
B ICFCCT STCLE MY WIFT

HE PRoBLEM is  credib i l i ry .

The problem, as I'm finding our over the last few weeks, is

basic credibiliry. A lot of peopie look at me and say, sure fuck,

Bigfoot stole your wife. It makes me sad to see it, the look of disbe-

lief in each person's eye. Tiudys disappearance makes me sad, too,

and I'm sick in my heart about where she may be and how he's treat-

ing her, what they do all day, if she's getring enough ro ear. I believe

hes being good to her-I mean I feel it-and I'm going to keep hop-

ing to see her again, but it is my belief that I probably won'r.

In the two and a half years we were married, I often had the feel-
ing that I would come home from the rrack and something would

be funny. Oh, shed say rhings: One of these days Im not going to be

here when yu get home, rhtngs like that, things like everybody says.
How stupid of me not ro see rhem as om€ns. \flhen I d get out of
bed in the early afternoon, I d stand right here at rhis sink and I
could see her working in her garden in her cut-off Levi's and bikini
top, weeding, planting, watering. I mean it was obvious. I was too
busy rhinking abour rhe races, weighing the odds, checking rhe
jockey roster to see what I now know: he was watching her too. Hed
probably been warching her all summer.
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So, in  a way i t  was my faul t .  But  what  cotrk l  I  l r . r r ' .  . l , r r rc? I l ie lbor

steals  your  wi fe.  I  mean:  even i f  ,vou ' re honre,  i r 's  g, r i r rg r ( )  l ) (  : l  nrcss.

He's bie and not well trained.

Whcn I  c , rme honte i t  was abouc e leven-th i r rv . ' [ 'hc l iqhrs \ \ 'c rc  ( )n.

r r l r i r l r  r r ' : r l lv  wasnt : rnyth ing new, but  in  the ord inarv nrcs.s of  r l rc

l ' l . r , t ,  t l r . r ' . ' r v r r r , r  l i t t l e  d i f f e rence ,  s i gns  o f  a  s t rugg le .  
- l - hc re  . , r ' ; r s : r

' , 1 ' r l l , , l  l ) r .  l ' ,  1 ,1 , , ' r  ( ) r )  t hc  coL ln re r : rnd  the  f r i dge  was  open .  Bu r  rhe rc
\ \ , r \  \ ( ) r r ) r ' t l u r rg  t l s r ' .  so r r r c r l r i ng  rha t  made  me  s i ck .  The  sme l l . ' I - hc
' r r r t  l l  , , 1  l l r l i l . . l .  l t  r r ' . r s  l r i . l . ' , r r r r s .  I t  u ,as  .  .  .  t he  guv  i s  no t  c l ean .

I  l . r l l  , ' i  l i r r . l r " s  . l , , r l r . s  : l r c  q ( )nc ,  l l o r  i r l l  o l r  r hcm,  and  the re  i s  no
r ro t c .  \ \ ' t ' l l ,  I  l i r r , , r , , ' r v l r : r r  i t  i s .  l t ' s  j us t : r bou t  rn idn iqh t  t l r e re  i n  t he

ki tchcn r ' , 'h ich snre l ls  l i l ic  sornc p l l t  o f  hc l l .  I  e losc the f r idge door.

i t ' s  t he  saddcs t  rh ing  I ' v c  cvc r  c l onc . ' l ' hc rc ' s . )  l ) i c t u r c , r [  l i udv  end

me leaning against herToyor:r taped to thc fi iclee cloor. It r,,,as r:rken

last summer. There's'Irudy in her bikini rop, hcl bcllr. '  brou'n as a

bean. She looks l ike a kid. She was a kid I guess, rwenry-six. The rwo

tinrcs she wenr ro the rrack with me everybody looked at me like
l ro ' "v ' r l  I  r ; r t r ' l r t ' r ' .  l lu t  she d idnr  lea l lv  care for  the races.  She cared

. r l , , r r r t  l r . ' r  g , r r . i c r r  , r r r c l  ( l h i ncsc  cook ing  and  Bus te r ,  he r  co l l i e ,  r vho  I
qrrcss I l ig l i r , r t  s to le too.  ( ) l  r r rc .  I lusrer  isn ' r  in  rhe p ic ture,  he rvas

rr : rggi r rg r r tv  r rcp l r , . ' r . r ' ( , l ruc l i  u 'ho rook rhc phoro.  An1, 'way I  c lose the
fi-iclse .kror :rnd it 's l ikc part of nrr. l i fb closed. Bigfoor sreals your

wife ar-rd you're in for some changes.

You corne l.romc lrom rl-re track having missed the Dailv Double

by a neck, and when you enrer the home you are paying For and in

which you and your wife and your wife's coll ie l ive, and 1'our rvife

and her coll ie are gone as is some of her clothing, rhere is nothing ro

bel ieve.  Big loot  s to le her .  l t 's  a fact .  What  shoLr ld I  do,  ignore i r?
( .hLrc l i  canrc dou,n r rnd s; r ic l  sorr rcr l r ins i ike rvc l l  i f  t l ig fbor  sro le her
t ' l ry i l  thcv t : r l ic  t l re  ( ,c l icr r? ( .hr isr ,  * 'hr r t  r r  evnic !  Havc you ever  read
. r r \ ' ( l ) i r ) r l ; r t r o t r r  I l i g i i r o t  no t  l r c i ng ; r [ r l c  t o  d r i r , ' c?  Hed  be  c ramped  i n
t l r , r , ,  l r r r t  l ' n r  s r r r ' . '  l r .  . o r r l , l  n ) : l n : l g c .

I  , l , r r r ' t  n . r l l r  . ; r r t  i l  pcoplc l rc l i t ' . , 'c  nrc or  nor .  Would r ia t  change anr-
r l r i r rs i  \ \ 'or rk l  r l r r r r  I r r inq I i r rd, r ,brrck here? Pul l  rhe weeds in her  eardc 'n?
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As I think about it, no on€ beiieves anything anvmore. Give me

one example of someone belieuing one thing. I dare you. After that

we ser into this credibil in-thing. No one believes me. I rnyself can't

believe all the suspicion and cynicism there is in rodar/s world. Even

at the races, some character next to me wil l poke over 2rr my tip sheet

and ask me if I believe that stuff. If I believe? \X/har is there to

believe? The horse's name? What he did the last t ime out? And I look

back at this guy, too cl-reap to go rwo bucks on tl-re proeram, and I

sar': i t 's history. Ir is historical fact here. Beiieve. Huh. Heres a facr:

I believe everythins.

Credibiliry.

When I was thirteen years old, mv' mother's trailer was washed

awav in the flooding waters of the Harley fuver and swept thirry-one

rniies, ending right side up and nearly dead level j i isc outside Mercy,

in fact in the old weed-eaten parking lot for the abandoned potash

planr. I know this ro be rrue because I was inside the trailer the

whole time with my pal, Nuggy Reinecker, who Found the experi-

ence more l ife-changing than I did.

Now whot going to bel.ieve this story? I mean, besides me,

because I was there. People are going to say, come on, chirry-one

mi lcs? Dont  you mcan rh i r ry-one Feec?

We had gone in out of the rain after school to check out a maga-

zine that belonged to my mothert boyfriend. It was a copy of Dude,

and there was a fold-out page I wil l never forget of a girl lving on the

beach on her back. It was a color photograph. The girl was a l itt le

pale, I mean, rhis was probably her firsr day out in the sun, and she

had no clothing on. So it was good, but what made it great was that

thev had made her a l irt le bathing suit out of sand. Somebody had

spil led a l itt le sand iust right, here and there, and the sand was this

incredible gold color, and it made her look so absolutely naked it

wanred to put your eyes out.

Nrggy and I kne',v there was flood danger in Griggs; wed had a

flood every year almost and it had been raining for five days on and

off, bur u,hen the trailer bucked the first t ime, we thoueht it was my
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mother come home to catch us in thc dirty lrooli. Nrrgu' sl.roved the

magazine under the bed and I ran out to chccli t lrt t loor. Ir only took

me a second and I hollered back Hey no stl,ott, )t() ottl: f trrc, but by

the rime I returned to see what other poscs thcy'rl lr:rt l r lr is bcautiful

woman commit, Ntggy already had his pants to his rrrrl i les .rntl ' ,r,:rs

i l rvo lved in what  we knew was a s in.

I f  i t  hadnt  been the t iming of  the f i rsr  wave wi th t l . r is  act  o l 'h is ,

Ntrggv r r r ight  havc gone on to l ive what  the rest  of  us cal l  a  nornra l

l i l , .  l l r r r  r l r t '  I l r r l lev hed crcsted and the head wave,  which they est i -

r r ) . r l ( ( l  l ( )  I t t  t l t r , ,  i i t ' t  r t t i r t i r r t t r l t t ,  L l l t l T l oo red  the  t ra i l e r  w i t h  a  push

r l t . t t  k t t , ' ,  l i , , l  t t t ,  or , ' t  t  t l t t  so l : t ,  r t t r t l  t l r rcrv Nr. regv,  a l ready entangled

i t t  I t i s  t t o t t s t ' t s , . l . . u  . t . r , r s .  t l t c  l r c t l r o o r r r .

I  wa tched  thc  v i l l agc  o l  ( i r i g t s . r . s  r vc ' s : r i l c r l  t l r r , r r r gh . .Son rc  oF the

vil lage, the Exxon Station, part of it at least, and the c,rnvesh, rvfrich

folded up right away, tried to come along with us, ancl I sar,v tlrc

front of Painters' Mercantile, the old porch and signboard, on and

off all day.

Vxr crrrr bclicvc this: ir was nor a smoorh ride. We'd rip along for

r ( ' r )  ( ( , r r r . l t ,  r . l r ' , r l r p i r r g : rn t l  g row l i ne  ovc r  rocks ,  and  rumb l i ng  ove r

u ( ' ( ' s t un l l ) s , , r r r t l  t l r . r r  r v l r r r r r r !  t hc  l r on t  cnd  o f  t hc  t r a i l e r  wou ld  l odee

. ru : r i r r s t  : r  11 ) ( l i  ( ) r ' s , r r r r c ' t l r i r r g  t l r l r t  coL r l c l  s top  i t ,  l r nc l  whoa l  r vcc l  whcc l

rtrouncl shar'p :rs rr carnival ride , rvorse rcallv, becausc the firrnirure

would be throwr.r ag:rir-rst thc far sidc and us wirh it, sor.netimes we'd

end up in a chair and sometimes the chair *ou[d sit on us. My

mother had about four thousand knickknacks in five big box

shelves, and they gave us trouble for the first rwo or rhree miles, fly-

ing by like artillery, left, right, some small giass snail hits you in the

[ace, later in the back, but that stuff all fina.lly serded in rhe foot and

rhcn two feet of water which we took on.
\i7e or.rly slowed down once and it was the worst. In thc milrtxrd

llrrts I thought we had stopped and I let go of rhe door I rvas hug-
ging and tried to stand up and then swish, another nrsh se nr us righr

:rlong. \7c rammed along all day it seemed, but *,herr rve frnally

washed up in Mercy and che sheriff 's cousin prrl lcrl opcr.r the door
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and got swept back to his car by water and quite a fbw of those

knickknacks, jusr over an hour had passed. We had averaged, they

figured later, about thirry-rwo miles an hour, reaching speeds of up

to fifry at Lime Falls and the \Willows. I was okay and walked out

bruised and well washed, but when the sheriff 's cousin pulled N*ggy

out, he looked genuinely hurt.
"For godsakes," I remember the sheriff 's cousin saying' "The

damn flood knocked this boyt pants offl" But Nuggy wasn't talking.

In fact, he never hardly talked to me again in the nvo years he stayed

at the Regional School. I heard later, and I believe it, that he joined

the monastery over in Malcolm Counry.

My mother, because she didn't have the funds ro haul our rig back

to Griggs, worried for a while, but then the mayor arranged to let us

stay out where we were. So after my long ride in a trailer down the

flooded Harley fuver with my friend N,rggy Reinecker, I grew up in

a parking lot outside of Mercy, and ro tell you the truth, it wasn't too

bad, even though our trailer never did smell straight again.

Now you can beiieve all that. People are alwavs saying: don't

believe everything you read, or everything you hear. And I'm here to

tell you. Believe it. Everything. Everything you read. Everything you

hear. Believe your eyes. Your ears. Believe the small hairs on the back

of your neck. Believe all of history, and all of the versions of history,

and all the predictions for the future. Believe every weather forecast.

Believe in God, the afterl ife, unicorns, showers on Tiresday.

Everything has happened. Everything is possible.

I come home from the track to find the cupboard bare. Tiudy is

not home. The place smells funny: hairy. It's a fact and I know it as

a fact: Bigfoot has been in my house.

BigFoot xole my wife.

She's gone.

Believe it.

I gotta believe it.

8 j
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" l -HEN, ! i lH\ '?"  they sav.  "V4' ry 'c l imb out  of  the woods and go

rl-rrough the trouble of 
'meeting 

the press,' so to speak?" (\J7ell, f irst

of'all, I don't l ive in the woods )/ear round, which is a popular mis-

conception of mv life-sryle. Sure, I l ike the woods, but I need action

too. I 've had some of my happiest t imes ir-r the median of rhe

Baltimore Belt-route, the orchards of Arizona and Florida, and I

spent nearlv five years in the corn country just outside St. Louis. So,

it 's not just the woods, okay'?)

\\ ' l t | I came fonvard ar rhis time concenls the rruesr rhing I ever

read about myself in the papers. The headline read "Bigfbot Stole

iv{v Wife ," and it was right on the money. But bcneath it was the real

storv: "Anguished Husband's Cry." Now I read rhe arricle. every

word. Twice. Ir rvas poorly written, but it was ,rl l  true. I stole the

guit 's wife. She wasn't the frrst and she wasn't the last. But when I

went back and read that "anguished husband," ir got me a l itt le. I 've

been, as you probably have read, in all fifty states and eleven foreign

countries. (I have never been to Tibet, in case vou're wondering.

That is some other gu1', mavbe the same one rvho 'lr,as crossing thar

stream in Northern California.) And, in each place I 've been, rhere's

a woman. Come on, who is surprised by that? I don't :r lways steal

them, in fact, I never steal them, but I do cal/ them au,ay, and they

come rvith me. I know my powers and I use mv powers. And when

I call a womanr she comes.

So, HERE I am. It 's kind ofa confession, I guess; kind ofa warning

I've been around; Ive been all over rhe world (except Tibetl I dont
know if that guy is interesred in women or not.) And I've seen thou-
sands of women standing at rheir kitchen windows, rheir stare in the
mid-afternoon goes a thousand miles; Ive seen thousands of women,
dressed to the nines, strolling the cosmetic counrers in Sal<s and I.
Masnin, wondering why their lives aren't like movies; thousands of
women shuffling in the soft rwilight of malls, headed fbr rhe Orange

Julius stand, not really there, jusr biding time unril things ger lovely.
And rhings get lovely when I call. I cannor counr rhem all, I can-
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l l , \  | ' \  I : l N l  :  I ' r t r  r c e c l l ' .

Lrrr r  l l i r i l i ror .  l  l r . '  l l iL l l i ro t .  \ i r r r ' r 'e  bee n hcrr r ing ; rbour  nr . '  l 'or '
\ ( ) n l ( ' r i r r r .  r r , , * ' ,  s . t i r r g . r r r i s t s ' r c r r t l c l i r r g s ,  a r r d  p c r h l r p s  l  p h o n v  p h o -
togr ' : rp l r  ( ) r  t \ \ ' ( ) .  lshotr ld  sa1' r ight  hcre that  an arr is t 's  rer- rder ing is
one thing, but some trumped-up photograph is entirely anorher.

The one that really makes me sick purporrs to show me standing in

a stream in Northern California. Ler me tell you sonrerhing; Biefoor

never gets his feet wet. And I've only been to Norrherr.r Califbrnia

once, long enough to check out Redding :rnd E,Lrreka, Lrorh too qr-ricr
for  thc k ind of  guy I  am.

Anvr .vnr , .  r r l l  wer ' l i  lor rg,  pcoplc ( rhc pcoplc I  conracred)  have been
n ' , , r r t l , r i r r g  r v l n '  I  l i n , r l l v  l r r vc  go r r c  pub l i c .  A  coup le  t hough t  i t  was
l ' , r . r u r ,  l r r ' . r s . r r r 1 i r r ' . r r r h u t l : r s t h c a d l i n e , r e m e m b e r :  " J a c k i e O . S l a y s

l l i l ' , loor . '  No,  Inr  n() t  : rngr \ ' .  You can' t  go around and correct  ever) ' -
l , , , , l r  r t l r , ,  t l r r r rc lcrs vou.  (Hey,  I 'm not  dead,  and I  onlv  s , r r r '

.frrt, lrrclirrc ()nassi-s or)ce, at abour four hundred yard.s. Shc \,r ':r.\ ()n r
horsc.) And as for l ibel, what should I do, go up ro l i.ockefeller

Center and hire a lalvyer? Please. Spare rnc. \ 'orr t.rrr (luorc rne on
this: Bigfoot is not inrerested in legal :rcri()n.
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not l ist the things these women are doing whiie their husbands are

out there in another world, but one by one I 'm meeting them on my

terms. I am Bigfoot. I am not from Tibet. I go from village to town

to cirv to village. At present, I am watching your wife. That's why I

am here tonight. To teil you, fairly, man to man, I suppose, I an-t

watching your wife and I know For a fact, that when I call, she'll

come-
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Y ouR wedding day, Brady had heard the word luclz nuo

hrrndred timcs. Everybody had advice, especially her sister
L i r r , l ; r ,  u ' l r r r  t l : r i r n t ' t l  r o  l r c  "w i sc  ro  r r r c . "  l - i nda  had  w isdom.  She  was
|  \ \  r  )  \  (  . r l r  , , ] r J t  r  . r r r , l  l r . r , l  r v i s r ' l y  n r , u  r i , , . ' l  ; t  se  l v i cc r . t . t l u r ,  Ru tch
i . r ' . t l ,  l ' r r r i i ,  r r l t , ' . , ,  \ r . t l u \ . t \ . r  ( , 1  i r r  l l ) ( . . l l l ) l v  t l l l : l l l l l t t ( ( ' ( l  t l t e r r r  l r  I i f e

, r l  r r . r r , l . r n , l  . r , l v t n t r r r , ' .  I l r c l  r i ' t . r t  g o i n g  r o  s c c  t l l c  * , o r l d .  l f  B r a d v

r r i , r l r rc r l  n rc ,  l . i r rc l r r  co ld  c r .c rybod l , , . she  wou lc l  see  r lo rh ing  bu t  the

inside of my carper store.

Linda didn't like my plans for the ceremony. Sh'e rhought that let-

t ing my best man, Bobby Thorson, sing "El Paso" was a diabol icel

mis take .  " 'E l  Paso, " ' she  sa id .  " \XAy wou ld  you s ing  th ; r r  u t  r r  u ,c r l -

d i n r :  i n  S t c v c n s  l \ r i r r r ,  W i s c o r r s i r r ? "  I r , r l , l  l r . ' r :  b c , - , r r r s c  I l i l i c t l  t h c

* r n t i ,  I  n r  . r  \ u (  l i ,  r  l o r  . l  \ r ( ) r \ ' ,  . r r r , l  l r t . . . r r r s e  i (  * , : t s  : r  i , r v c  s o t t g ,  a n d

l , , , . n r r ,  t l t r ' t r '  t i ' , t , t t  l . l  \ ( ) n g  . . r l l r ' r l  " S t t v c r r . s  l ' o i t r t . "

\ \ , l l .  r l r ,  r . r r , l  r l r . r r  , l . r t  t . r  l o r r g  i r g o ,  " t h a t  i s  n o  w a v  t o  w e d d e d

l , l r r . , .

I  r r . rs r r ' r  t r r . . l  r , r  th ink ing  o f  th ings  in  te rms o f  b l i ss ,  and I  had no

resl)onsc for her. I  had been thinkine of the grear phrase from the

song thar  goes  "  .  .  .  maybe romorrowabu l le t  may f ind  me.  .  . "  and

I was once again recommirted ro rhe musical parr of the program.
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\X/har raised all rhe stakes was what Brady did with rhe cake. She
\i 'as a phorographer even rhen and had had a shorv rhar spring in the
stevens Point Art Barn, a hilarious series of eye-tricks that everyone
thought were double exposures: roy soldiers parroll ing bathroom
sinks and cowboys in refrigerarors. Her family was pleased by what
they saw as a useful hobby, bur rhe exhibirion of phorographs had
generally confused them.

V4'ren Brady picked up rhe wedding cake the morning we were
rved, it srunned h.., iurr the size of ir made her grab her camera. She
and Linda had taken Clover Lane, by the Gee place, and Brady pic_
tured ir ali: the cake in rhe fbreground and the church in the back-
ground, side by side.

tx4ren Brady pulled over near rhe cottonwoods a quarrer rnile
from the church, Linda was not amused. She stayed in rhe car. Brady
set rhe wedding cake in rhe middle of rhe road, backed up fbrry Feer,
lav down on the hardrop there, and in the rangefrnder she saw rhe
image she wanred: the bride and the groom on rop of the three_
tiered cake looking like they were abour ro srep over onro dre roof of
rhe First Congregational Church. -}/e still have che phorograph. And
when you see it, you a_lways hear the nexr parr of the story.

Linda screamed. Brady, her eye ro rhe viewfinder, rhought a truck
!t"?s coming, rhac she was a second away from being run over on her
wedding day. But it wasn't a truck. Linda had screamed at rwo birds-
Two crows, who had been browsing rhe fenceline, wheeled down
and fell upon rhe cake, amazed ro find rhe sweetest thing in rhe his-
tory of Clover Lane, and before Brady could run forward and pre_
vent ir, she saw rhe groom plucked from his fooring, ankle deep in
frosting, and rise-in rhe beak of the shiny brack bird-up into the
June-blue sky.

"Man oh man oh man," Linda said that day to Brady. ,.That 
is a

bad deal' That," she said, squinring ar rhe rwo crows, who were drift-
ing across old Man Gees a.lfalfa, one of rhem wirh the groom in his
beak, "is a definite message." Then Linda, who had no zurprus affec-
tion for me, wenr on ro say several other things which Brady has
been good enough, all rhese years, ro keep to herself

W.'
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'When 
BobbyThor.son atrc l  I  t t ' r t .  I rc . l  th . 'c l t t r rch,  L inda came out

as we were unloading h is  gui tar  r t t r t l  s : r i t l  t t t t t rg l r ' ,  "Glen,  we' re miss-

ing the groom."

Someone called the bakery, but it w:rs to,, lrttc f irr rr replacement,

,rlmost one o'clock. I dug through Brady's car,tttcl f irr-rrrt l sonre of her

rluvs: rur Indian From Fort Apache with his hatchet raisccl in a l lon-

r r r . ru i r r rorr i . r l  ge.sture;  the Mummy, a t ranslucent  ye l lor . r ;  a  kneel i r lg

rqr , ,  r r  ' , ,1 ,1 i ,  r .  l r is  t ' r 'c  to  h is  r i f le ;  ar- rd a l i t t le  b lue f rogntar- r  wi th nrov-

. r l , l ,  . runs.u l ( l  l tqs.  I  w ' : ts  g/c t t ing rnarr ied in  f i f teen minutes.
' l l t . ' , - c r c t t t , , n \ '  

\ v i r s  r i c l r .  l . i r r c l r r  r cac l  son te  Emi l y  D i ck inson ;  rnv

brother reacl sottte [{o[rcrt Scrvicul encl t]rcn BobbyThorson sang "El

Paso," a song aboLrt t l-re intcnsitics of lovc ettd ,r song rvhich seemed

to bewilder much of the congrcerrtion.

When Brady came up the aisle or.r he r fathcr's artn, she lool<ed like

an angel, her face blanched by seriousne55 2161-l fourrd out [x1s1-

fear of evil omens. At the altar she whispered to me, "Do you believe

in symbols?" 
' l 'hinking 

she was referring to the rings, I said, "Of

( ( ) r r rsc,  nrorc tharr  cver ! "  Her face near lv  broke.  I  can st i l l  see her

r r r o r r l l t  t l t r i v c r .

l . i r r t l r r  c l i . l r r ' t  le t  t rp.  l ) tu ' ing thc rcccpt ior t  rvhctr  we \ \ 'ere cut t ing

r l r t  t : r l ie ,  l l r lc l r ' l i l icc l  t l rc  t rogrr r r rn f iorn the top and L inda grabbed

her.hand: "l)on't vou cvcr lrck fi 'osting fi 'on.r ar-ry rnan's f-eet."

I wanted to say, "They're fl ippers, Linda," butl held my tongue.

'rHAT \x/AS rwenry years ago this week. So much has happened. I've

spent a thousand hours on my knees carPeting the rooms and hails

and stairways of Stevens Point. Bradv arrd I r-row have three boys who

lrc qoocl boys, [rrrt who-l cxpcct-wil l rtot go into rhe carpet busi-

rrtss. I lnrtlv has lvorl<cd hard at l.rer art. She is f inished with her new

Ito,tl<. ( )ltt ' l i t l . ' . i , which took hcr ,rround the world rwice photograph-

i r rq r r rorr r r r r r rnts .  Shc 's  a \ ,vry woman wi th a sense of  humor as long

.rs. r  e()untr ' \ ' ror rc l . ' l 'hough she's  done the t ravel ing and I 've stayed at

Irorrrc, r 'vhcrrcvcr she sees any bird winging away' she savs to ltte:
'l'bare 

you go.
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And she may be kind of right with that one. 
-I'here 

have been

times when I've ached to drop it all and fly away with Brady. I've

cursed the sound of airplanes overhead and then when she comes

home with her camera case and dirry laundry, I've flown 1q hs1-

and she ro me. You find out day after day in a good life that your

family is the iourney.
And now Lindas oidest, Trina, is getting married. We're having a

big family parry here in Stevens Point. Butch and Linda have all

come north for a couple of weeks. Butch has done well; he's a l ieu-

tenant colonel. He's stationed at Fort Bliss and thev all seem to l ike

El Paso.

Trina came into rhe store yesterday pretending to look at carpet.

People find out you're married for twenry years, they ask advice.
' i l4rat would I know? I'm just her uncle and I 've done what I could.

For years I laid carpet so my wife could be a photographer, and now

she'l l be a photographer so I can retire and coach baseball. Life l ies

before us l ike some new thing.

It's quiet in the store today. I can count sparrows on the wire

across the road. My advicel She smiled yesterdav when I told her.

Just get married. Have a friend sing your favorite song at the wed-

ding. Marriage, she said, what is it? Vell, I said, itt not l i fe on a

cake. It's a bird taking your head in his beak and you walk the sky.

It 's marriage. Sometimes it pinches l ike a bird's mouth, bur irk defi-

nitely flying, it's definitely a kind of flying.

ffi.' i,,"rrii?;.1


