Miss You When I’m Gone prospectus

It begins classically: man walks into a bar.

Ah, but this joint is the venerable Medicine Lodge, watering hole for my
characters in the Montana Trilogy and The Eleventh Man, and to the dismay of its
denizens and the town of Gros Ventre in general, the grumpy nonpariel bartender,
Tom Harry, has put the place up for sale. Tom hopefully swats the polished wood
of the bar with his towel as he eyes this young newcomer in a suit and tie.

“Sir, are you Tom Harry? The Tom Harry?” the young man asks,
practically open-mouthed.

Tom suspiciously admits to it.

“I’m Timothy Sherman, field folklorist for the National Archives. I’ve been
assigned to the Fort Peck Dam Silver Anniversary project, sir. Actually, I suppose
I am the project, as the only one on the payroll.”

The two men with four first names between them, and a canyon of
generational differences they keep falling into, thus meet here in 1963 on the
ground of the past: Tom, to his consternation, in the unsought role of institutional
memory about the vast dam project and its boomtowns and free-spending
damworkers from his thousand and one nights behind the bar in the Blue Eagle
saloon, back in the 1930s; and Tim, still wet behind the ears profesionally but
earnest as the day is long, determined to become the Alan Lomax of Fort Peck
history and lore, catching its richness of lore, lingo, and anecdote into his tape
recorder. I think Tim will be from Washington, D.C.--actually born and raised
there--and imbued with a spirit of public service (he’s chosen this job instead of the
Peace Corps) to the extent that he can speak of “the moral edifice embodied in
remembrance.” Tom Harry, stuck with this persistent visitor and the shadow of his
World War II black marketeering, bootlegging, and providing working quarters for
prostitutes, responds: “What’s morals got to do with it?”

If Fort Peck and evocations of its anything-goes atmosphere is at hand, can
Proxy Shannon be far behind?

She is now Proxy Duff, widow of Darius who went into the Missouri River
in the truck there at the finale of Bucking the Sun , remember? In her fifties, she’s
still a looker, still on the level only when she has to be, still just crafty enough to
get herself into situations that may or may not better her spot in life (such as that
marriage to Darius). When she shows up in the Medicine Lodge, she has in tow a
twenty-five-year-old daughter, Francine, whom she is trying to turn from being a
directionless no-account. To cut the plot twists short, Proxy prevails on Tom
Harry to give Francine a job as bartender. And so:



--Gros Ventre gains its first female bartender, to the wariness of the
leathery-faced clientele.

--Francine takes up her post behind the bar with considerable attitude. She
is a bit ahead of her time, i.e. something of a Woodstock sort before the Sixties
really erupted. She amends her name according to her mood: Fran, Franny,
Francie, and at one point, simply France. (“You mean like over there in Frogland?”
asks Tom Harry.)

--Tim has to deal with her, and she with him, as he hangs around to winkle
Fort Peck lore out of Tom Harry. They’re of an age, there’s an adage that
, opposites attract...

--For his part, Tom Harry has to muse over the slyness of fate that has him
providing employment to Darius Duff’s daughter.

Or, just possibly, is she his?

I think you can see that this work of fiction can reach into a considerable
bag of tricks accumulated down through my various novels of the Two Medicine
country and beyond. Characters from The Eleventh Man can be available: Bill
Reinking still publishing the Gleaner, and Cloyce, now a bit of a grande dame,
would see Tim Sherman as a welcome cultural ambassador to provincial Gros
Ventre.

I vow not to overuse the Two Medicine cast of characters, but a handful of
them can come onstage here in fresh circumstances as history is about to turn
beneath their very feet one more time. There still is some night sweat on the
country (and particularly on hippie-in-the-making Francine) from the Cuban missile
crisis of the autumn before, and the JFK assassination and Vietnam are not far
ahead. Montana is changing as it always is, the ranchers and small-towners finding
themselves face-to-face with missile silos and Interstate highways. But there are
those verities, the land and the weather, and by cheating ahead just one year, I can
give this plot all the tension from nature it needs. In 1964, the worst flood in
Montana’s history hit the the Two Medicine country, when ten inches of rain fell in
the Rockies in one day and the overload of water washed out a dam. By using a
version of this event, I’d give the novel a resonance with the Fort Peck Dam--when
the big slide of ‘38 did not quite breach the dam and flood the midsection of the
United States--and a drama for my characters to cope with.

And somewhere along the line, as the veteran sparring partners Tom Harry
and Proxy go at it once again in a saloon for the ages, one or the other of them says
in reluctant admiration of the other one’s wiles, “Sure gonna miss you when I’'m
gone.”
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f the Packard from 1930 to 1939

Before we begin to enjoy these pictures of the nicest looking cars ever produced I want to share a
real Packard Story with you. The story was submitted by Katie's Grandpa who now lives in Texas.
Katie seems to like her Grandpa's stories better then the ones in her other story books.

I thought that my visitors to this page may enjoy it also.

The Straight-Eight Packard

A Katie Story by Katie's Grandpa

have to tell you about the senior prom.

hey stopped making cars during World War II and gasoline was severely rationed. So having a
car to take your date to the prom was not on everybody's prom card.

My best friend's dad owned a 1934 straight-eight Packard limousine that had been parked in the

back-yard for the duration of the war. The gas mileage on that baby was only about five miles per

gallon, and the strict gas rationing during World War II pretty much spelled out the doom of any
that had trouble getting around the block on a tank of gas.

This appears to be the five passenger version of the 1934 Super Eight.
My friend's Packard was the seven passenger model and was about 3 feet longer.

he Packard's hood stretched out forever, and the powerful straight-eight engine looked like it was
about ten feet long. The '34 Packard was an "Elliot Ness" gangster machine if ever there was one.

http://oldcarandtruckpictures.com/Packard/1930.html

12/28/10 9:09 AM
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From left, Salvatore Inzerillo, Brian Dennehy, Nathan Lane, Lee Wilkof and Stephen Ouimette in Eugene O’Neill’s “Iceman Cometh,” directed by Robert Falls at the Goodman Theater.

Pipe Dreams and Scythe Dreams: Begging Drinks in Hell's Anteroom

CHICAGO — In the muddy darkness
that blankets the stage in the opening
minutes of “The Iceman Cometh” at the
Goodman Theater here, human forms

seem to be slumped on
CHARLES battered chairs and tables

in the back room of a din-
ISHERWOOD gy saloon. Curled or con-
torted into lifeless poses,
they resemble slumber-
ing animals, some starved
to the bone, others bloated and sluggish.

It is only as the livid yellow light of
dawn seeps into the room, and one by
one they are jerked to life from the
warm embrace of sleep, that we can
make out the ravaged contours of their
faces and, when speech comes at last,

.the ravaged souls beneath the wax-pa-
per skin.

These grim figures — the living dead
who have washed ashore at Harry
Hope’s bar, where they spend their days
cadging drinks and killing time — are
portrayed with heart-scraping pungen-
cy in Robert Falls’s sterling new pro-
duction of Eugene O’Neill’s tough, lo-
quacious, magnificent play. I spent a
long night’s restless journey into day
being jerked awake myself by recollec-
tions of the five hours passed in the
company of O’Neill’s illusion-fed
dreamers, replaying moments that had
been tattooed onto my consciousness.

The marquee names in Mr. Falls’s
staging belong to Nathan Lane, the su-
perlative musical-comedy star coura-
geously braving the mighty role of Hick-
ey, the salesman flogging salvation to
men and women addicted to damna-
tion; and Brian Dennehy, himself a for-
mer Hickey for Mr. Falls at the Good-
man (in 1990), now undertaking the role
of the apostate radical Larry Slade. But
“The Iceman Cometh” depends for its
power on a full stage of actors capable
of bringing O’Neill’s roiling depiction of
the lower depths of 1912 New York to
satisfying life — which is to say harrow-
ing life. Mr. Falls’s superbly cast pro-
duction contains as many great per-
formances as I’ve seen in a single show
in years, certainly more than I saw in
any Broadway show of the past, imper-
fect season.

The infelicities in O’Neill’s four-act
drama, first produced on Broadway in
1946, have been amply lamented over
the years, and they occasionally glare
forth from the gloaming of Natasha
Katz’s lighting. The play is schematic in
outline and bloated with the repetition
or overstatement that mars even some
of O’Neill’s finest plays. The relentless
reiteration of the phrase “pipe dream”
makes it seem as if the characters have

THEATER
REVIEW

all memorized the same simple cate-
chism about humanity’s need for a life-
raft of illusion to sail the rough seas of
experience. But as Brooks Atkinson ob-
served in The New York Times in his re-
view of the celebrated 1956 production
that established the play’s reputation as
an O’Neill masterwork, its very ex-
cesses may account for the “monumen-
tal feeling of doom that it pulls down
over the heads of the audience.”

For me that feeling descended in the
first act, when Willie Oban (John Hoo-
genakker), the dissipated young Har-
vard Law School graduate, slithered up
from a table and burst into woozy song,
only to be harshly reprimanded by Har-
ry (Stephen Ouimette), who threatens
to have him taken up to the room where
he lodges. Mr. Hoogenakker’s begrimed
Willie, looking as if he has just clawed
his way out of a grave, descends in-
stantly from boozy jubilance to craven
terror, so pitiably afraid of being alone
that he pleads to stay and share the sad
camaraderie of the bar as if begging for
his life.

This is man at his most exposed, and
one by one the characters in “The Ice-
man Cometh” are similarly stripped of
their membranes of self-protection to
reveal the hollowed-out shells under-
neath: men and women as unfit for life
as they are afraid of death, sustained
only by the booze that numbs them to
the pitiable truth about themselves.

Mr. Falls’s production does not move
inexorably toward a dramatic climax in
the final act, when Hickey, who has
been gently goading the denizens of
Harry’s saloon into letting go of their
sustaining lies about the future and the
past, spills forth his own tortured in-
nards. Rather, it proceeds as a series of
sudden, breathtaking punches to the
gut, with moments of piercing emotion
— not to mention boisterously funny
comedy — tumbling forth in a welter
spread across its four acts.

Mr. Ouimette, a veteran of the Strat-
ford Shakespeare Festival, is devastat-
ingly good as Harry Hope. The minder
of the bar’s sad menagerie, Harry is
slowly drained of his sometimes irasci-
ble, sometimes benevolent vitality by
the slow drip of self-awareness. At the

ONLINE: ‘THE ICEMAN COMETH’

A video excerpt from the Goodman

» Theater revival, and the original 1946
review in The New York Times:
nytimes.com/theater

Mr. Dennehy, left, and IVir. Larie in this nearly five-hour play.

The Iceman Cometh

By Eugene O’Neill; directed by Robert Falls; sets
by Kevin Depinet, inspired by a set design by
John Conklin; costumes by Merrily Murray-
Walsh; lighting by Natasha Katz; dramaturgy by
Neena Arndt; production stage manager, Joseph
Drummond. Presented by the Goodman Theater,
Mr. Falls, artistic director; Roche Schulfer, execu-
tive director. At the Goodman Theater, 170 North
Dearborn, Chicago; (312) 443-3800;
goodmantheatre.org. Through June 17. Running
time: 4 hours 45 minutes.

WITH: Patrick Andrews (Don Parritt), Kate
Arrington (Cora), Brian Dennehy (Larry Slade),
Marc Grapey (Chuck Morello), James Harms
(James Cameron), John Hoogenakker (Willie
Oban), Salvatore Inzerillo (Rocky Pioggi), John
Judd (Piet Wetjoen), Nathan Lane (Theodore
Hickman), Loren Lazerine (Moran), Larry Neu-
mann Jr. (Ed Mosher), Stephen Ouimette (Harry
Hope), John Reeger (Cecil Lewis), Tara Sissom
(Pearl), Lee Stark (Margie), John Douglas
Thompson (Joe Mott), Bret Tuomi (Lieb) and Lee
Wilkof (Hugo Kalmar).

birthday party for Harry that occasions
Hickey’s visit Mr. Ouimette’s drunken
excoriation of his longtime friends is
painful to witness, but it’s harder still to
watch him sit cadaverlike in the play’s
last acts, the life choked out of him by a
reckoning with the comforting decep-
tions he’s been living with for years.
The great actor John Douglas
Thompson, known in New York for his
Othello and Macbeth as well as his stun-
ning performance in O’Neill’s “Emper-
or Jones,” creates yet another indelible
portrait in Joe Mott, the former owner
of a gambling house whose gentle good
humor masks a volcanic rage at a life
warped by racism. Pacing like a caged

animal in response to Hickey’s needling
presence, Joe erupts into near violence
with a force that scalds.

Mostly seated at the edge of the ac-
tion, staring forward as if patiently
awaiting the arrival of the grim reaper
he so eloquently claims to long for, Mr.
Dennehy’s Larry Slade presides with
quiet implacability over the thickening
fog of tension in the bar. When at last
his equanimity splinters, under the dual
pressures of Hickey’s sardonic insinua-
tions and the desperate imprecations of
Don Parritt (Patrick Andrews), who
seeks absolution from Larry for a sin he
cannot forgive himself, Mr. Dennehy re-
veals the lacerating anguish of an intel-
ligence susceptible to Hickey’s harsh
thrusts of truth.

Space forbids me from giving full due
to all of the worthy performances. The
smaller roles of the “tarts” are played
with winning vibrancy by Tara Sissom,
Lee Stark and Kate Arrington, particu-
larly touching as the would-be bride
Cora. John Judd and John Reeger make
a sublimely funny-sad double act as the
former Boer War foes bucking each oth-
er up until they begin flaying each other
alive. And I will never forget James
Harms’s infinitely touching Jimmy To-
morrow, the former journalist, marinat-
ing in sad self-loathing underneath a
festive paper hat, looking like a little
boy shunned at a children’s boisterous
birthday party.

The role of Theodore Hickman, the
hardware salesman known as Hickey,
whose back-thumping joviality the bar’s
denizens look forward to even more
than the booze he’ll be buying, is of

course the dominant one in the play. Mr.
Lane’s decision to undertake this big,
tricky part (I am tempted to say nigh-
impossible part) is an inspiring signal
that this fine actor, who has made his
reputation mostly in comedy, is not con-
tent to rest on his laurels.

In many ways he is a natural for it.
Mr. Lane’s buoyant charisma an-
nounces itself as soon as Hickey sweeps
onstage, looking spiffy in his pinstripes
and straw boater, exuding bonhomie
and good spirits. The listless denizens of
the bar instinctively lean toward him as
toward a vital source of energy, like dy-
ing plants starved for sunlight. As he
begins proselytizing for a life lived with-
out self-deception, Mr. Lane’s Hickey
has the righteous air of an evangelical
preacher, even as we can sense a whis-
per of cruelty beneath the swagger.

But in the cruciai last act, when Hick-
ey delivers the long monologue in which
he reveals the awful truth about his lib-
eration from his delusions, Mr. Lane
suddenly seems to be spinning his
wheels to diminishing dramatic effect.
The fault may in part lie with O’Neill’s
writing: Hickey’s protracted confes-
sion, for all its searing detail, has always
felt maddeningly overwritten and
slightly saturated in stagy melodrama.

Heaven knows Mr. Lane gives it his
all, rocketing around the stage, pouring
forth the story of Hickey’s tortured love
for his wife, Evelyn, and the poison of
his growing self-hatred with an unflag-
ging intensity. He bellows and cajoles,
he blusters and sobs and subsides into a
convincing sense of dazed defeat. But I
never got the sense that Hickey was
truly slicing open his chest to bare a
corroded, empty soul. I remained too
consistently aware that I was watching
a skilled actor giving a carefully shaped
performance of a famous set piece.

Still, at their best actors create truth
from an illusion, and Mr. Falls’s “Ice-
man Cometh” does just that so consis-
tently that even the few underpowered
moments do not undercut its pummel-
ing force. But what moved me most
were the quieter notes of nobility the
performers brought to these deeply
etched portraits of defeat. The beliefs
O’Neill’s characters feed on — that to-
morrow they will become better selves,
that the mistakes they made are not ir-
reversible, that they are still capable of
loving and hoping — are the same ones
that keep everyone from giving in to de-
spair in darker moments. When these
life-scarred men and women raise their
glasses in jubilant relief as the lights go
down, it’s hard to begrudge them an-
other fleeting moment of release.




That Anguished Scottish Family: Toil, Trouble and Maybe Junior

And baby made three? In the open-
ing moments of this “Macbeth,” direct-
ed By Ron Russell, a home video plays,
showing a mother, father and infant.

There’s also a photo nearby
RACHEL of those parents, the Mac-
beths it turns out, gently kiss-
SALTZ  ing their baby’s head. A
m painted version of that image
forms a backdrop above the
REVIEW io0e

The idea probably comes from Lady
Macbeth’s lines “I have given suck, and
know/How tender ’tis to love the babe
that milks me,” words that have been
much puzzled over and variously inter-
preted. Here Mr. Russell seems to want
to suggest that the loss of a baby is

“Macbeth” continues through May 26 at
the 47th Street Theater, 304 West 47th
Street, Clinton; (212) 279-4200,
ticketcentral.com.

~

what drives the Macbeths’ vaulting am-
bition and bloody deeds.

If that idea seems movie-of-the-week
hokey, the good news is that the pro-
duction doesn’t really insist on it (how
could it?) beyond those visuals and a
few moony glances by Lady Macbeth
(Melissa Friedman) at the family pho-
to. But it shows that Mr. Russell is ea-
ger to try things, some silly, some good,
most with a modern spin. And that will-
ingness gives this production, by the
Epic Theater Ensemble, energy and the
occasional lovely moment, even as it re-
mains interpretively ragged.

(The ensemble, which has year-
round residencies in New York City
public schools, takes education serious-
ly. Most performances have post-show
discussions.)

Another jolt of energy comes from
the Macbeth, Ty Jones, who leaps and
darts around the stage and into the

A willingness to put a
modern spin on an old
Shakespearean tale of
murder.

aisles. After he murders Duncan, his
frantic busyness suggests a man hop-
ing his body will outrun his mind. Just
keep moving, he seems to be telling
himself, and try not to think.

For Macbeth to be tragic, though, his
thoughts need room to breathe and fes-
ter. Here they sometimes go by too fast
to register, though Mr. Jones delivers
Shakespeare’s verse with an engaging
naturalness.

Mr. Russell uses television in some
scenes, including all those with Duncan

(Richard Easton), who appears only on
screen. It’s a way to have Mr. Easton, a
Tony winner for Tom Stoppard’s “In-
vention of Love,” participate without
being present, but his performance re-
cedes into TV land.

Better are the gender-mixed Weird
Sisters (James Wallert, Julian Rozzell
Jr. and Aimé Donna Kelly), dressed in
paint-smeared smocks. (Alixandra
Gage Englund did the contemporary
costumes.) Rather than standard-issue
witches, they come off as malevolent
artists, gathering dark materials (an
ear, a soldier’s thumb) for dark works.

Mr. Russell never quite makes the
domestic scenes convincing — a big
problem in “Macbeth” — but he and his
team get some of the atmospherics
right. Outside Macbeth’s castle is a
night world of fog, clamorous noises
and empty spaces appropriate for
present fears and horrible imaginings.

2102 ‘v AVIN AVATdA ‘STNLL HOA MAN FH.L

CAROL ROSEGG

Macheth Melissa Friedman and Ty Jones
in an Epic Theater Ensemble production
at the 47th Street Theater.
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Bartender's Tale Background Notes

| Life sometimes puts us through a
rehearsal for a role not yet written. | was
mostly raised, like Rusty in The
Bartender’s Tale, by my father, after my
mother’s early death. My dad—Charles
Campbell Doig, “Charlie” to all—was a
haymaker: a haying contractor, a kind of
freelance foreman, who would hire his own
crew and put up ranchers’ hay crops. Bars
where | was lucky enough to tag along

1 with him were his hiring halls, so from the
time | was about as tall as the elbow he

J judiciously bent in the nine drinking spots
of our small Montana town, | saw a lot of
character on display, in the ranch hands
and sheepherders and saloonkeepers of
half a century ago.

Surely it was at life’s prompting, back then,
that | developed an abiding interest in that
trait, character, and its even more
seductive flowering into a plural form,
characters. How could | not, when Dad’s rounds took him and the redheaded,
sharp-eared kid always at his side from neon oasis to oasis, presided over by
those personalities behind the bar. our favorite, Pete McCabe in the Stockman,
passed along news as generously as he "
poured. The now nameless sad-faced
bartender in the Pioneer murmured, “Hullo,
Charlie, hullo, Red,” as we stepped in,
pulled a glass of beer for Dad, and said no
more until “Take it easy, Charlie, take it
easy, Red,” as we left. Then perhaps to the
mix of saloon and short-order joint
presided over by the well-fed proprietor
known only as Ham and Eggs—Ham for
short—where other nicknamed denizens
such as Mulligan John, Diamond Tony, and
Hoppy Hopkins hung out. Small wonder,
then, that my novels tend to have a
bartender somewhere in the cast of
characters.

The author where books happen
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persistently shown up, skunk stripe in his
black pompadour and his towel tirelessly
polishing the bar wood, in a supporting
role. Now he more than deserves top
billing. Life having given me a runthrough
at precisely the wondrous early age when hanging around bars could do me no
harm, it has seemed only natural to let my imagination ask the magic words
“What if?” and give Tom a bright, inquisitive kid to cope with, along with living up
to his reputation as the best bartender who ever lived.

The way the sentences are sculpted.
Next stop, the computer.
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Bartender's Tale Discussion Points

1. Theatre plays a great part in this story, with Rusty and Zoe initiated into the
mysteries of the stage via the amateur actress Mrs. Reinking and their own
forays into comic “bits.” What are the two adolescents learning about character
and contrivance? How does the theme of performance and pretense underscore
the dramas of the novel's “real” dramatis personae — especially Tom, Proxy, and
Francine?

2. Why do you think Doig decided to set this novel at the dawn of the 1960s?
How does he signal the cultural upheavals to come? What connections do you
see between Rusty’s loss of innocence over the course of the novel and the
cultural moment in which it takes place?

3. The plot is aswirl with various adult pairings, past and present, real and
imagined—Tom and Rusty’s mysteriously vanished mother, Tom and Proxy, Del
and Francine—seen through the young eyes of Rusty and Zoe. What do you
think is Doig’s stance toward love? Why doesn’t he give any of the couples a
conventionally happy ending — except, we discover, Rusty and Zoe?

4. Del's Missing Voices Oral History project is based on the Federal Writers’
Project — a WPA program that sent writers across the country to, among other
things, collect oral histories from various remote regions of the country. How
does Doig carry on this tradition in his own writing?

5. The parent-child relationships in this novel are freighted with baggage from
decades past. In what ways does Doig visit the “sins of the fathers” (and
mothers) on their offspring, and in what ways does he absolve them?

6. The Medicine Lodge plays a unique role in Gros Ventre, functioning as hub of
the town’s social life and showcase for a pageant of human quirks and
contrariness. What are some examples? What contemporary institutions
function in a similar way?

7. Though this novel is set in the early 1960s, its characters are shadowed by of
the Great Depression. Why does Doig pair these two time periods? How do they
resonate with today’s dilemmas?

8. The Bartender’s Tale features a memorable collection of supporting players,
some of whom are inanimate objects: Igdrasil the tree, the Gab Lab, and the
various treasures in the back room of the bar. What kind of role do these
“characters” play in the story? Can you think of other authors who use this
technique?
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whereabouts of Rusty’s mother, yet he chooses not to introduce her directly into
the story or to clarify much about her until the end. What do we learn from
Rusty’s efforts to fill in the gaps in his and his father’'s history?

10. Were you surprised by Francine’s behavior at the end of the story? Why do
you think Doig chose to give her the fate he did?
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fix

hum Home on the Range all the way through



ms p. L415--fix Delano Curtis

repertory theater companies



Bartender's tale word total: 131,304



considerations for final version:

-;régzgre missilemen?

--Proxy has to spook Rusty fairly early on

--Zoe hzs to be kept in the picture as much as possible
~--use "Uff courze" at least once more
--Del's powers-that-be needs to be intro'd fairly early

--kids' slang has to be made consistent

--cut into short chapters w/ frequent graf breaks?
--2nd mention of Tom bartending in bedroom slippers

--Tom can signal agmin w/ jerk of head as on p. 76

~--p. 93 check jack in box: used in earlier book?
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--change D's refce to droves of mud jacks
p. 360: need earlier ref'ce to Everything nailed down
p. 366: check boys' names against Horse

Proxy must say "leak away into the landscape" early on

FIND squeal/er and make it snitch?
-=p.x3fl 387, add Bill & Cloyce Reinking to camp scene?
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Please watch for:

--characterization. It seems tc me this has to be a character-driven book,
and so the five main ones (besides Rusty the narrator) really have to come
up off the page. Becky already liked Zoe and Del, and I think I've refined
them even more and may add a few more small touches. Francine and Proxy
weren't yet in the versicn she saw, so they have to be vivid and in the end
a bit sympathetic, maybe, despite their scheming. Tom of course has to be
an unforgettable personality, in a way the Morrie of this book.

--Plot turnss I'm deliberately pushing the boundaries in places, especially
late in the book, but I don't want to go so far as to lose the reader's

willing suspension of disbelief. Watch for anything that's just too implausible
and let's try to adjust it.

--Pace. Particularly toward the end of the book, when there are a series of
events that each take up a chapter or so, and then there's a considerable
chunk of exposition enlightening Rusty and the reader about some things. I
have the newspaperman Bill Reinking remark earlier ip the book, "A story can
have more than one ending...It's a question of what fits best with the rest
of tthe tale, isn't it." So, I'm trying to have Rusty aware, and tip off the
reader, that one damn thing after another is happening and they'll finally
add upe.
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Please watch for:

--characterization. It seems to me this has to be a character-driven book,
and so the five main ones (besides Rusty the narrator) really have to come
up off the page. Becky already liked Zoe and Del, and I think I've refined
them even more and may add a few more small touches. Francine and Proxy
weren't yet in the version she saw, so they have to be vivid and in the end
a bit sympathetic, maybe, despite their scheming. Tom of course has to be
an unforgettable personality, in a way the Morrie of this book.

--Plot turns: I'm deliberately pushing the boundaries in places, especially
late in the book, but I don't want to go so far as to lose the reader's

willing suspension of disbelief., Watch for anything that's just too implausible
and let's try to adjust it.

--Pace. Particularly toward the end of the book, when there are a series of
events that each take up a chapter or so, and then there's a considerable
chunk of exposition enlightening Rusty and the reader about some things. I
have the newspaperman Bill Reinking remark earlier ip the book, "A story can
have more than one ending...It's a question of what fits best with the rest
of tthe tale, isn't it." So, I'm trying to have Rusty aware, and tip off the
reader, that one damn thing after another is happening and they'll finally
add upe.



!

A/
w
| 0 £ -
r"{‘e--(—«wa
o Bt g
307~ el{



fixes/FINDs
Tom must say a time or two, "That's another story."

FIND Gingerlys; change at least once to Skittishly?

Possible: Tom "Too bad you werel't born twins" in Fixes
--Seeing me on the brink of tears, (he apologized)

Jghé%k wheblierTom says abt Proxy, she was "Hellis good company"

peachy keen might be used more than once (or just peachy) (maybe by Francine)
watched for places to use synonyms for looked

sub gave a start for at least one jumped

Tom cd bunch his shoulders a time or two (as I think he does in 1lth Man)

‘ancine cd say to Rusty, You're a kick (possibly w/ you know that?) (w/ cuz?)

" use dumbstruck only once, in Ft P scene; change any earlier; flabbergasted etc.
flummoxed floored

rainfraining: a few times use deluge etc.
Proxy or Francine desc'd as sultry?

watch for places to use synonyms for said: tossed off, enunciated, tried, sailed it out

barked
Tom or Francine can use How about that .



She imitated P's tilt of the head.

"

[‘I don't want to cream my chance

== .
I didn t have as many silver dollars stashed as I'd though, so I had to waste
time gathering loose change and counting until I had enough.

We were splurging, thanks to a dollar I must have missed, back under my socks,
when T 00 (ransomed) CDan.

You dig that kind of thing?

7
jHow about that.
\ She had been

In the amen corner...reading/absorbed in one of P's old favorites she'd borrowd,
Say It With Bullets.

With the rare realization that she might have said too much, she winked at us

I'd put one right smack over there(in front of the Buck Fever case)

You guys know the difference between beans and peas? ...but you can always take a pea.
You might spill the beans

It was kind of a consolation prize for both of us, if you see what I mean.
each
/"‘ i sane
‘;iygptfaed he was giving her the funny kind of look he had when she pulled in

1
vafter the FP reunion, guarded but taken
\

around this time of day. Been trying
Tried to talk Tom into putting in a jukebox

That's what T thought. Sound kine of hip, huh?
~ twists and turns
){ | erson abt had to an acroot to follow/keep up w/ the developments.
7 /1t wd surprise the skin off a rhino
Golly sakes,

I admit, 1 was flurmoxed.
for 1st dumbstruckk That floored me/I was floored.
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It was a strange time in America, although when
that was nothing new in the republic
the unprecedented
of reinvention. Evidently the American fate is to

the restless , a nation pieced together
revolution. as cutting itself adrift
casting

from old royal loyalties, to
ways, was to claim the middle of the road by steering back and forth

across it. W Wilson] sick and dying

so inanimate he appeared to be stuffed. But that's democracy for you.
industri 1 prowess

throes seemed to be the American essence-

the pinc-nezed preacherly Pres

the crossing point at Swgrs had been shut tight by federal agents. By now
I was putting two and two together and realizing that th3 H, whoever hewas,
must be the mastermind

Really, you don't have to talk likes.e.

but not before the customary warning about beans and nose, delivered w/ a
signfet look at both of us.
an oddly
/recital ... was delivered with a contemplative look

at uour young selves.

. delivering the warning zbout beans and noses with an oddly wistful look at
. the so youthful pair of us

i;This was bliss.
too 0ld to get out of the way of a sheepherder's stupid elbow,

There wasn't lipstick on E;m or anything,

1 om el
[Too bad you weren't twins./4I'd have half a chance
adventurously fixed in ringlets

narration & story need to ploom a little

quit babbling j \
45{U$thAbﬁamA&5h( dong. 44 M f”““ij§“£2
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There was an insidious side...What if the woman didn't want a kid, and P

abandoned me

He had stumbled into "maddermoany" one time before, and what if any new wife...
be forced
Wdn't he have to abandon me in one of 2 unwelcome directions?

She had an incredible knack of...zeroing in on unspoken

floozy
In the back of my mind (cdn't dodge elbow)
when the world was new

C'mon, don't get (on the prod)

hav to
Did you drive thru the flood?

Tt wasn t where I was.

That echoed in the back of mind, to when trouble hit him, a sheepherder's
dodge in time being flred by C Dan
elbow he cdn't get out of the way of. I knew that had been an accident,

«eshe'd said so himself in ane of our hallway convstns, but
that same afterward

to calm me down

repeatedly

but

And that he hadn't been able to dodge a sh' flyind glebow, in an accident
that continu=1ly
I kept telling myself might not happen again in a hundred years

If I owned the jt myself, I'd sneak in
You dig that kind of thing?
Yes. absolutely.

Cripes, 1938 plus 9 mos, anybody like that'd have to be--

21, I contributed, ard D...Coing on 22.
Thank you, whizzes.

e's back like a bad penny. ruefully

Close. Up north of Havre
Not quite. Next thing to it

he said very, very slowly

\Unchain my heart and set me free, she said like the song.

.



nice hairdo
Know what, tho?
I dig yours too. Although you cd get away with a DA. You've got the head for it.

hadn't been
At least he wasn't with some woman.

hazard

Was he s ﬁé somebody on these trips? Somebody naturally meant ;Wwoman, in

my wind, and "seeing" carried deeper implications. .
all manner of I didn t want to see happen.
have to face, ever.

maddermoany, but he had

What if he dawdled with some woman
spent too much time , assuming there was some woman,--and got a

late start

although not the main one
-

It ﬁér did, when something would set him off this way

possibly
exceptAor
timeg” like this. The truth of the matter was, bad weather wasn't the only

h#zard agitating me as I watched him gateherii?\to g0

B c\\x\w‘d ‘et

I/ba'féd to be suspicious of him, but

plain

Not by.a million miles. I swallowed hard, which had nothing to do w/ b'fast,
gpd/;;::; the truth.

Q
I don't mean anything by this, but isn't yr hair diffnt than it was?

{,1at-out hone sty

-

Parting is such you-kno-what,

/Fi don't want to cream my chance here.

i

But you've always...had me. How'd you--?

Yeah, well, kidnapped is kind of a strong way of putting it. Legal bee ess
cd put it that way, though. And she always held that over me, when she was
on her benders.



Tara Clancy, a
ormer bartender, is

a writer.
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My Dad and I Walked Into a Bar .

Dad started taking me to
Gregory’s Bar and Restau-
rant in Kew Gardens,
Queens, in 1986, when I
was 6. He was single and
looking for love. So he
bought a black Chrysler Laser hatch-
back, a white Members Only jacket and
sneakers with saw-blade soles. And ev-
ery other weekend, when I wasn’t with
my mom, he took me to Gregory’s.

There are many reasons Gregory’s
was a magical place. Inside the front door
there were two real whale bones, seven
feet tall and touching at the top. There
was an enormous captain’s wheel and the
“crow’s nest table” — an ordinary table
perched about five feet in the air on a
large “mast,” accessible only by ladder.

But it was the regulars who really

made Gregory’s special. Listed individ-
ually, they sound like a collection of cli-
chés. English Billy wore tennis shorts
and Tretorns. Sal wore painted-on jeans
with V-neck shirts. His partner, George,
was a flight attendant. Don Jo was Cuban
and sold high-end lace. The waitresses
were Katie and Sherry and Jackie, fresh
from Ireland. And there was my dad, a
cop with a Tom Selleck mustache.

But to me, they all were exempt from
cliché, if only because of the unlikely fact
that they were all gathered there togeth-
er, a kind of family. Some might question
how appropriate it was to bring a kid to a
bar, but being raised around such differ-
ent kinds of people was important. See-
ing them become friends was invaluable.

Best of all, my dad did find love at
Gregory’s. He and Jackie were engaged

FRANK BRUNI

lTowa’s Harvest

CORALVILLE, Iowa

S the hour of actual caucusing drew

closer, Ron Paul’s campaign

trumpeted his endorsement by

a pastor who, as it happens, has

spoken of executing homosexuals. Rick

Perry pledged to devote predator drones

and thousands of troops to the protection

of the Mexican border, making the mis-

sion to keep every last illegal immigrant

from crossing sound as urgent as rooting
out terrorists in Pakistan.

And Rick Santorum, bringing his
“Faith, Family and Freedom” tour to this
eastern Iowa town on Thursday, prom-
ised never to be cowed by all those cra-
ven secularists who believe that a stable,
healthy household needn’t be headed by
a God-fearing mom and dad.

None of these three men is likely to
win the Republican nomination. But be-
fore they exit stage right — stage far
right, that is — they and a few of their
similarly quixotic, similarly strident com-

The kooky, ugly carnival of the caucuses

does lasting damage.

petitors will do no small measure of dam-
age to the Republican Party and no great
favors to the country as a whole. What
happens in Iowa doesn’t stay in Iowa: it
befouls Republicans’ image nationally,
becomes a millstone around the eventual

_nominee’s neck and legitimizes debate

. about some matters that shouldn’t be de-
“batable.

4~ The run-up to the Iowa caucuses, like
the rest of the primary season thus far,
has underscored just how much general
nuttiness and moral extremism the party
has come to accommodate, with Iowa
serving as a theater of the conservative
absurd. The state’s unrepresentative
caucuses — in which a mere 100,000 or so
of the most fervent voters, almost all of
them white, are expected to participate
— coax a Bible-thumping, border-mil-
itarizing harshness from candidates
that’s a tonal turnoff to the swing voters
who will probably decide the general
election.

The more reasoned, practical mem-
bers of the Republican establishment
know this. That’s why many of them are
doing all they can to expedite the corona-
tion of Mitt Romney, whose mild manner
and time as the governor of a heavily
Democratic state give him a.centrist
aura, or at least the possibility of one.
They’d like to get his loopier and more in-
cendiary rivals away from the television
cameras, soon.

Many Democrats take heart from the
spectacle of ultra-conservative pander-

THE STRIP BRIAN McFADDEN 1

ing in Iowa, correctly surmising that it
bolsters their own party’s fortunes and
President Obama’s re-election chances.
They shouldn’t, not if they care about the
country, best served by a vigorous back-
and-forth about the proper size and role
of government and about budgetary re-

straint. In its least hypocritical moments, -

the Republican Party has provided an
important counterbalance to a Demo-
cratic tropism toward paternalism and
bloat. It can’t do that if it marginalizes it-
self by repelling fiscally conservative but
socially moderate voters who have little
appetite for the shenanigans in Iowa.
Last week, Paul remained at or near
the top of polls of the state’s Republicans,
despite his refusal to disavow support
from white supremacist and anti-Zionist
groups and — on an infinitely lighter note
— a campaign style that just won’t cut it.
I caught up with him in Newton, where
his staff distributed glossy pamphlets,
“The Ron Paul Family Cookbook,” with
recipes for
cake,” “impossible pie,” “razzle bo-dazzle
pork tenderloin” and more. His remarks
were less sculptured stump speech than
meandering civics seminar, with none of

_ the customary oratorical swells and dips.

An advocate of abolishing the Federal
Reserve, he got questions unlike those
other candidates receive, including one
about monetary policy that concluded,
“My thought is: maybe the silver stand-
ard?” He responded by earnestly weigh-
ing silver against gold, the pol as met-

~allurgist.

He terrifies more pragmatic conserva-
tives like the commentator Michael
Medved, who has called him “Dr. De-
mento.” Medved wrote in The Daily
Beast last week that a strong showing by
Paul in the caucuses and beyond would
be “disastrous to Republican prospects,”
validating the impression that “today’s
Republicans have become a wild and cra-
zy bunch, harboring oddball, irresponsi-
ble notions that place them far outside
the American mainstream and make
them untrustworthy when it comes to the
serious business of governance.” He add-
ed, rightly, that Paul’s associations aren’t
helpful to a party whose future may de-
pend on its appeal to Hispanic and black
voters.

That future was lost on Perry, too. I
caught up with him on Wednesday in Pel-
la, where he was introduced by Joe
Arpaio, the polarizing Arizona sheriff
who once marched 200 immigrants
awaiting deportation through the streets
and is widely loathed by Hispanics. Perry
spoke of Arpaio’s support as a compli-
ment higher than any imaginable. And
when one of the Iowans who got to ask
Perry a question commenced a vicious ti-

“cherry-pineapple dump

on Christmas Eve in 1989. A few months
later the staff and regulars took over the
entire coach section of a Dublin-bound
Aer Lingus 747. That was back when you
could smoke on planes and drink unlimit-
ed free booze. Everyone stood in the
aisles, telling jokes and clinking glasses.
A little nautical decoration and they
might never have left that plane.

The next day, Jackie, her dress
adorned with top-quality lace — a gift
from Don Jo — walked down the aisle,
past pews full of the entire hung-over
Queens crew, and met Dad at the altar.

Around 10 years ago, Gregory’s was
torn down and replaced by an apartment
building. Since then, I have watched the
bars in New York become more and more
homogeneous — if you’re an electrician
or an investment banker or a punk al-

bino, there’s a bar for you, full of all the
other electricians or investment bankers
or punk albinos, and no one else. The
likelihood of such wildly different people
getting a conversation going in a bar to-
day, let alone becoming family to one an-
other, seems next to nil.

But Gregory’s lives on for those who
know that there was a moment in time
when Sal, in skin-tight Levi’s, climbed

. the ladder to the crow’s nest table, where

the cop with the kid waited for him, and
they dined and drank above a crowd of
drunken waitresses and lawyers and
salesmen in a nautical-themed restau-
rant in the far, far away land of Queens.

This is an excerpt from Townies, a series
about New York and occasionally other
cities, at nytimes.com/opinionator.

rade against “these Mexicans” who come
to America and “fly their flag above the
United States flag,” Perry didn’t push

~ back one iota.

N response to weak poll numbers, he

also doubled down on God. Early in

the week he toughened his already

tough stance on abortion, saying he
was now opposed to it even in instances
of rape and incest. In Pella and elsewhere
he crowed about how many Planned Par-
enthood clinics in Texas he had shut
down. He quoted the Bible, telling voters
they must, like the prophet Isaiah, offer
their service to the Lord — by voting for
Perry.

The symbolism in one of his television
ads included stained glass, a church stee-
ple, a cross: religious imagery that was
par for the pious course in Iowa. As the
political strategist Mark McKinnon told
the Times’s Jeremy W. Peters, vote-des-
perate, subtlety-bereft candidates “will
light a fire and stand by a burning bush
in order to send a signal to evangelicals,
‘I’m one of you.””

A prior ad of Perry’s questioned the
end of the United States military’s “don’t
ask, don’t tell” prohibition concerning
gays. They remain favorite punching
bags for conservative Republicans, and
that’s another way in which the party

jeopardizes its future. Surveys make
clear that younger Americans are much
more supportive of gay rights than older
ones. You wouldn’t know it from the likes
of Perry and Santorum.

Santorum at long last experienced a
surge of his very own — you have to won-
der if Tim Pawlenty has developed hema-
tomas from kicking himself for quitting
the race — and reveled in it. And he
talked not only about the economy but
also about abstinence, Christianity, mo-
rality, decericy.

A remark he made in Coralville had a
xenophobic, even racist edge. Digressing
to recall that Hillary Clinton had written
a book titled, “It Takes a Village,” he
pointed out, gratuitously, “That’s an Afri-
can proverb.”

He then plugged his own book, “It
Takes a Family.”

It takes a perspective less morally
smug and divisive to lead this country.
And for all of Romney’s own pandering
and cringe-inducing policy gyrations, he
gets this, I think.

It’s possible he’ll prevail in Tuesday’s
caucuses and indeed be speeded toward
the general election. But the rightward
bobs he has felt compelled to make and
the ugly carnival here will cling to him
and his party. More than any vote tally,
that will be Iowa’s harvest, a bitter one.

BEN WISEMAN
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AVOID EMBARRASSMENT W NOT MAKING
EYE CONTACT WITH ANYONE YOU MAY
RECOGNIZE FROM THE AMES STRAW POLL,

KNGW YOUR IOWA CAUCUS SAFETY

-

WEAR A HELMET
TO PROTECT
YOURSELF FROM
 NEWT GINGRICH'S
y FALLING POLL
’, NUMBERS.

 NAME ON

RU’N OUT OF BALLOTS?
SIMPLY WRITE YOUR
PREFERRED CANDIDATE'S
ANY NEARBY

SCRAP PAPERY
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New Rules for the New Year

EW YEAR’S resolutions are the original New
Rules. Except that resolutions are usually
self-oriented: I am going to lose weight this
year. My New Year’s resolution, by the way,
is to do the ones from ’75; I made a lot of good ones
that year. I was 19, and thought I could polish them off
by age 20. Alas, I’m a little behind. ;
Also, New Rules are bigger, broader and grander.
I don’t tell you what I’'m going to eat; I tell you how the
world should work. Here’s what 2011 prompts me to de-
cree for 2012:

New Rule Now that we have no money, and all our sol-
diers have come home from Iraq and they’ve all got
experience building infrastructure, and no jobs ... we
must immediately solve all of our problems by declar-
ing war on the United States.

New Rule If you were a Republican in 2011, and you
liked Donald Trump, and then you liked Michele Bach-
mann, and then you liked Rick Perry, and then you
liked Herman Cain, and then you liked Newt Gingrich

... you can still hate Mitt Romney, but you can’t say
it’s because he’s always changing his mind.

New Rule Starting next year, any politician caught in a
scandal can’t go before the press, offer a lame excuse
and then say, “Period. End of Story.” Here’s how you
indicate a “period” and the end of a story: shut up.

New Rule The press must stop saying that each debate
is “make or break” for Rick Perry and call them what
they really are: “break.”

New Rule You can’t be against same-sex marriage and
for Newt Gingrich. No man has ever loved another
man as much as Newt Gingrich loves Newt Gingrich.

New Rule Internet headlines have to be more like
newspaper headlines. That means they have to tell me
something instead of just tricking me into clicking on
them. If you write the headline, “She Wore That?” you
have to go to your journalism school and give your de-
gree back.

New Rule Let’s stop scheduling the presidential elec-
tion in the same year as the Summer Olympics. I get so
exhausted watching those robotic, emotionally stunt-
ed, artificial-looking creatures with no real lives striv-
ing to do the one thing they’re trained to do that I bare-
ly have energy left to watch the Olympics.

New Rule No more holiday-themed movies with a cast
of thousands unless at least half of them get killed by a
natural disaster. Fair’s fair — if I have to watch Kath-
erine Heigl and Zac Efron as singles who can’t find
love, I also get to see them swallowed up by the earth.

New Rule Jon Huntsman must get a sex change. The
only way he’s going to get any press coverage is by
turning into a white woman and disappearing.

New Rule Starting this year, every appliance doesn’t
need a clock on it. My stove, my dishwasher, my mi-
crowave, my VCR — all have clocks on them. If I really
cared that much about what time it was (or what year
it was), would I still have a VCR?

STEVE HEBERT FOR THE NEW YORK TIMES

Relying on the Kindness of Strangers

JOPLIN, Mo.
HEY arrived in the usual
waves.

First the police and firefight-

ers came to help comb the rub-

ble for survivors and victims. Then the

crush of news media hurried in. They

were followed by the relief volunteers,

filling the path of the devastation with
good will and extra hands.

The politicians came, too, promising
that this place would not be forgotten.
Soon the businessmen and con artists
showed up, slinging services and
schemes they promised would get peo-
ple back on their feet. Eventually, the
big idea men arrived to add insight to it
all as they researched books, filmed
documentaries or conducted academic
studies.

And along the way there were unex-
pected visitors: a crew from the televi-
sion show “Extreme Makeover: Home
Edition” arrived to rebuild an entire
street of houses; Acupuncturists With-
out Borders came to promote the bene-
fits of sticking needles in ears to reduce
trauma; and an elephant, guided by cir-
cus employees, appeared to help clear
the debris.

Except for the pachyderm variation
on the theme, the pilgrims who came to
Joplin last spring after the tornado —
the_deadliest in the United States in

spotlight begins to fade and the burst of
adrenaline that accompanies the early
frenetic months of rebuilding begins to
give way to a sense of just how long and
difficult the effort will be. Many local
leaders, from the governor on down,
have said that a main focus is to use me-
dia attention to draw continued outside
help and postpone that moment as long
as possible.

Irwin Redlener, director of the Na-
tional Center for Disaster Preparedness
at Columbia University, said that the in-
flux of people, money and attention af-
ter a major disaster typically fades dur-
ing the “most vexing and most difficult”
phase of recovery, as the drama of dis-
aster gives way to the bureaucracy of
rebuilding. “It’s fatigue syndrome,” he
said. g

Mr. Redlener, who dispatched a
three-person team to Joplin last month
to study, among other things, why some
communities are more resilient post-
disaster than others, credited Joplin’s
leaders for keeping volunteers, donors
and the news media engaged. The mem-
bers of Mr. Redlener’s team, echoing
sentiments expressed by many others
here who have visited devastated com-
munities, said the speed of progress has
been impressive.

As the new year begins, the signs of
recovery are everywhere in Joplin, from
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cause we were still trying to find our
children and our families to make sure
everyone was O.K. They wanted my
time, and I didn’t have it.”

The person who knocked was a sales-
man pitching his services for school res-
toration before the extent of the damage
was even apparent. And since then the
pitches have continued, several a day,
Mr. Huff said.

The list of visitors is long and varied.
A team from the National Weather
Service studied the tornado; another
from the Centers for Disease Control
studied a rare fungal infection that
emerged in its aftermath. Dozens of city
planners attended a three-day work-
shop focusing on recovery. President
Obama showed up, as did the mayor of
Tuscaloosa, Ala., which had also been
hit by a deadly tornado. A visiting group

" from the United Arab Emirates bought

every student in the high school a new
laptop. There have been too many reli-
gious congregations and university
groups to count.

The city manager said he had heard
— but could not confirm — that 100 doc-
umentaries were in the works.

Though the influx of contractors was
imperative to speed rebuilding — there
are only so many plumbers and electri-
cians in a community — it has also pro-
voked hundreds of complaints of fraud,

snmnlinding a roacant ecnilza after the fircet

fall to people like Misti Lindquist. A
year ago she was a stay-at-home moth-
er hobbled by back problems. Now she
is surprised to find herself running a
sprawling donation and distribution
center on her property, which has been
crowded with trailers and hastily erect-
ed storage buildings full of food, cloth-
ing and other supplies. The operation,
Misti’s Mission, has about 30 employ-
ees.

She praises the outside volunteers ef-
fusively but adds, “It’s important to
have someone that will be here for the
long haul.”

No one seems sure when Joplin will
revert to being a small, mostly forgotten
city in southwestern Missouri. Some

Small painted
stars thank
outsiders who
helped with the
recovery in
Joplin, Mo.
Among them: an
elephant and
acupuncturists.

There is progress, but also a mental toll.

Teachers see more stuttering.

residents say it won’t happen, but the
outsiders who have toured other torna-
do, hurricane, flood and earthquake
sites say the moment’s arrival is just a
matter of time.

Just across a barren stretch of ground
from where an elderly woman had all
her insurance money taken by a man
posing as a contractor are seven gleam-
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Relying on the Kindness of Strangers

JOPLIN, Mo.
HEY arrived in the usual
waves.

First the police and firefight-
ers came to help comb the rub-
ble for survivors and victims. Then the
crush of news media hurried in. They
were followed by the relief volunteers,
filling the path of the devastation with

good will and extra hands.

The politicians came, too, promising
that this place would not be forgotten.
Soon the businessmen and con artists
showed up, slinging services and
schemes they promised would get peo-
ple back on their feet. Eventually, the
big idea men arrived to add insight to it
all as they researched books, filmed
documentaries or conducted academic
studies.

And along the way there were unex-
pected visitors: a crew from the televi-
sion show “Extreme Makeover: Home
Edition” arrived to rebuild an entire
street of houses; Acupuncturists With-
out Borders came to promote the bene-
fits of sticking needles in ears to reduce
trauma; and an elephant, guided by cir-
cus employees, appeared to help clear
the debris.

Except for the pachyderm variation
on the theme, the pilgrims who came to
Joplin last spring after the tornado —
the deadliest in the United States in
more than a half-century — were typical
of those who follow any major disaster.
Though these new: arrivals were drawn
to Joplin for different reasons, bringing
different skills and intentions, they
were all, in a word, outsiders.

“It’s funny how the outsiders call us
locals,” said Jane Cage, a businesswom-
an who leads the Citizens Advisory Re-
covery Team and has met with many of
these delegations of visitors.

In this city of about 50,000, where
115,000 volunteers have registered in
the last seven months (and several
times simply showed up), outsiders
have become a fundamental — and in-
dispensable — part of the community.

“We never could have recovered our-
selves; the job is just too big,” Ms. Cage
said in an interview in her office a few
weeks ago. “People have been really
generous. But they are not going to
come forever. At some point along the
way we’re going to have to rely on our-
selves, like we always have.”

That shift, already becoming appar-
ent but still some time off, will be a cru-
cial transition for the community as the

spotlight begins to fade and the burst of
adrenaline that accompanies the early
frenetic months of rebuilding begins to
give way to a sense of just how long and
difficult the effort will be. Many local
leaders, from the governor on down,
have said that a main focus is to use me-
dia attention to draw continued outside
help and postpone that moment as long
as possible.

Irwin Redlener, director of the Na-
tional Center for Disaster Preparedness
at Columbia University, said that the in-
flux of people, money and attention af-
ter a major disaster typically fades dur-
ing the “most vexing and most difficult”
phase of recovery, as the drama of dis-
aster gives way to the bureaucracy of
rebuilding. “It’s fatigue syndrome,” he
said. i

Mr. Redlener, who dispatched a
three-person team to Joplin last month
to study, among other things, why some
communities are more resilient post-
disaster than others, credited Joplin’s
leaders for keeping volunteers, donors
and the news media engaged. The mem-
bers of Mr. Redlener’s team, echoing
sentiments expressed by many others
here who have visited devastated com-
munities, said the speed of progress has
been impressive.

As the new year begins, the signs of
recovery are everywhere in Joplin, from
the sounds of swinging hammers, to the
matchstick profiles of emerging houses,
to the unmistakable sense of optimism
that infuses conversations about “good
coming out of bad” A place like this
feels more manageable when strung up
in Christmas lights.

Still, it is impossible to miss the scars
of the tornado that tore a path 13 miles
long and more than half a mile wide
through the heart of the community,
killing 161 people and destroying thou-
sands of homes, a hospital, a half-dozen
schools and hundreds of businesses.
More than $1 billion in insurance claims
have already been paid, according to
city estimates.

The physical toll is most visible at
night, when nearly a third of the city ap-
pears to have been blotted out by ink.
The mental toll is more subtle: the
schools have reported a 50 percent in-
crease in stuttering.

This is what the outsiders have come
to fix, to chronicle, to profit from and to
study.

“I remember the first knock on the
door,” said C. J. Huff, the schools super-
intendent. “It was very frustrating be-

cause we were still trying to find our
children and our families to make sure
everyone was O.K. They wanted my
time, and I didn’t have it.”

The person who knocked was a sales-
man pitching his services for school res-
toration before the extent of the damage
was even apparent. And since then the
pitches have continued, several a day,
Mr. Huff said.

The list of visitors is long and varied.
A team from the National Weather
Service studied the tornado; another
from the Centers for Disease Control
studied a rare fungal infection that
emerged in its aftermath. Dozens of city
planners attended a three-day work-
shop focusing on recovery. President
Obama showed up, as did the mayor of
Tuscaloosa, Ala., which had also been
hit by a deadly tornado. A visiting group

" from the United Arab Emirates bought

every student in the high school a new
laptop. There have been too many reli-
gious congregations and university
groups to count.

The city manager said he had heard
— but could not confirm — that 100 doc-
umentaries were in the works.

Though the influx of contractors was
imperative to speed rebuilding — there

. are only so many plumbers and electri-

cians in a community — it has 