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			Prologue

			Ukiah, California, June 14, 1985

			On the pitted forest road near Ukiah, Spider entertained Siobhan with an ode to the Citroën DS’s self-leveling suspension, which could be manually set to a jaw-dropping fourteen inches. After a wet winter and a damp spring, Spider was maneuvering around a Chevy Suburban that had been abandoned in a deceptively deep mud puddle. “I bet that Chevy had eight inches clearance max,” he said. “Off-road vehicle, my ass.” 

			“You really rabbit on sometimes,” Siobhan said. 

			“What I really need to emphasize,” Spider said, “is that the DS clearance is true clearance because it’s front wheel drive, so no low-hanging transaxle. Compare that with a Jeep or anything short of maybe a tank, and you will be astonished. I can’t emphasize that too much.” He grinned at her, and she stuck out her tongue. She looked to him like she hadn’t aged a day since he’d gotten lucky with her ten years before, dancing to the Dusty Chaps in a Phoenix bar. She was the funny, lithe girl he’d always wanted to find, and so, on that distant April Fool’s Day, he’d allowed himself to fall blithely, idiotically in love. It lasted two months. She moved to New York, became a lawyer. He hadn’t seen her again until two days ago.

			She’d worn her hair long in 1975. Now, she’d cut it all off, leaving just a sophisticated coating of red fuzz, a fawn’s coat, slightly thicker on top. It took some getting used to, but Spider was happy to put in the time.

			Spider’s hair had been long back then too, and it still was: kempt enough, straight and dark, descending below his shoulders. He felt a little stuck in time. His beard was still whimsically cut, with little effort at symmetry, as it had been since he returned from Vietnam in 1970. He hadn’t wanted anyone to think he was just this or just that—just an oversized hippie, or just a Viet vet, or just an auto mechanic. He wanted to give folks a little “Huh?” when they took him in. He was slightly gap-toothed, which made him look simpler than he was.

			Last Monday in San Francisco, Spider had been on his back with his arms deep inside a Citroën’s underbelly when Mikael, his Volvo guy, said there was a call for him. Spider rolled out on his dolly to take the handset and felt his stomach knot when he heard her voice. 

			“Spider,” she said. “It’s Siobhan. I’m riding out your way to rescue the gyppos.” 

			These were nonunionized loggers, she explained. Someone had been dumping poison on them. Might be class action material. He heard the words, but all he could think about was seeing her again. 

			She flew out on Friday; they spent most of Saturday in bed. He’d been nervous about that. Her new haircut and stylish clothes made him fear she had a matching array of obnoxious new bedroom tricks. But if she knew new tricks, she was wise enough not to parade them. For him, she was the best ever. Always had been.

			Now it was Sunday evening and they were in Mendocino County, two hours and change north of San Francisco. She needed to interview gyppos who logged in the surrounding forest. They would stay with Spider’s friend, Yosh, who lived—very well on his pot earnings—about four miles outside Ukiah. 

			•••

			After Siobhan’s 1975 departure, Arizona ran dry for Spider and he moved to the coast. He’d been in San Francisco less than a month when a gruff fireplug of a guy named Yosh emerged from behind a refrigerator at a Bernal Heights party and convinced Spider that a property up for sale off Cortland Street was perfect for a mechanic with a little capital to invest. Several hours and some very strong pot birthed The New People’s Garage.

			Yosh said you could parse it as a garage for a new kind of people, or as a new garage for the people. “Plus, it has a kind of racy New People’s Army sound to it, like you’re in the Philippines or Nigeria or someplace like that.”

			The next year, Yosh decamped to two south-facing, state-forest-adjoining acres in the hills outside Ukiah. He grew weed in the forest. Of course he did. The timing was propitious. Sinsemilla, a new potent, seed-free strain, was wowing American potheads. It made people very high, without the downside of paralysis, which was the supposed result of smoking the Mexican pot that the US government was busily spraying with paraquat.

			Yosh laundered much of his profit through a fresh vegetable business, utilizing a van festooned with Better Livin’ through Vegetables and Mr. Natural cartoon figures. His personal experience with the Free Speech Movement, Weatherman, Panthers, and overall zeitgeist of the era had left him suspicious of just about everything. He presented his perspective in a vituperative and often comical fashion on a talk show he hosted on local public radio.

			•••

			The sun set as Spider navigated the Citroën along the forest road, Siobhan talked about her case. Class actions were tricky, she said. The law was highly specific. It was high-stakes legal poker.

			“Gyppos,” Spider said. “Nice ring to it. Was scumbags taken?”

			“It’s from the Greek, gypas, meaning vulture,” Siobhan said. “Unattractive, but legally immaterial. Think of them as little Paul Bunyans with chainsaws,” she said. “Doing the logging that union crews charge too much to do.” 

			“So, union busters?” 

			“They’re not precisely paragons of class struggle,” Siobhan agreed. “In fact, everyone hates them. The lumber unions of course, and the environmentalists too. They’re cheap labor, so the timber companies and mills exploit them.” The topper, Siobhan said, was that their main employer, Bill Ricci’s Redwood Pacific Lumber, had taken to casually bombing the gyppos with a defoliant called Garlon while they worked. “Agent Orange with lipstick,” she said. “Why are you stopping here?”

			Spider had hit the brakes at the top of a driveway that led to a white frame house. He nodded his head toward the house’s front door, which was wide open. Something was sprawled across the welcome mat. Spider turned on his brights and drove slowly forward until they could see that it was a bloody mass the size of a man’s body. “Fuck,” Spider said. The head was visible now, and he could make out the frizzy gray hair that Yosh grew out of each side of his scalp, in homage, he said, to Larry of the Three Stooges. Two crows hopped in an anticipatory way next to the body. Spider could see that Yosh had been dead for a while, killed either by an army or an automatic weapon. He abruptly reversed back down the road, heeding long-buried instincts. 

			“We don’t know who’s out there,” he said to Siobhan. “And there’s nothing we can do for him.”

			It had been a long time between violent deaths for Spider. Since 1969, at a place the Vietnamese called Dong Ap Bia and the Americans called Hamburger Hill, where he saw his two best friends die within minutes of each other. Spider had then spent two hours inviting his own death, crisscrossing the field under heavy fire, saving a dozen lives and earning a Combat Medic Service Badge, the highest honor for his branch of duty. Death went missing from his life after Vietnam, and he liked it that way. 

			At the gas station, Siobhan got out with him and they embraced. Then he disengaged and called the sheriff’s department.

		

	
		
			Part I: Premortem

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Phoenix and San Francisco, 1975–1983

			It was a hot April night in Phoenix, with six more meltdown summer months yet to come. Spider, enervated from repairing cars all day, threw back two cold Dos Equis, smoked a joint, and listened once again to “Tangled Up in Blue.” Finally, he mustered the energy to shower, change clothes, and prepare to do battle at Buffalo Benny.

			Spider could get lucky there sometimes. Was he a hunky hippie or a hairy shitkicker? Some girls wanted to find out. And while in the outside world rock and roll was here to stay, at Buffalo Benny, western swing—a highly stylized permutation of polka, gypsy, Cajun, jitterbug, and square dancing—still ruled. Spider was proficient in the genre. 

			Some nights, slow nights when there weren’t enough girls to go around, the cowboys and the freaks would turn their querulous attentions upon each other, and Spider might end up in a parking lot scrum. He had to admit he enjoyed these little macho interludes. He could take care of himself; that was something he’d brought home from Nam, along with the spiderweb of fine scars that crisscrossed his stomach, back, and legs. The army doctors had taken four slugs and sixty-seven pieces of shrapnel out of him after Hamburger Hill. 

			The evening’s headliner, Clem Cline, had been big in Nashville, but not lately. A blowup of his current album cover dominated the bar’s front window. The photo presented a comatose Clem amidst a sea of broken glass and overturned chairs and tables, in his hand a Bud longneck, its bottom severed. 

			Spider bought a beer and scoped the crowd. At a table near the dance floor, a man and woman were arguing, the woman jabbing with her finger as she raved, the man impassive, his eyes almost closed. The woman slammed down her glass and swept off into the crowd. The sound of the glass hitting the table seemed to arouse the man, who lurched forward as if to follow her. His legs, however, remained anchored. He threw a supplicating leer at the woman’s back as he fell forward, his forehead thudding on the table, his Stetson toppling off to one side. 

			A redhead in the corner was observing the drama, too, and her eye caught Spider’s. They both grinned, and Spider embarked on a great circle route to her table. 

			“Ladies,” the lead singer of the warm-up band said, “I realize a lot of you feel thisaway about me the next morning, so don’t think I’m a pig or nothing,” and launched into the band’s anthem, “(She Was Only) A Drunken Mistake.”

			“Dance?” Spider said.

			When the redhead stood, it took her a while to uncoil. She was his height, six three, in her cowboy boots.

			The homeliest woman can look like a queen

			If you’re drunk and you don’t hesitate…

			“That happen to you a lot? I’m Siobhan,” she said as they two-stepped, each getting the feel of a new partner. 

			“Not even once,” he said. “Spider is what I’m called.” 

			He launched her into a spin before she could reply. Her height made the passes much easier, and she knew them all. Her rhythm was perfect, or at least the same as his. Spider initiated a complex sequence of moves off a back-pass culminating in a corkscrew. They slowed it down, nothing to prove, comfortable.

			“You don’t get drunk?” she said. “Or pick up homely women? Or don’t care if you do? You’re quite a large spider.” 

			“The one in the middle,” he said. “It beats Jeremiah. As a child, I was smaller.” 

			The Dusty Chaps hustled off, and Clem Cline started to set up. Spider and Siobhan stayed put.

			“What do you do?” she said. “Don’t tell me.” She held him at arms’ length and looked him over. “You advise demented Czarina love slaves and instigate the overthrow of empires. You are Rasputin.”

			“I wish,” Spider said. He had no idea who Rasputin was, but it sounded like he had an interesting gig. “What I do is work on cars.”

			“Outside my house,” he added, and felt foolish for doing so.

			Clem Cline glided into his big hit ballad of yesteryear, “Tell the Truth (Even If It Hurts),” a lugubrious account of his heedless penchant for intoxicants. They danced through the entire set in pleasant silence. When Clem subsided, they stood there. Spider didn’t release her hand, and she didn’t withdraw it.

			“I don’t suppose,” she said, “that you work on Fiats?”

			“You don’t have to dance with me all night to get a service appointment,” Spider said. She cackled. It was like something that would come out of the Wicked Witch. Spider fell in love. 

			Siobhan’s Fiat was a needy vehicle from one of the Italian carmaker’s vintage years when its workforce protested labor conditions by sabotaging the cars they were building. After Siobhan finished her workday as a probation officer, Spider would wheel himself under the jacked-up little car while she sat in an armchair with a beer and thumbed through the Arizona Republic, expostulating about events in the world. She’d toss a salad while he showered, and then they’d fuck all night.

			She had a thing about Phoenix. Everyone did. It was a city you loved to hate in a state that had been the butt of the nation’s jokes ever since the Barry Goldwater candidacy. She would find little tidbits in the Republic and yell them out to him while she was sitting on the can after sex. 

			“Only in Phoenix is there a citizens’ petition to permit the shooting of feral cats on city streets.” 

			“You gotta be a helluva shot to hit a moving cat,” Spider said, lying in bed smoking a number, feeling like Phoenix wasn’t actually as bad as all that.

			Not that he intended to stay in Phoenix forever. But life was soft. Mexican bricks slid across the border. Psychedelics were the stuff of life—psilocybin for the most part, peyote for those who liked to throw up in a spiritually evocative fashion, acid of course, and mescaline for special occasions. You could jump in your car after work and make camp by ten in Aravaipa Canyon, high desert country, the canyon walls carved and painted by eons of wind and water. In the morning, you could drop shrooms, hike upstream in sneakers, and watch bats, canyon wrens, an occasional eagle, and the bighorn sheep on the ledges above. Spider and Siobhan spent one perfect weekend in Aravaipa, and then another that was better.

			Spider’s bungalow cost him ninety dollars a month. He had all the work he wanted. He played basketball twice a week, poker every Friday night, and softball on Sundays. And now, he had found Siobhan. She was the one, finally, with whom things were easy. 

			“I can’t stay here, Spider,” she said out of the blue, two months in. “I’ll rot. We’ll rot.” She was going to New York to go to law school.

			She didn’t ask him to join her. He didn’t ask to join. He was no New Yorker. He’d be an extra in her movie. 

			“We’ll stay connected,” she said. “Funny things happen. We’re only twenty-five. I don’t think I’m done with you, kiddo.”

			He stoically returned her goodbye embrace at the airport, then decided to drive up Camelback Mountain. When he was growing up, he had left the burgeoning town of Phoenix behind as he ascended the slope. The mountain roads were dirt then. But Camelback had become a checkerboard of paved roads leading to oversized grottos. The roads had names now—Wonderview, Grandview, Heavenly Vista, Panorama, Aerie Way, and Airy Lane—lest you miss the point.

			The mountain looked awful this late afternoon. There were tendrils of plastic stuck to most of the saguaros, residue from the storm the week before. Shuffling, orange-bloused convicts dotted the landscape, purging the cacti of the detritus. The ostentatious mansions seemed to mock the mountain beneath them.

			She was right, Spider could see that. Intelligent life wasn’t supported by this ecosystem. Where, then? People he knew had gone to Boise, to Missoula, to Portland, and, of course, to San Francisco, which felt the scariest, a much faster place. 

			The evening wind was coming in now, hot out of the desert to the east. His eye seized upon a jumbo, bright red grocery bag, whipped by the breeze into a rigid perpendicularity, pointing toward the coast. 

			•••

			It was hard to think of a reason not to leave. There had been only one Siobhan in Phoenix; the chances of another blooming in that arid landscape seemed remote. 

			Spider called the softball pal who had moved to the Haight and urged him to visit. “No problemo,” the guy said; there was a spare bedroom in his pad that Spider could rent. The guy forgot to mention the twin defecating schnauzers that belonged to the girl from Indiana who was in town for an indefinite period, squatting in the living room. He didn’t mention the fleas either, which Spider contemplated on his ankles the first night in the new digs.

			He picked his way through the turds to the living room, where the Hoosier girl was doing something to her toenails. “I have these things on my ankles,” he informed her.

			“California jumping fleas,” she replied. “They only bother some people.” She extended her comely calf toward him so he could confirm that she was not one of those beset. Her nails were tiny Cuban flags. 

			She smiled at him, rolled over attractively, and opened a drawer from which she extracted repellent and unguent. “Wear socks,” she said.

			The street outside was full of music and hair and the sweet smell of patchouli and cannabis. Siobhan really had been right, he thought. Phoenix was for rotting. San Francisco was for living. There were probably a million Siobhans out here.

			He looked for the right opportunity to fix cars again. He had some money, almost twenty thousand, saved from five years working for twenty dollars an hour in front of his bungalow—cash only, paying no shop rent, keeping no books, paying no taxes. He could afford to wait a while, find the right situation. 

			It was slow going. San Francisco people were friendly enough, but there was a patronizing way they smiled when they heard where he was from that got on his nerves. It was a relief to find the Saturday morning full-court pickup basketball game at the Clipper Street playground, nice to just get sweaty and hoop. 

			Spider drove around an even bigger man under the basket and scooped in a reverse layup. “Barry to the rim,” crowed one of his teammates, a little guy with a Groucho Marx mustache. It was a fun compliment—“Barry” being Rick, the god of basketball. 

			“Ben Ohanian,” the guy said, drinking water after on the sidelines. “I like your game. You from the City?” 

			“Sort of,” Spider said. “Phoenix.”

			“Well, you play a New York game,” Ohanian said. “It must have been weird for you there.” They exchanged further pleasantries and then Ohanian said, “You busy tonight? There’s a good party in Bernal. Lots of local talent. They’ll take to you like flies to shit.”

			But no flies tried to alight on Spider as he wandered the three floors of the shambly Victorian. No one even bothered to make eye contact. Finally, he worked up his courage and asked a skinny girl if she wanted to dance. She took her time acknowledging that he had spoken and then said, “No, but go ahead.”

			Spider felt wrong-footed. Arizona girls usually just stood up and started dancing. The party music was Motown, the tracks of Smokey’s tears. He bowed gravely, said, “Thank you, ma’am,” and turned toward the kitchen with as much dignity as he could muster.

			A voice on the other side of the refrigerator rose above the hubbub. The voice was haranguing someone, making the point that decent left-wing radicals were being given a bad name in Middle America by the Symbionese Liberation Army and Patty Hearst. 

			“People out there aren’t as stupid as all that,” Spider said over the top of the refrigerator.

			A short, swarthy fellow wheeled around the fridge to confront him. “The morons who elected Milhouse?” Then he turned less snappish. “A new face,” he said. “Do you bring tidings from the hinterland?”

			Tidings? It boiled down to what he had just said. People weren’t any smarter in San Francisco. There was just more urgency here. Like this party! The crowd was determined to both rattle the cages of power and get laid before the sun rose. It was a tall order and it demanded determination, self-absorption, and drugs.

			The swarthy man proffered a joint. “Give me your professional opinion,” he said. 

			Spider took a short toke. The pot had actual flavor, not just hot smoke. He hadn’t tasted anything quite like it. A rush went to his head. 

			His new friend viewed Spider’s cautious pot intake with amusement. “A judicious man,” he said. “But not, I think, a lawyer.” 

			“I’m a mechanic,” Spider said, once he realized he wasn’t going to cough. “Or was one in Phoenix.” He accepted a second hit. “Foreign cars. Cit…” Then he coughed, almost doubling over. It was very strong pot. “Citroëns a specialty, as I was saying,” Spider said. “Now I got to set up shop here.”

			“A mechanic, no shit!” the man said. “I’m Yosh,” he added. Spider introduced himself. He was wary of enthusiasm about his profession—it usually meant the other person wanted you to step outside and take a look at his oil leak. “I think this could be a significant interaction,” Yosh said. “Let’s talk a little more.”

			The skinny girl came into the kitchen. “I’m ready to dance now,” she said to Spider, striking an engaging akimbo pose, twiddling her long straight hair. But Yosh intrigued him. He said, “Later, I hope,” to the girl and followed Yosh out to the porch, with its view east toward the Bay, and then down the steps to the yard. 

			“Pretty good stuff, huh?” Yosh said. “Afghani seeds. Grown indoors.” It was a different strain entirely from the Mexican pot Spider was used to. “Keep moving when you smoke this,” Yosh said, “or you’ll wake up where you sit down. I grow this in one room and mushrooms in the other. My apartment smells like the Amazon.

			“Cut to the chase, I checked out this weird space just off Cortland today,” he said. “Two flats over a warehouse. I said to myself, what a motherfucker of a garage this could be. It made me want to become a fucking mechanic, live upstairs, roll out of bed to work.”

			“You do this why?” Spider said. “Look at weird spaces? Like a hobby?”

			Yosh laughed. “It’s not about real estate,” he said. “It’s about bastions. What do you think is going to happen in this country?”

			Everyone knew that stagflation, whatever that was, had the country by the balls. Oil prices were through the roof. You had to pay fifty cents a gallon to fill your car. Unemployment was out of control. On the other hand, Nixon had been forced to resign, and it looked like the Democrats had a good shot at the White House. “I really don’t know,” Spider said. “Do you?”

			The directness of Spider’s question seemed to take Yosh by surprise. “I think we have to dig in,” he said. “Find safe places we can defend—economically, I mean. Businesses that can employ people. Land that can support people. So, yeah, it’s my hobby now. My dad just shuffled off, and little Yoshie gets to play capitalist.” 

			Yosh told Spider that he had already bought land outside Ukiah in Mendocino County. “The New People’s Garage,” he said, “is four blocks from here on Cortland.” Spider realized he was speaking in the future tense. “I looked at the disclosures, and it needs a little work, but the foundation’s solid, the roof’s good, the plumbing works. A hundred thousand dollars. Think of the possibilities.” 

			“I’m in for fifteen,” Spider said.

			“You’re stoned,” Yosh said. 

			“That’s true,” Spider said. “It’s how I make decisions. I’m in.”

			They talked for a joint and half. Yosh offered to loan Spider an additional fifteen thousand, interest free, to make the down and improvements, and offered to cosign on the loan. Hell yeah, Spider thought. “Hell yeah,” he said. “You’re even crazier than I am.” 

			•••

			Young people had started to infest the Bernal Hill neighborhood right at the sixties’ end, borrowing from their parents to buy and semi-restore big rundown houses on untended five-thousand-foot lots. 

			On the north side of the neighborhood, the hill itself, five acres of sedimentary silicate rock pushed up eons ago, full of iron oxide, shale and jasper, glittered in the afternoon sun. Dogs ran free on the Hill, as did drug consumption. Spider felt at home. The New People’s Garage went house afire from the get-go. 

			Spider ate breakfast and took his work breaks at Belle’s Café around the corner. You could soak up correct politics by osmosis at Belle’s. When the building was bought by a speculator who tried to flip it, locals organized the “Dump Belle? Like Hell!” movement and promised an eternal boycott of any business that moved into the space. When the press came around, the locals pushed to the forefront as spokesperson a solid citizen—robust and bearded with a friendly gap tooth, a decorated Vietnam vet, a landlord himself, renting out one of the flats that adjoined his trendy New People’s Garage. Spider ticked the media’s boxes. By the time it was over, he was a small-scale public figure.

			Romantically, San Francisco proved a good place to be Spider. He came to understand that he was an exotic, a man who actually worked with his hands. Most of the men he ran into talked about or wrote about such fellows, or acted them, or painted them. It was a cerebral, artistic, political environment, with which Spider contrasted easily.

			Maybe too easily. Relationships abounded but got so far and no further.

			Sometimes, when a romance went pear-shaped, Spider called Siobhan. He didn’t quite know why. It was pathetic, and he had vowed on several occasions to never do it again. 

			“Who’d you break up with this time?” Siobhan had said the last time he called her.

			“An extremely principled person. Gave me the boot.” 

			Siobhan laughed. “I’m sorry,” she said, “I shouldn’t laugh. Did you love her?”

			“No,” Spider said. “Didn’t get to that stage.” 

			“She probably figured that out.”

			“Maybe,” Spider said. “Her stated reason was my lack of political consciousness.”

			“Have you grown a political consciousness?”

			“A little one,” he said. “Not big enough, I guess. Size matters.” 

			They agreed it was probably for the best. The conversation stalled. 

			“How’s the class action biz?” Spider said.

			“Oh, it’s good,” she said. “We’re on a winning streak.”

			“Do you actually collect?”

			“It can be stalled forever, but usually, yes,” she said. “Most of the time. Sometimes.” 

			“Pretty much never?” 

			“No!” she said, laughing. “I didn’t say that.”

			He still made her laugh. Her cackle still got to him. 

			Ending calls with Siobhan was always challenging. “Well,” Spider said. “Until the next time I get the shaft.” 

			“Yeah,” she said. “I can’t wait.” 

			It was just a quick, New York thing to say. It didn’t mean anything. He resolved to grow a spine, stop the calls, cut the knot.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Ararat, Nevada, October 1984

			Cal Albright pulled onto the narrow incline that led up to the southwestern Nevada butte whereupon perched the fortified compound called Ararat. There were stone turrets on the uphill side of the road, with machine guns angled through spaces between the stones. 

			The turrets were unmanned on this chilly night. Security was being provided by the Reverend Joseph Footman’s wife, Mia, who was sweeping the front porch of the house.

			“Cal,” she said. “It’s good to see you. And right in time for dinner. I reckon you’re starving.”

			As usual, the reverend’s house was full. Cal recognized fellow members of the Council of Eight among the fifteen people around the big oak table. It had been the Council of Seven until Reverend Footman invited Cal to join. He told Cal he had the “youthful energy” that the movement needed. It was quite an honor.

			Of course, Cal recognized Richard Shelby, who wore a blue pinstriped suit and had his hair coiffed professionally. He was Reverend Footman’s lawyer, and was famous for developing the legal theory that clients whose “national origin” was “Confederate Southern American” were protected by the US Civil Rights Act of 1964. He leaned heavily on this argument to protect their right to display and wear the Confederate flag, a.k.a. the Stainless Banner, at work and school. 

			“Kinsmen, we got us a very special guest tonight,” the reverend said. Cal thought he was primping Shelby, but then Jackson Yardley came into the room. Everyone stood and applauded.

			“Pastor Jack” Yardley had flowing white hair and a light touch. He was past eighty and walked with a silver-handled cane, which he waved at the well-wishers around the table. “Sit down, boys,” he said. “And eat up. Keep your priorities in order.” 

			What Cal admired about Pastor Jack was that he had laid his body on the line. He had served seven years in a federal penitentiary for trying to bomb Negroes’ school buses back in the sixties, when school integration reached the woods of western North Carolina, where he preached.

			“Tell the kinsmen why you’re here, Pastor Jack,” Reverend Footman said.

			“You tell them, Brother Joseph,” Yardley said, “while I tear into your wife’s most excellent pork chops. My, but they are mouth-watering.”

			“Pastor Jack and I will be heading to Clyde County tomorrow,” Reverend Footman said. “The White Bastion is about to be born.”

			Cal knew about Clyde County from Pastor Jack’s column on LibertyNet, a computer bulletin board that Reverend Footman had gotten someone to set up. Clyde was an almost-empty county, population one thousand and forty-eight, in central Oregon. The county was entirely white to start with. Not that you could trust the sheeple—as Pastor Jack called the majority of his race—to act in their own interests.

			An extended family named Pierce was leading the fight, moving up to the county and adding themselves to the voting rolls. The elder of the Pierce clan was running for sheriff and three others for the five-member County Board of Supervisors. It was a lot of Pierces on the ballot, but almost no one voted in Clyde County; the incumbent sheriff had been elected with seventeen votes. 

			“Revelation 7:4,” Reverend Footman called out abruptly to the group.

			“‘And I heard the number of the sealed, a hundred and forty-four thousand, sealed from every tribe of the sons of Israel,’” someone dutifully intoned. Amens echoed. 

			“It is not such a big number, a hundred and forty-four thousand. It would be enough to take over the entire Bastion,” Footman said.

			The man across from Cal asked for the butter to be passed. There was something familiar about him, and Cal tried to place him. His smile was odd, off-center, as if someone had tried to paste it on and missed. Then Cal realized he was the Mendocino County deputy who’d been lynched a year before, just for teasing a colored guy. Some nig had gotten himself arrested while guarding a grow room in the forest. The grow room was superheated and the guard was naked, so the deputy had gotten off a couple of good ones about the size of his Johnson and the animalistic nature of his race. 

			Two forest rangers on the raid had ratted him out. The Jew radio guy had incited hordes of outraged hippies and other Communists to stampede out of the forest to a public hearing, and the sheriff, who could count, had fired the deputy the following day.

			The man was alone when Cal approached him after dinner, before the Council convened. “I live in the County, so I know what they put you through. Cal Albright’s my name.”

			The man blinked rapidly, as if he were processing the information more slowly than it had been offered. “Ernie Fresser,” he said. “Thanks.”

			“It’s good to see you here,” Cal said. 

			“I go to the Reverend’s Church in Ukiah,” Ernie said. “Wanted to see how I could help.”

			“So where did you land, after?” Ernie looked blank, so Cal added, “I mean, I don’t expect getting lynched made it easy to find law enforcement work.”

			The man smiled dolefully. “I got hired on at Brink’s in Santa Rosa,” he said. “A kinsman was able to put in a good word. I’m in logistics.” 

			“Well,” Cal said. “That could be interesting.” 

			The reverend’s deep voice penetrated the hubbub. “Counselors, I must bid you away from the good cheer. I apologize.”

			“We’ll talk,” Cal said to Ernie Fresser.

			The Council met in Footman’s office. One wall was given over to a grainy photograph of a man in aviation combat gear, hoisting a mortar launcher and flashing a big grin. Cal couldn’t look at the picture without getting goose bumps. The man was Gordon Kahl, who had been famously at odds with the Internal Revenue Service and with the whole band of traitors, thieves, and whores doing business as the Synagogue of Satan. Kahl slew a couple of federal marshals in self-defense and then, just a year ago, had been gunned down for his beliefs, executed in cold blood in Smithville, Arkansas, by the Zionist Occupied Government that was choking the life out of white America. 

			“We need bacon, boys,” Pastor Jack said. “What’s the progress there?” Pastor Jack used his LibertyNet pulpit to stress his conviction that armies marched on their bellies, an insight that he had condensed into the single pork product. He advocated a war chest to fund the full spectrum of insurrectionary needs. 

			“Sales are up,” Footman said. “Thirty percent.” He meant the mail-order business of his sermon cassette tapes and Aryan memorabilia. It was small potatoes, Cal thought.

			“How is our friend’s work progressing?”

			It was forbidden, in the name of security, to say the word “counterfeiting” out loud. The friend in question was a small bespectacled man from St. Louis whose code name was Kruger, in honor of Hitler’s currency expert who came close to putting the Bank of England out of business. The St. Louis Kruger was a meticulous craftsman with a weakness for boasting, which had resulted in a four-year stint at Leavenworth. He was willing to give it another go, but had become morbidly cautious.

			Footman had invested in a Multilith 1640 press, upon which they printed their literature and also Kruger’s experiments. These could have passed Cal’s eye, but apparently the Feds had higher standards. 

			“It’s moving forward,” Footman said. “There’s a lot of risk.”

			Pastor Jack hammered the heel of his silver cane into the ground. “I am going with Brother Joseph to Clyde County, and we will see what we can do to reason with our brethren there, but I confess to you, the Beast is entrenched. It will take more than votes to change the tide.”

			“You speak my mind,” Cal said—a bit boldly, as the newcomer, but he felt restless, ready to act.

			“I know I do,” Pastor Jack said, “and it has become your time. You and the young lions.” Pastor Jack caned his way around the table and stopped in back of Cal. He put his free hand on Cal’s shoulder, and Cal could feel heat pulsing from the pastor to himself. “We need dragons of God who know their duty. We called for the government in Le Cesspool Grande to let us be apart from their mongrelism, but to no avail. And now, as we warned, now come the Icemen! Out of the north, out of the frozen lands, once again the giants gather.”

			Cal wasn’t sure about giants gathering, but he had an idea about bacon. Some Weathermen had taken down a Brink’s truck a year before, killed three guards, and made off with a million. They’d been caught right away. They were stupid, Communist psychopaths, Cal thought. You did it right, you didn’t have to kill anyone and no one would be caught. It was about planning. And having someone on the inside. Like Ernie Fresser. 

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			San Francisco, October 1984

			For several years after Yosh moved north, Spider and Yosh saw each other as often as the hundred and ten miles between them would allow. When he wanted to chill, Spider would sleep over at Yosh’s, then hit the road early to fish all day on the Eel River. At night, Yosh would grill the trout and they’d get high and hang.
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