
Antwerp 

snow off the North Sea 



ysf (fry/>, ^ ujrtx^ ^ ef*'^ 

thorougly half-assed (as usual) 



"It1 s indicative,)• 



"All the same, I want you to 

f Jb-M 

(ors "All the same. I want..#) 



"That’s on him. I had nothing to do with..." 



"I figure it this way. 



It's getting so you can't 

g~JtCU-4 



If that isn’t 00, I don’t know what is. 



Bastard him anyway 



Can*t even make up his mind which side to crease his hair on, that guy# 



My eyes have been across these words before 



Sr flaMU 

Tell you what, (as 1st sentence in graf of dialogue) 



"Just asking, but..." 

tr&M 



Thing is, 



**I do know a little something about...” 

C AOJLA 



"Spell it out, 00." 



"Priss#" (L^x& to Mariah?) 



(eT jdfljufc 

"You *re throwing yourself away on (the magazine job, Lexa tells Mitch5 or he tells her, 
about whatever job she has.) 



"You^re dangerous to yourself (Lexa tells Mitch? other way around?) 



"Trotsky is still dead, is he? Then I'll..." 



(storm) clouds, knuckles of the sky. Bring up the theme music# 



<A«A wm 
The covering darkness. 

t £j 



UL 

^ 
00 stared at his uncle. Darius could hate across the board when he got going. 

Lxrtlu/'U 

Maybe that was politics. Maybe it was just Darius. 



watched the day begin 



11.you firri that comical, do you*11 

"I never said a word.” 



majority of dawn 



UL~ 

^rry»Jl » J&4 ^ 

, i /^AJVVU^ 

N 
ON^ * 

By then he surely had told her everything of himself down to his shoe-size. 



00’s was an extreme chapter, even by* (WWII) standards. 



As far as he knew, he was dead* (i.e*, discombabulated by near-fatal event) 

—Ben In a car wreck? 



Snow light brightened the mountaintops even before the moon came up* 

31 





no bitterer day 



chain of nights 



^<LKC^dbutJU\ UA. UJ^JL ‘-'W 

Now we had icicle weather. 



his 
Hunter walking on steep slope, carries 4m gun on side 
nearest slope, to better his kix balance with its 
inward pull. 



WINTER 

What dawn there is seems snagged in the bushes, hanging 

--extremely detailed descriptions of trees, ferns 



lU^Ji t/V* {jOJnCLty? v 

the challenging sky, more colossal than armies, unbeatable as age 



oJt OsLouit <u3f*Ad ta&f 

ft days do pass even when they are slowed with cold, and I 

that Adair and I at loagfe would not have to go through a time 



tank warfare 

a spot of ground 



GswAtdt T^JU LiL 

ATf w* l*4MLA\toAdl, * M*. 

""i'2*CynVg - 

^0u»OA AuviX^W* W4»M{ CJUA^Arf ** MK. C*A, 

O^ovuu^C®^ <Mov-W* M4 

— C/YVCJL OA Uunuu 0^t^i 'f/>0uvtil^ oAfiLM^iA’f CO*fsJL. T® * /Skfe. 

L&MZ&XK^**n(Uj: 11 fcfru^ AAi^Jbt pjjLc *>* yyKD^w tk\ 

AI^6WA^ V AA^ * ** 

- o^u /^ ty*^AA 

-_*, - w&tu ^tfK, CAW Ui -/0U« c <WS 

Ct To /vvoJfcf fcA U^*M 

£. tXb+d M*euj : /VVOAA ytttlU# &/ fa**** *| AntM~* f****- SO A.. 

1C! tf <«ANA\ uAv> (o&flarf (/lortA ' Urcuw^cdt JU^ Aau^i *' 

***«^ . <*f ^O-^o ci^idfA. uM Com* c ^ /00 odfc y kwfvt AJIA^JL 

*^<i*»*J*#*: ^ ^ U^LW 0VV? A^X 

^ A*» uso^o*. y&A Urt4i//cU»-^. 

*/V*AP( ‘fa tb*J*bL 6*f/wi A44 CUJ J Wvy  



Moxie 

provides Ben "long handles" (long underwear) 



Ben, shipboard? 

Hours refused to budge, yet days went to no good use. 



This was not winter, this was a white coma on the land, 

--link to Russians fighting Germans year after year 



death-cold weather, as if the sun had vanished for good and the planet was giving 

over to ice and snow. 



The wind perturbing the snow 



check SKY & RFair for this 

There was no distance or nearness, just the blank of gray snow and gray sky 

run together. 



old slabs of dirty snow 



Jf'sat listening to the sound of .sncw drifting against the window- 

softest of nature’s keening, and the most deadly. 

-the 



rime of frost 



Hunter scoops snow from rock, takes off his left glove, 
puts it on rock, sits on it* (to protect butt from cold) 



tM-t 
The cold burn of wind /met him as he stepped to the beach. 



thorns of frost on bushes and dead tree limbs 



<o-i a w ft UVO*A ft'V 

cruMX *TJ Aj -£e/\J*, 

Feb. 15>, ’ 80—Snowstorm today, flakes coming down like feathers, but every so 
often the wind will dislodge branchloads from the fir trees and that produces 
a half-minute or so of snow like white dust, with some white clods falling 
within it. 

—the process is that the wind shakes loose the dry-packed clumps from upper 
branches; ±jmsp. those that hit the longer lower branches as they fail explode 
into "dustH$ the fist-sized clumps which miss the branches plummet without 
much coming apart. 
v 

/IAJUUJS, tr'j 

* alA tnxf 



Snowing so hard, there seemed to ias. be more snow than space between the flakes 



the land quiet with the weight of snow 



When the silver winter began to tarnish 



The flecked sky, filled with fat snowflakes 


