily go from what feels like a peak of health to
periods when I very likely will feel sick as a dog, to
reach some kind of rugged plateau of remission vs.

recurrence.,

On the 8th, a couple of hours after the phone session
with Dr. Ginsberg when I opted for chemetherapy as soon as
possible, out we went for dinner with the Laskins at the
Provinces. A fine and lively evening, with Kate giving us
the lowdown on the story of the errant law school dean
(doing work for State Farm on his office computer) that
broke in the P-I that day. David listened as patiently as
possible, then at some point he brought up the Ian McEwen
plagiarism incident and off we went on that, C-and I are
hardliners; on the i "inadvertent" chunks MeEwen copied I
think he arrogantly did not mix the historical points ef
research into his wordcraft, just slapped 'em on the page
with 2 few words changed, So, much good conversation, and
again, poignant; it will not be long before the fact of my
cancer sits somewhsre in the room when we are with friends,



Dec., 11--When I wasn't looking, the world seems to have
voted me very old. The issue of Montana Quarterly that C

and I were interviewed and photographed for came today,

and while Megan Ault's article is a nice piece of work,

there is a definite autumnal tinge to it. As, way back
at the start of The Whistling Season caravan of reviews,
Rick Bass's PW review carried a similar tint. Was I
deluding myself that 67 is less than ancient, these days?
(I may have to change my mind about that now, but it's from
medical necessity, not the arithmetic of years.) In any
case, it keeps catching me by surprise to be regarded as
venerable, but maybe a white beard has to expect such
reaction.

C just passed through on her way back upstairs from her
yoga exercise and asked where a copy of Coluwmns magazine is,
as she'd forgotten to put that encomium in her diary. Christ,
I have too, amid all the medical reporte Columns listed me
in its roundup of the 100 best books by UW folks, and made
me one of four that they did didebars and mug shots on.

(The others were Marilynne Robinson, James Wright, and

Dave Horsey.) I have the good company of friends on the

list--Linda Bierds, Eric Nalder, Bill Calvin.

This is Monday--a stormy one, with wind whodping and
quite a hell of a lot of rain this morning--and without much
1likelihood of hearing from Dr, Ginsberg until later in the
week, I applied myself to the 1lth Man ms today. Warmed up
this morning with a few dabs of editing, then C amd I walked
the n'hood, and as soon as we got back I tackled, so to
speak, the football scene. There's no telling how much
interruption or sapping of energy awaits me, but at least
T oo the milesbods of ths day: U ghinning this morn
at breakfast as she put one single tiny white pill beside
her water glass, the last smallest dosage of prednisons
which, with any luck, she will be done with in late Jan.

Dec. 12--A11 quiet on the medical front, and a decent day

»f writing, couple of pp. Call from Liz this morn, asking
if I knew how many places had named W‘zﬂstling Season in
their list of best books of the year. Why don't you dazzle

me with the news, said I, and she reeled of f Wash'n Post,
Minneapolis Star-Tribune, Salt La ibune, Rocky Mountain
NewSaees



Dec. 1li=-2:30 and the trees and blusberry bushes are
starting to stir, first hints of the windstorm that is
supposed to hit after dark., Even as I typed that, gusts
of the sort we haven't had all day made the rhodies
shrug up against Kastners' fence and the big downslope
bare-limbed maples waved against the water. This is fore-
cast as possibly the biggest windstorm since the '93 one on
Inauguration Day, and I'll be surprised if the power dossn t
go off on this one as it did that ome., The difference is "
that we do not have our tidy emergency power system with
this house, alas, and a generator has been a tricky
proposition-~-the fueling problem, the noise problem, the
limited wattage problem--every time I've contemplated one.
We shall see if we have to rethink after this much weather
(this is the thidd windstorm of the wesk and the fifth or
sixth of the season) and it's still eight days until winter.
C is at the GLASS shindig at Margaret Svec's, not her
favorite thing by any measure but it provides an event for
Margaret in her deep years of age. I am putting in a
writing day, although quite a lot of the morning went to
readying for the storm--plucking my beloved coldframes
to shelter under the downstairs deck, hosing out the
drivewzy gutter to try to keep the garage from flooding, and
the like.

Dec. 18--What 2 time this is. Since the last time I
struggled to this diarﬂ-;
== have made a Croup Health sppointment with Dr. Ginsbere'

. S
nurse Lynn for the 20th, to do the paperwork for Tha.]idom.’%de
an‘c’i‘r to begin chemotherapy Jan. 1
--We went through the biggest windstorm of our L0

years on
Puget Sound, bailing out of the powerless and chi
house the night of the 15th. d i
--While we were grinding through stopligh
ghtless traffic toward
the U District Hotel Deca, the cell phone rang, Michelle at
Harc:l;rt. btc;ﬁli?gtrrl: The Whistling Season has won a PNBA award,
s o kind and, niftiest of all
of my eleven books, i S
;ﬁgclgm?:led from Harcourt today with corgrats armd the news
8y 've gone back to or 6th pri
e g press, printing, another 2,000
Somehow amid it all, I've eyed financial chores (di
ing we'll have to rein:rest 850,000 this coming yaar(')lgfﬁver
managed a dab on 11th Man,



22 Dece.--A dry if cloudy day as the world draws into the
long weekernd of Christmas. We celebrated ahead of time
last night when Linda and Syd came for dinner, make that
turkey dinner. A good time was had, as ever with those
two, arnd there's an extra dimension for me these days zs
we've been seeing various friends for the holidays, the
poignancy with each that it's the last time with them
before I become an acknowledged cancer patient.

On that score, two days ago I had my session with Dr.
Ginsberg's nurse Lynn Flaherty, and came home with the
sackful of pills and instructions for starting the drug
therapy on Jan. 1. My account of that, as all these
medical sessions are, is in my Ginsberg file folder, but
it's worth noting here that Lymn remarked myeloma is
"practically curable” with the stem cell transplant. I'll
of course take any brightening of prognosis I can get, but
that's more optimism then I can summon. We'll see, will
We evers

On the non-medical front, Whistling Season made the

Seattle Times best-bocks-of-the-year list, fifth such

accolade that we lknow of.

And my erstwhile next bookm, The 11th Man? Between the
windstorm and the medical consultation, it's been a tough
patch of wordmaldng. Oddly enough, the football sceme I'm
working on has been harder to write than the New Guinea
combat scene or damn near anything else in the book.

26 Dece--li pume, rainy and inky. Decent day of writing/
rewriting; needed, now that I am in the countdown to
thet'apy.

We Christmased at the Rodens, a fins and pleasant
gathering with Lisa and Jerry Clemens on hard from
Minneapolis and John's nephew Sherwin and lady Carlens
up from Texas. We gave John a copy of The Quote Verifier,
fodder for his penchant of citing (and just as often mis-
citing) so-and-so having said such-and ~such. Here amongst

the two of us, we managed a few nifty presents apiece,

with C's valiant effort at solving owr radio reception
problem with a high-def model not quite worldnge Ah well,
we decided, so what if it takes three different radios to
bring in the three stations we want to hear.



28 Dec.--Ought six is drawing to a close (a year-name that
will teach me to muse about aim and lethality, back there
' on day one; there must have been some intimation there,
though) and in very few days I begin taking a dozen pills
amt day and seeing what they do to me as well as to the
indolent cancer. This afternoon will start another phase
of what is ahead, when we intend to phone Marcella Walter
in Helena, the first person to be told about my disease.
Meanwhile we work on. I traded some stock this morn,
spiffed up a few bits of the 11th Man ms, and this after-
noon we intend to go over to Sleep-Aire and buy 2 new
mattress for nights I may have to spend in the guest room.
It's a beautiful cold day, a plump blue Hyundai van ship
just now passing along under the high white crests of the
Olympics and the lower band of £mg shore fog, with the
heaviest frost of the season. Last night we socialized
again, at ths Damborgs, along with Bill and Judy Talley.
Bill has been the UW's landscape architect, and as C said,
who knew a landscaper would be that voluble? He'd be
even more entertaining if he toned down the volubility
by about 25%, but it was a nice evening, rapid-fire talk,
and Bill would answer anything I asked him about the
history and status of the UW grounds, the Arboretum, the
fancy new overpraised Seattle sculpture park... One
unforeseen consequencs of Mark and Lou's wonderfully done
lamb-shanks dinner was the steamed (and alcohol-soaked)
pudding dessert, which seems to have made both C and me

start the day at about half-speed,
An odd thing about this year's diary as I enter its

last few pages: all of '06 I've had the impression I'm
not getting to the diary very oftem, yet here it sits,
absolutely thick. Some:of that is material tipped in to
the back, but the entry pages themselves mxm stand an inch
high. More diligence than I knew,



31 Dsc.~-Sunset, a muted one, last of the year. In the
morning I begin my next phase of life, as an out-and-out
cancer patient. I find I'm entering this unsought

experience in a spirit of hope; wrenching as the drug
doses may be, they are proven medications and I have other-
wise good health and a supremely flexible schedule and C's
positive spirit on my side. I have been determined not to
let the medical gauntlet take us over until there's no
choice, so I confined my preparations to this afternoon:
reviewing the warning sheets that list possible side effects,
familiarizing with the Group Health e-mail setup, and so on,
Beside me, my desk calendar has red streaks fouwr days long--
the "pulses of taking dexamethasone--and blus notations of
blood drawe and lab tests and the Jan 29 appointment with
Dr. Ginsberg to see how this is going; three calendar months
of this will tell the tale.

Year-end matters: today I went with C to visit Margaret
Sveec, getting by at 93. Still sharp as a tack, she wonderdd
out loud if she will live through the year to come, saying

93 seems to be the age people are dying at--her neighbor

and ex-Prez Gerald Ford, she named off. I told her she
had just cited two people cut of 300 million, and she
laughed.

And, what, two nights ago we called Marcella Walter.

From something C had said, I somehow had the notion that she
félt we needed to tell Marcella about my medical situation,
and in going over that just before picking up the phone,
learned she hadn't meant that at alls @ood thing I checked,
because Marcella obviously was having a2 tougher time with
this last half of the holidays--Dave's birthday was Jan. 1,
most eminently--than she 'd had with Christmas , and she sure
as hell did not need my news dropped on her.

So, with the pills waiting for me upstairs, this time we
go from one year to the next through a truly defined
passage. I am somewhat scared (as seems to me only rational
guardedly hopeful (the kind of "treatable" cancer this is anc

the health that permits this level of treatment), and

resolved to quiet diligence, pill by damned pill,
And today I ordered my vegetable seeds for spring.
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Continued from Bl '

_Nonini said at the time that
he was pushing the bill in re-
sponse to the Gay-Straight Al-
liance Club at Lake City High
School. ~~ N 7

The board also added par-
ental permission requirements
for two books - “Fallen Angels”
by Walter Dean Myers and
“Dancing at the Rascal Fair” by
Tvan Doig. '

" "The

Complaints from parents
about both books prompted the
district to examine each using
separate committees of one ad-
ministrator, one librarian and
two parents, said Rosie Astor-
quia. ' ;
committee could not
reach ‘a consensus on “Fallen
Angels,” a novel about a young
man fighting in the Vietnam

War that contains profanity

and other graphic language, but
'd;e board voted to place it on

“felt no restrictions were need-

¥

.M )' o %ﬂ Xt _7.__{_-.‘. . “".', .
the restricted listif rémiddle led that “it's definitely full of
school students, meaning pa v B
middle school students to bor- . he said.
row it from a library. =~ = Trustee

Astorquia said although two agreed. -
committee members were of- "
fended by the book’s language, ' caution,” he said.

sid  Fredrickson

the other four said they recog- Though the committee
nized the powerful story and charged with examining

|~ “Dancing at the Rascal Fair,” a
ed. But trustee Vernon Newby novel about life in Montana at
said 'he read “Fallen Angels” the turn of the century that
“cover-to-cover” and conclud- contains graphic sexual pass-

“T would err bon the side of -

ages, did not .recommend re-

] gm% ‘obscenity.” L oo stricting access through a par-
ental permission is réquired for © “The parents should know,”

ental permission requirement,
Newby said he found some
parts of the books “actually dif-
ficult to read to my wfgfe" and
the board decided to,add the
requirement. ' i

“What is the harm of letting
parents know?” trustee Christie

“Wood said. ;

The book is on the opﬁonﬂ‘

reading list for high school jun-.
: id'rs___ and seniors. ' -~

e e el =S

fice.

- Coeur d’Alene resident Jim
Hollingsworth questioned why
it was in the school in the first
place. - ' :

“It shouldn’t even have been
written, let alone fall into the
hands of an adult or child,” he
said.

The board postponed ap-
proval of the 2006-07 budget
until Monday at noon. '

A complete budget is avail-
able at the school district of-
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day-by-day schedule, Sept. 28-Oct. 7
|

28 Thursday | | |

6 a.m. |v for Missoula |

| | | |
11:30 arr Spokane; sign stock @ Auntie's, then lunch A gea |
i f/MQbAJ qoa- |

4:30 p.m. arr Missoula: Holiday Inn Parkside, 200 S. Pattee

check with Judy Klein about Ch. One stock signing

6 p.m? dinner @ Lois's |
29 Friday ‘ | | |
8:30 a.m. Ivan to UM archives: D arne | Mavass. udd 48 s . ;-T\

‘ Del Stark WWII papers _ |
'Stan Davison papers if time |

|HMAM?

11 a.m. Iv archives; lunch @ Doubletree? -— 0;-/1,' P K17V E VR (A
icall Susan Dennison 549-1375

12 Waldenbooks stock signing
| |

1 to 2:30 p.m. nap i '
|

2:30 to 3:30 grehearse reading

4to5 'go to Annick and Mary Blew's session?
5 onward ;silent auction & reception
6 to 7 idinner near the Wilma? Yo Shand |

| | !
7:30 reading with Kittredge | '

1 i
'booksigning afterward |
|

Page 6
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Npoias A4 R A basien | |

11 to 12 'Sky session with Margaret, Parkside ballroom AB
'booksigning afterward; Fact & Fiction stock signing?

lunch 'somewhere, somehow €4 Cazaclo™

| b W

wM&LL'l i_"t'- 4
[

S bcr\ M‘.‘l\ g

1 to 2:30 on-Hugo?- Q

2:30 onward nap

5 a drink in the room?

i
|
. |
6 dinner out with Leisanek=? ey (2000 / Thr Vhealr

-i‘“‘

1.0ct., Sunday
9 a.m. v for Helena

laundry?

|
10:30 onward with Marcella | ‘
|
| _ |
6:30 take Marcella to dinner @ Silver Star (=2 |

|

|
|
:2 Oct., Monday
9 a.m. 'Historical Society library research (take layers)
Carol: John Harrison WWII letters from England
MT Nat'l Guard Guard books?
lvan: WWII diaries etc. ;
12 ~ amee @ Maadllaly |

##806-  lunch; then sign stock @ MT Book Co.

1 p.m. onward Ivan resume research, Carol free afternoon?

supper at Marcella's

T INO Wl :n..f-)ﬁ\
|
.. 4 30 Saturday . f
|97a.m. review notes etc. for session with Margaret

Page 7
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' |
. | !
!3 ct., Tu !
9 a.m. Historical Society library research (take layers)
I ! . |
noon lunch at Windbag with Mary Jane '
'sign up stock @ publie-library? .o .

'buy insulated coffee mug; other shopping?

afternoon finish up research or hang out at Marcella's
|

54 Oct., Wednesday
8 a.m. Iv for Great Falls

| | - _

10 a.m. Gt. Falls public library research M wu‘&m
'East Base newsletters etc. _
Hill 57 | |

| | | _

noon call Joan Seiler 453-2202 abt stock signing |
lunch somewhere on 10th Ave. S?

sign up stock @ Waldenbooks |

3 p.m. !Cascade His'l Society to see WWII artifacts Tina ed -.:Q_LA Vit
supper ' McKenzie River pizza or Applebee's
|
'5 Oct, Thursday |
after breakfast| ‘general Gt. Falls research; river, hills, Black Eagle, etc.

10 a.m. onward finish up pu:blic library reseiarch (if need be)
1 |
noon 'lunch @ Three D Club, Mongolian Grill?

afternoon  head toward home and one of these overnight options:
|2 hrs to Missoula via Highway 200 _
'3 hours to Coeur d'Alene (with gain of hour)
13.5 hours to Spokane: Hampton Inn?
'5 hours to Ritzville I

6 Oct., Friday

homeward bound
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Lois Welch <lowelch@bresnan.net>
Lo's Doig intro

October 17, 2006 11:04:.02 AM PDT
caroldean Doig <cddean@earthlink.net>

DOIG INTRO
Ivan Doig Introduction

9/29/06 for Gala Reading at the Wilma
Montana Festival of the Book
by Lois Welch

Last week the tallest woman in the Montana legislature asked me if I was going lo introduce anyone at this year’s book festival. “Yes.” |
said, “Ivan Doig—and I'm a bit nervous.” “You shouldn’t be, * she replied with some enthusiasm, “he’s a wonderful person. I love his books!
My husband has given me every new book he writes, and he is always so nice when I get them signed.” “Indeed.” I agreed. “T'm just nervous,
not afraid. He's been a good friend for years: my problem is to do an introduction that isn’t a lecture. I could go on and on.™ [ ...] I won’t, 1
promise. If [ were Ivan doing this intro, I'd haul a couple of 4X6 filecards out of my jacket pocket & launch in. It’s such a characteristic
gesture.

Actually, Ivan Doig needs no introduction. At least 85% of you probably know his work already. Half of you probably have bought. or will
buy within the next 24 hours. his wonderful new book The Whistling Season. He will sign with a smile. The purpose of an introduction is to
re-contextualize the speaker—and to heighten your anticipation. A sort of delayed gratification. Introductions are the original No Listener Left
Behind Acts. | regret to announce that we are now--these post 9/11 days— obliged to make you fill out a brief comprehension test before you
leave the theatre. (..Just kidding.)

The facts about Ivan Doig are well known: he was bomn and raised in the country around White Sulphor Springs, beyond the Big Belt
mountains, east of Helena. An avid reader, like the narrator in Whistling Season, Ivan worked summers as a ranch hand, but yearned--to put it
mildly-- 1o go off to college. and did, majoring in broadcast journalism. Then he wrote for newspapers and edited a magazine. He met and
married a fellow journalism student from New Jersey: Carol now accompanies his note taking with her camera. They moved west and Ivan got
a PhD in history from the University of Washington. He had decided to be a writer when he was in highschool. PhD in hand, he opted for the
typewriter full ime. He has wom out more than one. Recognition has grown and grown. Recently he was honored with the lifetime
Distinguished Achievement award from the Western Literature Association. Among his other awards he counts a Montana Governor’s Award
from 1996. There are many more.

Our first encounter—Jim’s and mine— with the Doigs was in Bill Kittredge's jampacked livingroom in the spring of 1979, if memory serves me
right. At the reception for the first and fateful *Who Owns the West™ conference—where we also met Bud Guthrie (and his Carol) and Norman
MacLean. Our lives were arranged in a parallel [ashion. il turned out: Carol taught college: I taught college: she had a 5 minute commute;
mine was 7. Our husbands stayed home and wrote. Both Jim and Ivan offered the same advice to aspiring writers wondering how to make a
living at writng: marry someone with a steady Job, There the parallels diverge: Jim was claustrophobic, hated libraries; Ivan is claustrophilic
& can’t get enough of them. Trail Ivan out of town & you’ll find him in the MT historical society archives in Helena as soon as they open. If
you say anything remotely interesting, he will whip out the tiny notebook in his left shirt pocket & write it down.

Ivan’s remarkable combination of historical insight, even intuition, and his love of language have combined with an indefatigable capacity for
work 1o make him one of the “reigning masters of westemn lit.” (As book jackets put it.) How lucky we are tonight to have the two live ones
on stage fogether! We recall how Ivan burst upon our scene with This House of Skyv in 1979. One gasps still at its opening line: “Soon before
daybreak on my sixth birthday. my mother’s breathing wheezed more raggedly than ever, then quieted. And then stopped. The remembering
begins out of that new silence.”

Out of that silence, every couple of vears, he has offered us a new exploration of early twentieth century life in that “big and hard and glorious
country™ he knows so well :English Creek in 84, Dancing at the Rascal Fair in *87. Ride with Me Mariah Montana in 1990. Heart Earth.

Bucking the Sun, Mountain Time. Prairic Noctume in 2003 and now The Whistling Season, The narrator of this new novel is probably closest
to the author--loving school. Latin especiallly. hoping to break away from a future of ranch work. As Ivan says in an interview “he eavesdrops

with his eyes and admits to a bit of a pedantic streak.”



Somewhere Ivan wrote of a landscape remembered in a “Rembrandt light.” On this exquisite September day, his precision seems apt once
again. Proust said that one can only imagine that which is absent. History of course, consists of absence, and Ivan has managed over and over
the feat of imagining compelling characters and lives from the tantalizing traces of a past at the margins of our memory, in the comer of our
eyes, as il were.

A final note, if you will excuse the indulgence: At 3:00 this afternoon I received an email from a friend in France telling me that my Jim’s
picture is hanging on a wall of American Masters between Hemingway and Melville at the Festival America, a book festival opening today
outside Paris. And here | am, on stage between these two living Masters of American LiL

So it is with a light heart and a good bit of admiration that I ask you to welcome my friend, the author, Ivan Doig.



caroldean <cddean@earthlink.net>
Re: Lo's Doig intro

October 28, 2006 7:44:51 AM PDT
Lois Weich <lowelch@bresnan.net>

Dear Lois

Many thanks for a copy of your intro. Ivan thanks you, too, although In absentia because al the moment he's in Salt Lake City,
doing gigs for their book festival and for the Utah chapter of the Nature Conservancy. (I wasn't oftered a first-class airline ticket,
so | stayed home--and oversaw the cleaning of carpels.)

We have just one more stop. an overnight via float plane to Victoria early in November. After that we're home for the iong haul on
the next novel, which is well under way and for which we gleaned several hundred pages of research during our Montana trip.
How right you are about Ivan's love of libraries! By the last day of that wonderful trip we were rather wam and had three stops to
make in Great Falls, so we decided to skip through town without contacting Ivan's high school buddy, with whom we often stay
On this day all we wanted was a room at LaQuinta and dinner next door. This would have been more socially acceptable if a
reporter and photographer had not shown up, unknown 1o Ivan (lots of folks were standing in back with cameras), as he met with
a class of middle school students, at the behest of our host at Cascade Historical Society. Wa didn't know, until a friend sent us a
copy some days later, that he'd been featured, pix and all, on page one. A noie featuring the verbal equivalent of throat clearing
went to our friends.

As 1o you, our friend, we're grateful for your hosting the Usual Suspscts, once again. 1t was a treat {0 see them in fine fetlle, and to
enjoy Kitiredge™s enjoyment of his first published novel. (By the way, | did notice one loud absence in your printed intro, and you
did the line so very well. But not to worry. Ivan has Duncan securely skewered in the Doig diary. | don't know the man at all, but
he looks old enough to have had time to grow up,)

All's well here. The garden is producing tomatoes, and some letiuce, and a start on kale. If we're lucky we'll get more green
beans. Your yard, by the way, looked splendid and provided us the bast of drinking hours.

Take care.  With much love, Carol
On Oct 17, 2006, at 11:04 AM, Lois Weich wroie:
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Montana Festival of the Book
Gala Readings

Friday Evening, September 29th, 7:30 PM
Wilma Theatre

Greetings
Mark Sherouse, Executive Director, Montana Committee for the
Humanities, Montana Festival of the Book

Welcome
The Honorable John Engen, Mayor of Missoula

Announcements and acknowledgements
Mark Sherouse

Introduction of William Kittredge
David James Duncan, essayist and novelist

William Kittredge is a native of southeastern Oregon, where he ranched
until he was 35. He studied at the Writer’s Workshop at the University of
lowa and taught creative writing at The University of Montana until his
retirement as Regents Professor of English and Creative Writing. Among his
honors are a Stegner Fellowship at Stanford, two National Endowment for
the Arts fellowships, two Pacific Northwest Booksellers awards, the
Montana Governor’s Award for the Arts, the Montana Humanities Award, a
PEN West award, a Neil Simon award, and the National Endowment for the
Humanities’ Charles Frankel Prize, the national humanities medal. The
William Kittredge Distinguished Writing Professorship at The University of
Montana is named in his honor. Among his chief writings are Owning It All,
The Nature of Generosity, Taking Care: Thoughts on Storytelling and
Belief, We Are Not in This Together, Who Owns the West?, Hole in the Sky,
The Collected Short Stories of William Kittredge, and, as co-editor with
Annick Smith, Montana’s centennial literary anthology, The Last Best
Place. Although his writing career spans several decades, The Willow Field
is his first novel. He resides in Missoula.

Intermission



Introduction of Ivan Doig
Lois Welch, University of Montana Professor of English Emerita

Ivan Doig was born into a ranching family and community, in White
Sulphur Springs, Montana. He attended Northwestern University, where he
earned both undergraduate and graduate degrees in journalism. He later
carned a Ph.D. in history at the University of Washington, but turned from
teaching to writing full-time. His first book, the memoir This House of Sky:
Landscapes of a Western Mind, was a National Book Award finalist, and
remains one of Montana’s favorite books. His other books include Winter
Brothers, The Sea Runners, English Creek, Dancing at the Rascal Fair, Ride
with Me Mariah Montana, Heart Earth, Bucking the Sun, Mountain Time,
Prairie Nocturne, and, most recently, The Whistling Season. Doig’s works
have received many awards, including two Pacific Northwest Booksellers
awards, a lifetime distinguished achievement award from the Western
Literature Association, and the Montana Governor’s Humanities Award. In
the century’s-end San Francisco Chronicle poll to name the best Western
novels and works of non-fiction, he is the only living writer with books in
the top dozen of both lists: English Creek in fiction and This House of Sky in
non-fiction. He lives with his wife Carol, a college professor of English, in
Seattle.

*® * * * * * * * * *

The Montana Festival of the Book is an annual presentation of the
Montana Committee for the Humanities, Montana’s independent non-
profit affiliate of the National Endowment for the Humanities. MCH grants,
Speakers Bureau, OpenBook reading and discussion groups, One Book
Montana, Letters About Literature, and other programs have served
Montanans since 1972. The Montana Center for the Book, a program of
MCH, is Montana’s affiliate of the Center for the Book in the Library of
Congress. For further information, contact the MCH offices at: 311 Brantly
Hall, The University of Montana, Missoula, MT 59812-7848; telephone
406-243-6022; toll-free in Montana 800-624-6001; fax 406-243-4836; or
email at humanities.mt@umontana.edu. The MCH website is
www.humanities-mt.org. The Montana Center for the Book website is
www.montanabook.org. Contributions te the Festival and to MCH are tax-
deductible—and will bring the joys and insights of the humanities to ever
more Montanans, now and in the future.



Montana Festival of the Book Sincerely Thanks...

The many writers, scholars, and panelists, who are appearing at this year’s
Festival, for their generous response and support.

Festival Sponsors, Partners, and Volunteers

Montana Festival of the Book major sponsors: The Paul G. Allen Family
Foundation, the National Endowment for the Humanities, the National
Endowment for the Arts, the Montana Arts Council, The Charles Redd
Center for Western Studies, and the Missoulian. Sponsors: Attorney’s
Liability Protection Society, The Maureen and Mike Mansfield Library at
The University of Montana, First Interstate Bank, U.S. Bank, ABC Fox
Television, Clear Channel Radio, New West Magazine, the Cultural Service
of the French Embassy, and the Alliances Frangaises of New York and
Missoula. And partners: Fact & Fiction Bookstore, Shakespeare & Co., the
Book Store at The University of Montana, Barnes & Noble, KUFM-
Montana Public Radio, Missoula Public Library, The Wilma Theatre, the
Holiday Inn Parkside, the Missoula Art Museum, Kinkos, and the many
individuals, organizations, and merchants who have supported our silent
auction. And, not least, we thank the many volunteers who have helped
make the Festival a success. And special thanks to photographer Anthony
Cesare and to Montana Librarian of the Year Gloria Curdy for this year’s
Festival poster.

Festival Planning Committee

C. E. Abramson (Missoula Public Library Foundation), Kim Anderson
(Montana Committee for the Humanities), Tom Benson (Missoula Cultural
Council), Sherry Devlin (Missoulian), Michael Marsolek (KUFM/Montana
Public Radio), Ginnie Merriam (City of Missoula), John Rimel (Mountain
Press), Mark Sherouse (Montana Committee for the Humanities), Barbara
Theroux (Fact & Fiction Bookstore), and Racquel Williams (Holiday Inn
Parkside).

Montana Committee for the Humanities/Festival Staff

Mark Sherouse, Executive Director; Kim Anderson, Festival Coordinator
and Administrative Officer; Yvonne Gritzner, Program Officer; Ken Stolz,
Fiscal Officer; and Festival Assistants Judy Klein, Susan Carlson, and
Pamala Burke.
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iseN: 0151012377 |

Author:

Title:

DOIG | List Price
Gross

[Channel o Customer Nama | Units

Title Sales, by Channel, by Customer
WHISTLING SEASON C

$25.00 I Release Date

Return
Units

i

I Stock Available:

98120051 Suspense Orders

326

139

e b

International 32 1,480 | 0 1,480 $14,071 $0 $14,071 0.0%
‘Non-Return Retail 15 4659 | -4 4,655 $47,962 ($40) $47,922 0.1%
Non-Return Wholesale 16 9,257 -41 9216 |  $106,493 (8513) |  $105,981 0.5%
Other 13 56 0 56 $754 $0 $754 0.0%
Retail Bookstores 01 17,257 -3,461 13,796 $228,010 ($46,531) $181,479 | 20.4%
Wholesale 02 19,944 -1,316 18,628 |  $248,963 ($16,408) $232,554 6.6%
m 52,653 | -4,822 | a7831| sea6252 | ($63.492) | ss82,761 | 9.8%|
01 ] 7 2174 5813 $104.815 ($29.420)_ $75.394 | __28.1%
2| N | EOESEENT D | e $101.374 { 590811 { | S5.70%] |
HE s e L e e SRt . . ($513) 4. $94933 ) 0.5%)
v [ — B89 | as4a|ssoer0 | (38945 | sd.aes | _i6.2%| |
e A5, | | ——sags | sio088 f | 108%
E - 4,165 4 4,161 1| $42,021 (540) 1. 541981 § | 0.1%)
02 33181 =28 3.290 {. $41.475 _(8350) |. $41.125 § . 0.8%
2 1200 22]. 1128 $15.000 ($912) || s14.089 | 6.1%]|
i< - 1,459 | 0 1459 | — S0} 513861 | . 0.0%] |
02 893 | = 8 890 | $11,163 ($38) §  $11.425 | . 03%]
02 561 | -12 ($151) $6,793 | 2.2%] |
16 674 | 0 674 $6.737_ $0 $6737 | ___00%
< - 412 0 412 $5.665 30 $5665 1 . 00%
1) - 392 |1 244 368 $o342 f (83300 ).  S5.012 | 62%
o7 - — 491, 301 1. _ 86231} $3.753 1 | 14.2%
1 R0TI 250 7Y | $3.438 (5938) | $2.500 | . 27.3%)
o 225 |, D e i $3.086 1 $0 .  $3.086 || 0.0%] |
QL SN | S | T so | 52946 | 00%|
102 233 || 784 155 . $2913_| ($908) | $2,004 | 31.2%
01 217, 3] 2141 $2.896 ($42) $2854 | . 14%
g 252 A | 252 o I sesss |l o0%
=1 o - 198 11 0.1, 128 $2.723 (397N 1. $1.746 1. 39.9%
2 210]! 2! 208 | 52625 (525 | —s2600 | 10|
o1 : 168 {! oy 168 1. $2310 so 1 $2310 . __00%] |
7] J7EE TTY | of sl $2100 o 52100 | —00%] |
oy (N — 7 | ol 578 se0s4 | so b 52054 || 00%| |
b anl) g 20f  s2009 | so |\ —sa000 | "ooul |
ol 01| 131}, 0 1], $1.783 1. $1.783 | 0.0%)
iy = 130 |, -20 110 $1.778 | _(§279) $1.500 15.7%|
15 100 ol 109 | $1.405 1. S0 1 $1405 | 00% ‘
16 135 oll 135 $1, ! so I $1388 | . 0.0%| |
o 99 1. a]. 29 1. $1.346 1. —SL340 | % ‘
i 90 | 751! 15 ). | (§1,031) {. $195 | |
01 ] 3. 81 s1099 | (sanll  $1.057 |
0 78 0] 78 1. 1. . $0 . $1049 |
R == AL 76 | $900 14| ($47) $853 | ___52%] |
iRl 85 | & || 28 1. $890 (596) $794 1 __10.8%] |
15 70 i 70). $875 30 —0.0%
02 __| 70 -55 15 $875 1. ($694) s181 | __79.3%
AL 58 | -121. | _$765 ($162) . $603 1 _ 21.2%
01 54| [i 54 | §715 $715 ¢
01| 53 261, 27 $691 (§364) $327
L 50 501, Q $688 (11T (—
01| 52 04! 52 §684 $0 1. $684 | '
A Gl ). _51]. $574 $0_ 5574
01 42 01 42 §567 $0_1. $867 .
01 42 0! 421 $651 $0_1. 8551
| 01 39 | -15). 241 $548 (§210) $338 g
7 - 43 6] 37 $538 (875) |. $463
02 391 21. 37 4. 5488 (525) $463
(1 - 36 1! =11 35 $486 ($19) 1. $471_
02 ] 36 Q 36 | 7L | | S—
02 341 01 341 HTvL I | S T | — -
a1 | 31 -20 11 $422 (s275) |. $147_
15 30 0 30 | $401 $0 $401_| _
il ] e e i R $390 _S0_ 5390
01| _ 28 || 6 22 $384 (§81) $303 ) |
- | BRI Y | S 8 $375 ($275) $100
01 . | ol! 28 $364 $0 $364 | ‘




: Trade Publishers

iseN: 0151012377 |

Author:

Channel or Customer Name

DOIG I

Title:

WHISTLING SEASON C

Title Sales, by Channel, by Customer

List Price

$25.00 |

Gross
Units

Release Date 5!812006]

Return Net Units
Units

Gross
Sales

Return
Sa[es

LT
/0

International 32 1,439 0 1,439 $13,671 $13,671 | 0.0%
Non-Return Retail 15 3,378 0 3,378 $36,961 $0 $36,961 0.0%
Non-Return Wholesale 16 114 0 114 $1,203 $0 $1,203 | 0.0%
Other 13 32 0 32 $469 $0 $469 0.0%
Retail Bookstores 01 16,405 -385 16,020 $216,628 ($5,198) $211,430 | 2.4%
Wholesale 02 23,273 -42 23,231 $288,433 ($525) $287,908 | 0.2%
m 44641 | 427 | 48214 | 57363 | ($5.723) | $551.640 | 1.0%]
Bames & Noble 2849351 01 | 7.805 =34 | L771y . $102540 {  ($447) L 0.4%
Baker & Taylor | 219794] 02 7.297 -21 7.276 §91,213 0 0.3%
! Ingram ___246194] 02 | 5,482 | 9 6,473 $78.645 (§113) §78.533 0.1%
Bordersinc 3151871 01 S | =5 4,198 | $54.867 §  (§64) §54.803 0.1%
BeniaminNews-Missoula | 414844] 02 | L | Y | $44.525 1 50 | $44.525 0.0%
Amazon.com 1903325 15 | 2908 {. 1] 2.908 | $31,320 $0_| 1.3 —0.0%
Paripers West 13376044 02 ——i 4 2474 330,975 | ($50) $30.925 | 02%
‘Raincoast 5166297 32| 1,439 | 0 1,439 $13671_|. $0 $13.671 0.0%
| TheMNewsGroup | 4263770] (02 | 900§ 0 900 | $11,250 $0_| $11,250 0.0%
‘Brodart _2465781 02 | 853 {. 0 853 | $10.663 | $0 | $10,663 _§ 0.0%
LAWBC 51658044 02 | 447 1. 0 447 $5.588 $0_J. §5.588 0.0%
Jattered CoverBookstore  §. 2333004 01 | 380 1. 24 1. 356 $5.180 ($330) $4.850 £.4%
COUNTRYBOOKSHELF _}__ 2398081 01 | 300 4. 0. 300 $4.125 $0_ L 0.0%]
Bookazine 1463894 02 | : 294 1. 01 294 $3.675 $0_ $3.675 0.0%
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NATIONAL The Heartland \.’
S Experience 7~/

a national literary event o vue anrs

May 6, 2006
10:00 a.m. to 4:00 p.m.

featuring

lvan Doig

U.S. Poet Laureate Ted Kooser



10:00

11:00

12:00

1:00

2:00

3:00

4:00

6:00

7:00

Schedule of events
In the courtyard tent

Discussion of Willa Cather's works with
Cather scholars Steve Shively and Dr.
Charles Peek.

The legacies of John Neihardt and Willa
Cather as discussed by Executive Director
of the John Neihardt Center, Nancy Gillis,
and Executive Director of the Willa Cather
Foundation, Betty Kort.

Musical interlude with Chris Sayre
NEA director of literature, David Kipen

Percival Everett
with Ladette Randolph as moderator

lvan Doig
with Ladette Randolph as moderator

Unveil Ivan Doig's Legacy Banner,
book signings by all applicable authors.

Evening reception with music by Chris

Sayre (FHekets-required)

Ted Kooser, U.S. Poet Laureate keynote
address.



Schedule of Events for Children's Tent

Regina Leininger Dr. Bill Clemente

10:00 Regina Leininger - The Storyteller
11:00 Steve Otto & Jim Two Crows Wallen
(Suitable for gradesK-4)
- break -
1:00 Bill Clemente - Creative writing
~J0 Steve Otto & Jim Two Crows Wallen

(Suitable for grades 5-8)



A Great Nation Deserves Great Art

The National Endowment for the Arts is the largest annual funder of
the arts in the United States. An independent federal agency, the - \
National Endowment for the Arts is the official arts organization of ue
United States government.

Mission: The National Endowment for the Arts is a public agency
dedicated to supporting excellence in the arts, both new and
established; bringing the arts to all Americans; and providing
leadership in arts education.

Vision: A nation in which artistic excellence is celebrated, supported,
and available to all Americans.

Special thanks to our partners:

National Endowment for the Arts
Arts Midwest
Nebraska Humanities Council
Nebraska Arts Council
Southeast Community College
University of Nebraska at Lincoln
Willa Cather Pioneer Memorial
John Neihardt State Historic Site
Nebraska Center for the Book
Bess Streeter Aldrich House & Museum
Peru State College
Lincoln City Libraries
Beatrice Public Library
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Dave Walter memorial service, Aug. 13, ‘06

(this 1s a "safe-keeping" copy rather than my edited final version, which I gave to Marcella after the
memorial service.)

Dave’s indelible presence in my pages begins in my diary. In
June of 1982, my wife Carol and I alit into the Historical Society
to do research on 1930s Montana for my novel, English Crick.
Behind the library desk sat a man with chest like a boulder and
pleasant eyes and an uncanny intuition for what a researcher was
actually after, however ill-defined and in my case downright
novelistic that researcher’s quest might be. After two days of
what I record as Dave’s “swift, shrewd help,” we walked out with

305 pages of photocopied material.



Characteristically, then and eizer after, as a professional
acquaintanceship rapidly rocketed off into such a friendship that
Dave and Marcella always merrily provided Carol and me a bed
and roof over our heads whenever we were in Helena, fed us and
regaled us, laughed into the night with us on summer evenings in
their backyard, Dave’s deepest magic that he repeatedly lent me
in my almost infinite number of research questions lay in his sense
of what was tucked away in a library or archival source. What an
obscure book or stray collection of personal papers might have in
its hip pocket, so to speak. That very first time I ever heard him

speak his own distinctive form of abracadabra-- “Y ou might try



3
over here”--he steered me to the index of the papers of a 1930s

forest ranger named Neil Fullerton, and one glance told me I was
in the hands of a research sorcerer. As my diary records,
Fullerton “looked like a pack rat after my own heart,” and the
treasure within the treasure was an array of Forest Service details
and minutiae so gloriously unclassifiable that Fullerton himself
called them his “crud files.” Dave could not have known that
wonderful “crud” even existed in those obscure files, but his
miraculous sixth sense--his genius for intuiting where the real

stuff of the past was buried--told him it might.



I think of Dave as a kind of fj40rd——a person of deep privacies,
where tides both serious and playful flowed, and of course shaped
intrinsically by his man-made glacier of research. He loved
Montana and its stories, its follies and its glories, and he knew this
state and its history in a way probably none of the rest of us ever
can. Nor will his exact keen glint of eye toward Montana and
Montanans ever be duplicated. You didn’t have to be around
Dave many minutes to realize that he not only had his wits about
him, he had the blessed singular of that, wit. He began his

response to one of my usual cockeyed research requests this way:



“Your letter moved to the tof) of one of the piles quickly,
when I realized that all those (others) asked questions about (1)
grandmother, (2) Custer, (3) Lewis and Clark, and (4) Charlie
Russell.”

Naturally I wrote him back:

“Dear Mr. Walter--

The late great Charles M. Russell personally told my dear
departed grandmother, Lewisia Clark, that he painted the picture
of the tragic martyred General Custer and his doomed heroic

soldiers at the Battle of the Little Big Horn that hangs in saloons
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and 1s sponsored by a beer company. Will you verify this for me,

in the next five minutes, please?”

Dave always gave as good as he got. The time he sent me
some nugget of research practically by return mail, he warned me
severely:

“Don’t let word get around that you received a response from
us this quickly, as it will give us a lousy reputation. It is our
policy to answer this quickly--it just isn’t our practice.”

Ultimately Dave figured so large in the contents of my pages
that I simply put him there. I think he was the only living person I

ever enlisted in my fiction, and inevitably in the scene in Ride



With Me, Mariah Montana he is at work in the library of the
Historical Society, where he helps Jick McCaskill with a vital
piece of family research. The roulette grace of fate is in that
scene, because before I ever knew of the Marcella in Dave’s life 1
gave that name to Jick’s wife whom he had met when she was a
librarian. All of which provided me the luck to be able to write
this line of description of Dave:

“Over behind the librarian’s desk was a distinguished guy
wearing a tie and a mustache both, and though he was no Marcella

he looked more or less civil.”



And one more time beyond tliat, I was able to take delight in
bringing Dave Walter openly onto the page, this time way up at
the front of the book. It felt only right to try to repay, a bit,
Dave’s dedication to the historical milieu of my books by putting
him on the dedication page, of Prairie Nocturne. That page
carries these words:

““To Dave and Marcella--for doing half the laughing and damn

near all the history.”



ORDER OF SERVICE

1:00 -

1:30 -

MUSIC - lan Tyson, Derek begins background music ASAP
service begins

Dorothy Bradley — welcome & officiate

Father Brehe — invocation

Dorothy makes remarks, will introduce individual speakers
TBA reading Hampton’s reminiscence (Dave as student)
Bob Swartout (Dave as mentor & educator)

MUSIC —Forever Young (track #7, 2-minute snippet fade to Dorothy)
Dorothy reading Dick H’s words (Dave and social justice)
Margaret Kingsland (Dave as speaker)

Ron Brey (Dave as friend)

Lory Morrow (Dave at MHS)

Ivan Doig (Dave as research historian)

Marcella and/or girls (Dave at home)

Dorothy — conclusion

Fr. Brehe — moment of silence and benediction MUSIC — Handel's Largo (#7)
during moment of silence as background

Approx. 2:30 — MUSIC put lan Tyson CD back on as people exit




Dave Walteg.__
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Remembering the Mosaic of Dave’s Life

A husband and father, student and mentor, friend and colleague,
and advocate and historian.

August 13, 2006

St. Paul’s United Methodist Church
Montana Club

Thank you all for the opportunity to pursue what | love in so many
different jobs, and for accepting me into the Montana community—
with your caring, and interest, and support. Thank you for teaching
me not to take either history or my own work too seriously. Thank
you for showing me, instead, how to take people and place very
seriously.

Dave Walter on receiving his honorary doctorate

from the University of Montana in 1994.




Through my early years of personal confusion in the UM History Depart-
ment, | was reminded repeatedly of my father’s teaching: that almost any
pursuit, embraced with diligence and passion, would yield merit, satisfac-
tion, and the stuff of joy. He taught this lesson in several ways, but none
better than with a little-known verse by Dr. Seuss.

Dave Walter

The Great Henry McBride
by Dr. Seuss

It’s hard to decide, said young Henry McBride.

[t’s terribly, terribly hard to decide.

When a fellow grows up and turns into a man.

A fellow should pick the best job that he can.

But there’s so many jobs that would be so much fun.
It’s terribly hard to decide on just one.

I could be a farmer!

That sounds pretty good.

That could be my job, and now maybe it should.
I'll buy a big farm somewhere out in the West
And raise giant rabbits—the world’s very best.
Yeah, that’s what I'll do. That’s how I'll decide.
Il be the big rabbit-man, Henry McBride.

Ohi o but now, I don’t know. . . ..

I'm too smart and too clever

To tie myself down to jus one job forever.

If I could have two jobs. . . . . Boy. that'd be swell.
Besides taking care of the rabbits I'd sell,

Well, I could be also a doctor as well.

Then people will say when they feel sick inside,

“I’1l go to the rabbit-man, Dr. McBride.

The guy that does two things.”. .. ... Boy, that’ll be me,
Doctor and Rabbit-man, Henry McBee.

Oh, but why only two things, I could do three.

[’ll build a big radio broadcasting tower

And broadcast the news and the sports every hour.
And then I'll be famous and known far and wide
As broadcaster, rabbit-man, Dr. McBride.

Aw, three jobs are nothing. I still could do more.
I've got lots of brains. It's a cinch, I'll do four.




David A. Walter, 63, Helena research historian, writer, and teacher, died Wednes-
day, July 19, 2006.

Dave is survived by his wife, Marcella; daughter and son-in-law, Heather and
Coby Ellison, Tucson, AZ; daughter and son-in-law Emily Walter and Sergio
Romero, Missoula; daughter Amanda Walter and Cory Guthmiller, Great Falls; by
grandchildren Rhain Walter, Guillermo Romero Walter, and Rocko Guthmiller;
and by brother Peter and family. He was preceded in death by his parents, George
and Dorothy Walter.

Dave was born January 1, 1943—the first New Year's baby in Racine, Wisconsin.
He graduated from high school in Appleton, Wisconsin, and received his BA from
Wesleyan University, Connecticut, in 1965, From 1965 to 1977, Dave conducted
graduate research under Montana historian K. Ross Toole at the University of
Montana.

Dave's love for Montana began in the late 1940s when his family began camping
at Bowman Lake in Glacier National Park. He moved to Montana permanently in
1965, spending the remainder of his life helping Montanans discover all the stories
that comprise the mosaic of the state’s past,

From 1979 until his death, Dave worked for the Montana Historical Society as a
reference and research historian. He authored and edited hundreds of articles and a
dozen books. For 20 years, Dave contributed a regular history column to Montana
Magazine, For over a decade, Dave traveled Montana as a Montana Committee for
the Humanities Speakers’ Bureau presenter. Although he always preferred research
to administrative responsibilities he contributed time to boards and committees.

The breadth and importance of Dave's work in Montana history research and edu-
cation are reflected in the awards he received: an honorary doctorate of humane
letters from the University of Montana in 1994; the Governor’s Humanities Award
in 1998; the H. G. Merriam Award for contributions to Montana literature in 2001;
and the Montana Historical Society Educators’ Award in 2003,

Dave took greatest pride in his work on Montana’s World War II conscientious
objector camps; the state’s World War I Councils of Defense; the 1920s KKK
movement; and Jeannette Rankin. Well known as a mentor, Dave reveled in
helping Montana history students of all ages. He believed that we learn from our
heroes and our villains; he celebrated the irony, humanity, and humor he found in
historical events.

Dave loved his family’s North Fork of the Flathead property passionately and was
its skilled steward. He never missed a Green Bay Packers or Atlanta Braves game
on TV. He arrived at the Society each day in a button-down collar shirt and tie. He
treasured helping his daughters with 4-H rabbit projects and their own research pa-
pers, cheering them on at sporting events, and encouraging them in their vocations
and avocations. He measured himself and others by work accomplished not titles.
He was a steady quiet champion of social justice, civil rights, and nonviolence.




Over the last few weeks, we've come to realize just how many people
have particular memories and stories about Dave—stories others may not
have heard. We invite anyone who wants to share a memory to do so in
writing. The collected stories will ultimately join other materials of Dave's
in the Montana Historical Society Archives. Please send your stories to
the family home (922 Choteau; Helena, MT; 59601) or to Jodie Foley,
State Archivist (Montana Historical Society; P.O. Box 201201; Helena,
MT; 58620-1201). Thank you.

Dave's family




I’ll get myself one of those seal-training suits

And train seals to balance big balls on their snoots.
Then people will say, “Young McBride sure is slick.
He raises live rabbits, while healing the sick,

While broadcasting news, and besides he’s so quick
That he’s all the time teaching some seal a new trick.”

And cow-punching’s great, so I'll do that, of course.

I'll do all five jobs from the back of my horse!

And when people see me go galloping by,

They’ll cheer and they’ll shout, “What a wonderful guy!™
The guy that does everything, Wow, he’s a whiz.

He’s got the very best job that there is.

The seal-training doctor, just look at him ride.

The broadcasting rabbit-man, two-gun McBride!

Yea, I'll pick the very best job that I can,

When I finally grow up and turn into a man.

But now....well, right now....when I'm still sort of small,
The best job is dreaming.....with no work at all.

Biography is the wrong field for the mystical, and for the wishful,

the tender-minded, the hopeful, and the passionate. It enforces an
unremitting skepticism—toward its materials, toward the subject, most
of all toward the biographer.... His job is not dramatic; it is only to
discover evidence and analyze it. And all the evidence he can find is

the least satisfactory kind, documentary evidence, which is among the
most treacherous phenomena in a malevolent world. With Luck he will
be certain of the dates of his subject’s birth and marriage and death,

the names of his wife and children, a limited number of things he did

and offices he held and trades he practised and places he visited and
manuscript pages he wrote, people he praised or attacked, and some
remarks made about him. Beyond that, not even luck can make certainty
possible. The rest is merely printed matter, and a harassed man who
sweats out his life in libraries, courthouses, record offices, vaults,
newspaper morgues, and family attics. A harassed man who knows that
he cannot find everything and is willing to believe that, forever concealed
from him, exists something which, if found, would prove that what he
takes to be facts are only appearances.

“The Skeptical Biographer” by Bernard DeVoto




~or he’s the one (as in a dream of mine
I must pull from the water but I never
knew it or wouldn’t have done it until
I saw the street-theater play so close up
I was moved to actions I'd never before taken

maybe for leaving us too often or
forever when we were little maybe
for scaring us with unexpected rage
or making us nervous because there seemed
never to be any rage there at all

for marrying or not marrying our mothers
~ for divorcing or not divorcing our mothers

Special thanks to:
Dorothy Bradley H. Duane Hampton Kirby Lambert
Father Steve Brehe Richard Harghesheimer Katherine Mitchell
Ron Brey Margaret Kingsland Delores Morrow
Ivan Doig Becca Kohl Robert Swartout
Photo courtesy of the Montana Historical Society )

DcVoto, Bernard. “The Skeptical Biographer.” Harper 5, January 1933.

Geisel, Theodor Seuss. “The Great Henry McBride.” Redbook, November 1951,

Lourie, Dick. “Forgiving Our Fathers,” http://everything2.com (accessed August 9, 2006).
Music:

Bacz. Joan and Bob Dylan. “Forever Young.” Perf. Joan Baez. Ram’s Hom Music, 1974.

Handel, George Frideric. “Largo.” Perf. The Philadelphia Orchestra, Eugene Ormandy conductor.
Tyson, lan. 4!l the Good ‘uns. Vanguard Recording Socicty, 1996.



Fa.ewell to a wet, wild January
Seatle counts cos

of its 3rd-soggiest
month on record

BY JAKE ELLISON
P-1reporter

Weirdly warm and record
wet, a strange January has be-
come history for Seattle.

The past month was the
third-wettest month on record,
with 11.65 inches of rain, accord-
ing to the National Weather Ser-
vice. The wettest month on re-
cord: January 1953, with 12.92
inches. The second-rainiest was
December 1979, with 11.85 inch-
es.

All that rain, accompanied by
high winds recently, has come at
a price for Seattle and the region.

Homes have been flooded,
Amtrak service cut and roads
closed because of landslides and
avalanches. A cluster of power
outages early Wednesday morn-
ing also cast 10,000 homes into
darkness.

In Jan s run for the re-
cord books, the past month fea-
tured abave_—nnrm%alﬁ dtempera-
tures, a ‘46.6 degrees.

'Ihev:m average is 40.9
degrees; in 198}):‘ gowevet, the
average rose to egrees.

Wednesday’s power outages
were caused by a combination of
high winds and soggy soil. The
downed lines and toppled trees
left residents primarily in West
Seattle, Lake City, Shoreline and
Tukwila without lights.

Traffic lights also were out
for the m m Meﬁdia;o}:l\]re-
nue to Washington e-
vard, the Seattle Police Depart-
ment reported.

Residents began
around 3 a.m. Wednesday to re-
port the loss of electricity, said
Dan Williams, a spokesman for
City Light. The peak outages oc-
curred around 5 a.m.

Winds gusted to 45 mph
around that time, according to
the National Weather Service.

~ Normal

Daily temperatures In degrees Fahrenheit, recorded at Sea-Tac Airport
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Source: National Weather Service

The majority of the outages
were resolved by 9:30 a.m., with
crews fixing a few smaller out-
ages scattered around the city
throughout the morning,

The winds also caused one
ferry run, from Port Townsend to
Keystone, and the Wednesday
moming’s passenger-only runs
between Vashon Island and Seat-

tle to be canceled.

The trouble may not be over,
Williams said.

“We could get more (out-
ages), because the ground is so
wet it doesn’t take a real big wind
to topple trees,” he said.

Rain is expected to continue
through today, with winds in the
10- to 20-mph range, said John-

W

N"

SMOo7

. Monthly precipitation

 In inches
12

10

0
JFMAMIJ JASON D[J
2005 ‘06

99 00 01 02 03 04 05 06

25 24 22 23 19 22 20 28

cloudy.'. s
: 3023 27 31 24 31 27 2

;'s‘"ln, i,
1181401710

4 0
SEATTLE POST-INTELLIGENCER

ny Burg, a meteorologist with
the service. .
“Things can get a little hairy
again on Friday night and Satur-
day” he said, when another
storm is expected to blow in.

Pl reporter Jake Ellison
can be reached at 206-448-8346

or jakeellison@seattlepi.com.




01/04/2006 14:30 FAX 212 592 1010 HARCT BRACE CO glool

"Chapter One Book To: <rsaletan@harcourt.com>
Store” cC:

<pooks@chapteribook Subject: RE: ivan Doig
store.com>

01/03/2006 03:15 PM

Glad there was time to catch it. We look forward to seeing his book and
watching our sales go into orbit!

Russ Lawrence

Chapter One Book Store, Inc.

252 Main Street

Hamilton MT 59840

406-363-5220 / 406-363-5003 fax
1

www.chapteribookstore.com

From: rsaletan@harcourt.com [mailto:rsaletan@harcourt.com)
Sent: Tuesday, January 03, 2006 10:45 AM

Ta: books@chapterlbookstore.com

Ce: pvondrasek@harcourt.com

Subject: Ivan Doig

sends thanks to you, Russ, for catching his Pluto blooper. He will
substitute a non-anachronistic planet and says you just proved what he's
long known about Chapter 1 folk--that you're all smart as whips.
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