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Gabriel Du Pré’s Toussaint

Gabriel Du Pré—Métis fiddler, retired brand inspector, solver of puzzles

Madelaine Placquemines—Gabriel’s woman, children Robert and Thierry (away in Marines) and Lourdes (studying art in Chicago)

Jacqueline Fortier—m. Raymond Fortier, twelve children, Du Pré’s daughter

Maria Du Pré—Du Pré’s daughter, studying overseas

Bart Fascelli—very rich neighbor, alcoholic, runs earthmoving business, money out of Chicago

Charles Foote—lawyer, troubleshooter for Bart, manages Fascelli empire

Benetsee—ancient medicine person, mysterious, always been around

Benny Klein—sheriff

Susan Klein—former schoolteacher, now owns and runs Toussaint Saloon

Harvey Wallace—Blackfoot Indian and FBI agent, lives in Washington D.C. Ripper—Charles Van Dusen, young agent, mad duck

Pallas Fortier—daughter of Jacqueline and Raymond, genius, determined to marry Ripper, if necessary marry his dead body

Samantha Pidgeon—incredibly beautiful and brainy serial killer expert works for FBI, Redbone girl from California

Father Van Den Heuvel—Belgian Jesuit, pastor of little Catholic church in Toussaint, physically very inept

Jacqueline’s children—Alcide, Pallas, Lourdes, Marisa & Berne (twins), Hervé, Nepthele, Marie and Barbara (twins), Armand, Gabriel, Colette

Pelon—apprentice to Benetsee, often far away on some mysterious business



CHAPTER 1

“SHE WAS SOME PISSED,” said Bassman. He looked carefully at the bullet holes in the rear window of his van. “Shit, I know she can shoot that good, maybe I am nicer to her.”

“You are lucky,” said Madelaine, “you don’t get one of them the back of the head.”

“Cheap-ass little twenty-five,” said Bassman. “She shot me that two times. Gun jammed. She is messing, the slide, think I am going to hit her. Me, I am taking out my jackknife, I open the blade, dig out them two slugs are stuck in my arm. They don’t even go in so far.”

Bassman held out his left forearm. There were two round scabs on the side of his elbow.

Du Pré snorted.

Bassman, he thought, him, always got that burlap blonde girlfriend, all look the same from the neck down. Big tits, round ass. Neck up they all got mean eyes. I live with that Bassman, I am probably mean, too.

They were standing out in front of the Toussaint Saloon, and it was a miserable gray April day, dead sky, old leaves and grass, and plenty of dog turds.

“So maybe she is coming after you?” said Madelaine. “You fill them women that true love, Bassman.”

“Yah,” said Bassman, “maybe she does, you know. She got a temper, that one. I give it some time, she start shooting at someone else maybe.”

We go and play the roadhouse down the Missouri, thought Du Pré, make that good music, Bassman have another burlap blonde by the second set tomorrow night. Latest he will have her then.

Bassman went in to get another beer. The giant joint he had been smoking had dried his throat.

“You got maybe one cousin is not crazy?” said Madelaine.

Du Pré shook his head.

“Me, either,” said Madelaine. “All of them, crazy.”

Du Pré laughed and he put his arm around her.

The air smelled of snow.

The clouds broke and the Wolf Mountains blazed white in the sun.

“Maybe we don’ burn up this year,” said Madelaine.

Du Pré shrugged.

Maybe.

It is very dry here still. I don’t see it so dry so deep, a long time. Bart, he is digging a coffer slot for a little dam, he says he never hit the water table, goes down twenty feet. In the bottom of a coulee.

Bassman came back out, belching. He had a huge can of beer, blue and gold, in his hand.

“Australia,” he said, holding up the can. “We maybe move there, yes?”

Madelaine snorted.

“Long way to go, a beer,” she said.

“Some people,” said Bassman, “they see the Virgin Mary, a tortilla or maybe a birthmark, their kid’s ass, me, I see this. I maybe make a pilgrimage.”

Father Van Den Heuvel came out of the tiny white Catholic church. He waved and he tripped over something in the yard. He fell on his hands, bounced up, and went on.

The big Jesuit got in his ratty old Ford and he started it and he drove away.

“Least him, don’t shut his head in the car door this time,” said Madelaine.

“Him shut his head, the car door?” said Bassman.

“Knocked cold,” said Madelaine.

“I never hear that before,” said Bassman.

“Stay a week,” said Du Pré. “You see that, couple times.”

Bart drove up in his pickup. He got out and came over to them. He looked tired, and his clothes were caked with clay.

“Water down pret’ far,” said Du Pré.

“Way down,” said Bart.

“Bad summer,” said Madelaine. “Or maybe it rain.”

“Julie’s coming,” said Bart.

“You got a new girlfriend,” said Madelaine. “Ver’ good.”

“No,” said Bart, “I got a niece. My sister Angela’s kid. Angie is a counselor in Portland.”

Madelaine nodded.

“OK,” she said.

Du Pré looked at his friend. Bart’s family had been blown apart by money and alcohol. So had Bart. He was rich, and he dug holes, and he liked it.

“Trouble?” said Madelaine.

Bart nodded.

“Trouble,” he said.

Madelaine went to him. She kissed him on the cheek.

“It be OK,” she said. “Now, you maybe come along hear some good music.”

Bart shook his head.

“I got to have that dam done tomorrow,” he said. “I just came in to get a hamburger and check my messages.”

“OK,” said Bassman, “we got some miles maybe.”

“Take a long time you piss so much,” said Madelaine.

The three of them got into Bassman’s van. It was a dope crib on wheels, with two small refrigerators and three captain’s chairs and a thick sweet fug of marijuana in the air.

“Jesus,” said Madelaine. “I get high just sitting in here.”

“Yeah,” said Bassman, starting the engine, “nice, ain’t it.”

For all his bad habits, Bassman was a very good driver. He was soon rocketing down the highway. He saw a truck coming and he slowed down so he wouldn’t meet it on the narrow bridge over Cooper’s Creek.

“So you never been there to play before, Du Pré?” said Bassman.

“Non,” said Du Pré, “that roadhouse it is closed for years, then it is bought, new people. Grand opening.”

“Moon of Dog Turds,” said Bassman. “These people are what? Yuppies come to Montana, open this fancy restaurant. Bad food cost a lot of money. I go one of them. All they got, goddamned noodles.”

Madelaine laughed.

“Noodles,” said Bassman again.

Du Pré slipped his flask out of his bag. He had some good bourbon whiskey. He rolled a cigarette.

“Pink wine the fridge,” said Bassman.

“Non,” said Madelaine, “too early.”

“Too bad, Talley,” said Bassman.

Du Pré nodded. Poor Talley, born with an open spine, lived for thirty-six years, most of the time infected, gets an infection they can do nothing for.

“Hell of an accordion player,” said Bassman.

“He was that,” said Du Pré. He lit his cigarette and he passed it to Madelaine. She took one long drag and gave it back.

“Him just go like that,” said Madelaine. “I am talking to him, the telephone one day, I call back two days later he is dead.”

Poor Talley, crippled, has to use crutches, plays hell out of that accordion.

Bassman got the van up to eighty-five and he kept it there.

Montana, you go fifty-five you never get anywhere, Du Pré thought. When you do get someplace, it is North Dakota.

“This girlfriend, she knows you are playing here?” said Madelaine.

“Maybe,” said Bassman. “She don’t got a car, though.”

“What you do she shows up?” said Madelaine.

“Me, I am a brave Métis,” said Bassman. “I run like hell, what I do, I see that damn woman.”

“This is that Charmayne?” said Madelaine.

“Non,” said Bassman, “this is Kim. Charmayne, she was maybe a year ago, little more.”

“Ah,” said Madelaine, “but they look like each other.”

“Yah,” said Bassman.

“All the time blondes,” said Madelaine.

“White bread,” said Bassman, “you know.”

Du Pré laughed.

Poor Talley, he thought.

Good man.

Bassman came to the highway that went south toward the Missouri. He looked both ways and he pulled out and accelerated.

Big fat wet flakes of snow started to fall.

The snow got thicker.

I play a song, maybe two, tonight for Talley, thought Du Pré.



CHAPTER 2

“JESUS,” SAID BASSMAN.

“Christ,” said Du Pré.

“Well,” said Madelaine, “it is pretty.”

They were looking at what had been the old roadhouse, once a typical Great Plains hovel, weatherproof, warm in winter, racked in the frame, covered with plywood that bore a fading coat of cheap red paint, and the marks of drunken handiwork.

The new building was made of logs.

“Mahogany, maybe?” said Bassman.

“Jesus,” said Du Pré, “maybe rosewood.”

“It is pretty!” said Madelaine.

There were two long sparkling picture windows in the front, one on each side of the double doors.

“How long them last?” said Bassman.

“Maybe tonight,” said Du Pré. “It is Friday.”

“Things drunkest out Friday night,” said Bassman.

“OK,” said Madelaine, “so they are dumb windows. It is easy. Guys get thrown through them, they put in small ones, too small to throw anybody through.”

“They are not from here,” said Bassman. He looked over at a shiny dark green SUV parked beside the mailbox at the end of the ornamental hitching rail.

“Those are cedar shakes,” said Du Pré, squinting at the roof.

“Those are in fucking Fargo first time the wind blows,” said Bassman.

“I leave you two Laurel and Hardy here,” said Madelaine. “I go in, I have a nice glass, pink wine, I say, ‘The band is out in the van, they are shooting up, will be right in.’”

Du Pré sighed.

“This thing it belongs in Bozeman maybe,” he said. Bozeman was full of buildings as pretty as the redone roadhouse.

Madelaine opened the van door.

“Wipe your feet, you go in,” she said.

“Yeah, mom!” said Bassman and Du Pré.

Madelaine stepped up on the long porch that went the entire length of the front of the building. She pulled on the front door and it swung slowly open.

“I don’t got a tie,” said Bassman.

“You are wearing shoes,” said Du Pré. “Maybe they let you come in.”

“Jesus,” said Bassman, “I liked that old place.”

Du Pré nodded.

“Well,” he said, “we go say hello. This woman, she sounds very nice on the telephone.”

They got out and they went up the front steps and they pulled open a door apiece and they went in.

The place was lovely.

Nice wooden chairs. Little tables.

No moldy moose heads.

Real paintings on the walls.

The backbar was new, and had been bought for a whole lot of money from some old saloon. There was a vast mirror in the center.

“Last maybe tonight,” said Bassman, nodding at the silvered glass. “Maybe a month even, then a stool goes through it.”

Du Pré nodded.

Madelaine was talking to a pretty young woman, blond and scrubbed, who had her hair in a thick plait down her back. The two of them were laughing.

Du Pré and Bassman walked on over.

“This is Du Pré,” said Madelaine, “that is Bassman. This is Carol Canning. She owns the place.”

“Me and Rob,” she said. “He went to get some things we thought we might need.”

Du Pré smiled and he shook her hand across the bar. He looked up and down it.

Some ashtrays, Du Pré thought, first hopeful sign I am seeing.

He rolled a smoke and he lit it and he blew out the tobacco.

Carol got an ashtray from under the bartop and she put it in front of him.

“Ditch?” she said.

“She studying on our language,” said Bassman, grinning. “Him have one, me, too.”

Carol made them quickly. One splash glop splash bourbon over ice tap water.

Du Pré nodded and he took his drink.

Carol set the other in front of Bassman.

“I love it here,” said Carol. “We wanted to move to the real West. We found this place. I worked for six months at a roadhouse, and Rob went to work for a rancher. We learned a lot.”

Du Pré nodded.

“These places are community centers,” said Carol, “more even than they are saloons.”

Bassman and Madelaine and Du Pré nodded.

“Everything we have is in this place,” said Carol. “We’re going to make a go of it.”

Bassman got up and he went out the front door.

His van’s sliding door opened and closed.

A tall young man in jeans and boots came in carrying a big box of groceries. He set them on the bartop and he came over to Du Pré and Madelaine.

“I’m Rob,” he said, “Mr. Du Pré, and …”

“Madelaine,” said Madelaine.

He shook their hands and grinned and he went back out. Carol took the box in the back.

Rob came in again, with another huge box.

“You want some help?” said Du Pré.

“Appreciate,” said Rob.

They went out together.

“I really like the people here,” said Carol. “They are so helpful and courteous. I thought we would be resented, you know, goddamned flatlanders. So before we came we both went through the EMT course and got certified and Rob is part of the volunteer fire department.”

Madelaine nodded.

“There’s more traffic on the road now,” said Carol. “We put in a good big truck parking lot, for the haulers.”

Rob and Du Pré came in and they went round the end of the bar with the boxes.

“I think we got everything covered,” said Carol. “Rob will tend bar tonight while I cook and we have four waitresses.”

Madelaine nodded.

“We put up posters all over,” said Carol. “Grand opening.”

Madelaine nodded.

“Which roadhouse you work at?” she said.

“Tucker’s,” said Carol, “down by Forsyth.”

Madelaine shook her head.

“Don’t know that one,” she said. “That smells good.” A waft of air had come out of the kitchen.

“It was a real education,” said Carol.

Madelaine nodded.

“Just you in the kitchen, maybe?” she said.

Carol nodded. “It’ll be hard,” she said.

“Well,” said Madelaine, “you need help I help you.”

“Thanks,” said Carol.

Bassman opened the door and he rolled in his big amplifier. He looked round for the stage, and saw it at the far side of the room. The wheels went scritch scritch on the puncheon floor.

Du Pré went to help him. His hat brushed a wagon wheel chandelier. He looked up at it. He shook his head.

“Little blisters be hanging from that like apes,” said Bassman, watching the wagon wheel rock gently.

Du Pré nodded.

“Maybe,” said Du Pré, “there have been lots, Mormons move here or something.”

“They don’t go to bars,” said Bassman.

Du Pré nodded.

“These are nice people,” said Bassman.

Du Pré nodded.

“We make some, that good music,” said Bassman.

“Wish Talley was here,” said Du Pré.

Somebody came in the door.

“Père Godin!” said Madelaine, running to the old scoundrel.

Some Turtle Mountain people were with him.

“Ah,” said Du Pré.

Père Godin was a very good accordion player.

“We play some for Talley, him,” said Bassman.

Du Pré nodded.



CHAPTER 3

THE ROADHOUSE WAS FULL OF people. They could sit and stand in comfort, but if many more came in it would start to get difficult to move.

Père Godin was riffing notes on his accordion. The old man was spry and quick, and the notes stabbed and jabbed along the melody.

Du Pré stood back, marking time, while Bassman thumped away, putting a floor under Père Godin’s runs. Du Pré stepped forward and he slid in to the melody and Père Godin stepped back.

Du Pré stood at the mike and he began to sing.

Pull that paddle long time to go

Madelaine I love her so

Pull on that rope, my Madelaine

And I come home to you …

Some older couples were two-stepping on the little dance floor.

A young boy leaped up and grabbed the wagon wheel and he hung there for a moment until his mother snapped at him to get the hell down.

Du Pré and Bassman and Père Godin played for another twenty minutes and then they took a break.

The crowd went to talking to one another. There were all sorts of people in the room, young and old, families, single people, and many children.

The four waitresses were carrying armloads of plates. People had been eating a lot of beef.

Madelaine was pulling beers and pouring shots and mixing drinks, and so was Rob. People were three deep at the bar getting booze after the music stopped.

Du Pré and Bassman and Père Godin waited until the crowd thinned, and then they went to the end of the bar. Madelaine bustled down with three ditchwater highballs and she set them down and she went back to work.

The three musicians drank.

By the time they had drained their glasses Madelaine was back with three more. She set them down and was gone again.

Carol came out of the kitchen, looking sweaty and exhausted. She drank three tall glasses of water very quickly and she went back to the kitchen.

The bar crowd had thinned out and Madelaine waved at Du Pré and she went back to the kitchen, too.

Rob finished the last pulls and he looked up and down the bar and then he came down to Du Pré and Bassman and Père Godin.

“Great music,” he said, “wonderful. Madelaine is even more wonderful. God, we’d have sunk without her.” He looked at the crowd in the room.

Du Pré laughed.

“More people than we thought would come,” said Rob.

“They like you,” said Du Pré.

A couple of young hands went out the side door. Friends followed them prepared to slap the victor on his back and carry the vanquished to his truck until he woke up.

Families with young children began to leave, hugging parents and kin, and several tables opened up. No one went to them right away, so the rush was over at last.

Madelaine came back out of the kitchen.

“They are down to the last half of one prime ribs,” she said. “It was a pret’ good guess.”

Du Pré nodded. Nice crowd, nice place. Wonder how long them picture windows will last.

The side door opened and a sound of cheering came in.

“Punchin’ the spots off each other,” said an old rancher bellied up to the bar. “Them youngsters been at it a while now. Must be about evenly matched.”

Père Godin wandered off to charm a woman someplace.

Old bastard, him got what, sixty kids I hear? Half of Manitoba is Père Godin’s.

“I work real hard,” said Bassman, “I maybe fuck one woman for his ten.”

Du Pré laughed. Madelaine had said once Père Godin loved women and they could tell.

Old goat.

Highly successful old goat.

Père Godin was sitting with a pretty lady at a small table off in a corner. He said something and she laughed.

“Sixty-four,” said Madelaine, glancing at him.

“Ah?” said Du Pré.

“Him got sixty-three kids,” said Madelaine, “and believe me, that is one done deal over there, the table.”

Bassman and Du Pré laughed.

They wandered back up to the stage and Du Pré tuned his fiddle and he started Baptiste’s Lament.

Black water, black forest, big canoes full of bales of pelts.

Long time gone.

Père Godin played some Cajun accordion. He had children down in Louisiana, too. His accordion and charm carried him far.

The woman he had been talking to was looking at Père Godin with adoring eyes. He looked at her while his accordion played a song of love.

Du Pré stepped in before the woman fell off her chair.

He played a very old reel, one that Du Pré’s father, Catfoot, had said went all the way back to Brittany.

Them people, Catfoot had said, they dance this there, they dance this on the decks, their little fishing boats, they dance this on the shore, Gulf of St. Lawrence, dance it on buffalo hide pegged to the ground, here. Long time gone.

The tune was so old and rare that people stopped talking so they could listen closely. It spoke to the blood.

Du Pré ended the reel with the long, lonely, wavering high F.

The crowd clapped and clapped and cheered and whistled. A man began to pass his hat around and people dropped money in it.

Bassman began to play a melody on his bass, his moment at the front of the stage. He stood lazily, loosely, while he coaxed notes from his fretless electric bass. His strong fingers pressed and pulled the strings.

There was humor and self-mockery in the music, and people grinned.

Du Pré looked at his sideman, nodding at tempo.

Du Pré was looking at Bassman when he saw Bassman’s eyes widen, and Du Pré turned and he looked at the woman stalking toward the stage.

Must be that Kim, and she had a little chrome-plated gun in her hand.

Bassman backed away.

Kim kept coming.

She fired the pistol and Bassman’s bass took a hit.

Bassman shrugged out of the strap and he dropped the bass and he made time for the side door and he dove through it just as some poor person was coming in. Bassman went right over the top of him.

Kim raced after him, her tight pants and high heels slowing her some.

When she got to the door, she fired again.

Then she went through.

It had happened fast, and people weren’t really sure that they had seen what they had seen.

Bassman’s wounded bass buzzed on the floor.

Du Pré went to the amplifier and he turned the knob. He pulled the cord that led to the bass out of its socket.

Another couple of pops outside.

Rob came running up.

“Jesus!” he said, “are you OK?”

Du Pré looked past him. Madelaine was wrestling, sort of, with Carol.

Du Pré and Rob ran back to the bar.

“Call 911!” Carol shrieked.

“Non!” said Madelaine.

They each had hold of the telephone.

“She tried to kill him!” Carol howled.

“Non!” said Madelaine, “leave it be. That little damn gun can’t kill no more than a gopher, can’t hit anything with it anyway.”

Carol stopped struggling.

“You’re sure,” she said.

Madelaine nodded.

“Was that his girlfriend?” said Carol.

Madelaine shrugged.

“One of them maybe,” she said.

“She was shooting at him!” said Carol.

“She hit the damn bass,” said Du Pré. “Wound it good, too.”

“You don’t think this is something I should call the sheriff about?” said Carol.

Madelaine grinned.

“True love,” she said, “sometimes it is a hard thing.”

Another couple of pops sounded outside.



CHAPTER 4

PÈRE GODIN CARRIED THE last of Bassman’s things to the shed in back of Madelaine’s house.

The Turtle Mountain people were in the kitchen having a big breakfast.

“That Bassman,” said Du Pré, “that son of a bitch, him, he takes off, leaves his shit.”

“She is shooting at him,” said Père Godin.

“She is not hitting him,” said Du Pré.

“Maybe,” said Père Godin, “Bassman, him, he is worried she is a bad shot, maybe hit him not mean to.”

“I hope she shoots him,” said Du Pré.

“Him good bass player,” said Père Godin. “They are all crazy. Fiddler too.”

Du Pré grinned.

“Accordion players,” he said.

The Turtle Mountain people came out and they all hugged Du Pré and they got in their old cars. They drove off with Père Godin waving from the back seat of the Chevrolet.

Madelaine put her hand on Du Pré’s shoulder.

“Good music,” she said. “Ver’ good music, though not so good after Bassman lights out. Him, him think with his dick.”

Du Pré nodded.

“They are fucking like minks now,” said Madelaine. “You will see.”

Du Pré snorted.

“You got that court case Billings tomorrow,” said Madelaine. “Meet them lawyer tonight you remember.”

Du Pré nodded.

“Those damn journals,” said Madelaine, “big fight. You find them they are yours, yes?”

Du Pré laughed. The lost journals of William Clark, cached on the way back home after the Corps of Discovery had gone all of the way to the Pacific Ocean.

“I go and find Benetsee,” said Du Pré.

He went to his old police cruiser, which still had a working light bar and siren. The decals had been taken off the sides.

He drove out of town and up the long bench road to the west and down to the little valley where Benetsee’s cabin was, on a low shoulder of land above Cooper’s Creek.

There was smoke coming from the chimney.

Du Pré drove up the winding rutted track and he parked in the dead weeds.

Snow, mud, dust, Du Pré thought, Montana seasons.

Du Pré stepped up on the porch, and he waited until the door swung open and he went on in.

The old man smiled, his wizened weathered face like a ball of twine with sparkling black eyes in it.

I see him he is smaller each time a little, Du Pré thought.

The cabin was very warm. There was a heavy smell. A spice. Cardamom.

Du Pré nodded and he went back out to the cruiser and he opened the trunk and he got out a jug of the fizzy wine Benetsee liked. Madelaine had left a small plastic bag of venison and plum stew on the seat. Du Pré took that, too.

The old man was waiting on the porch when Du Pré came back. He had a clean quart jar in his hand. Du Pré filled the jar with wine and the old man drank it down slowly and steadily.

“I got to go, Billings,” said Du Pré. “That Lewis and Clark stuff we find. The government is suing me.”

Benetsee held out the jar and Du Pré poured. He rolled the old man a cigarette and he lit it and he passed it to him.

“Pret’ fancy,” said Benetsee. “You must be ver’ big man, have a government sue you, Du Pré.”

“Pain in the ass,” said Du Pré.

“Government,” said Benetsee, shrugging.

“That stuff,” said Du Pré, “I lose, don’t give it to them, they will throw me in jail.”

Benetsee nodded.

“You been in jail,” he said. “It is not so bad.”

Du Pré looked at him.

“I don’ need your bullshit now, old man, this is not a joke,” said Du Pré.

“Hee,” said Benetsee, “Ever’thing is a joke, Du Pré, even death, him.”

Du Pré nodded. He rolled himself a cigarette.

“OK,” said Du Pré, “I get bail maybe, have a little time, me, before they throw me in the can. So I come here, shoot you, make myself feel better.”

“Sure,” said Benetsee, “that Du Pré, I say, him, ver’ smart.”

Du Pré sighed.

“OK,” he said, “old man, what I do here?”

“I go with you,” said Benetsee.

“OK,” said Du Pré. “I say the judge, here is old fart got that stuff you want. So throw him in jail, yes.”

“Ah,” said Benetsee, “good wine.”

The old man went inside and Du Pré could hear him rummaging around. He came out in a moment with a blue nylon backpack.

“OK,” said Benetsee, “we go now, yes.”

Du Pré looked at him.

“You are coming with me?” he said.

Benetsee nodded.

“Good,” said Du Pré, “they hang us both then.”

“Good thing,” said Benetsee, “have company.”

“Hang on the rope there,” said Du Pré, “ver’ lucky me.”

Benetsee patted him on the knee.

“We just go,” he said, “that Billings.”

Du Pré nodded.

“OK,” he said, “mess on the front seat, you ride in back?”

He got in and opened the rear door for Benetsee. The cruiser still had the cage wire behind the front seat and no handles on the inside of the rear doors.

Du Pré got in and he pulled the flask from under the seat and he had some whiskey and then he rolled a smoke and he lit it. He started the cruiser’s big engine and he backed around and went down the track.

When he got to the county road, he turned left instead of right.

“Billings, that way,” said Benetsee.

“Madelaine, that way,” said Du Pré.

“You are a bastard, Du Pré,” said Benetsee.

Du Pré drove to Toussaint, and he parked in front of the house.

He got out.

Madelaine stood in the open front door.

“Benetsee, him want to go with me,” said Du Pré.

“OK,” said Madelaine, “me, I think I see.”

“Big trial,” said Du Pré. “Good witness him.”

“Smells bad, though,” said Madelaine. She wiped her hands on her apron and she came down the steps and out to the car.

Benetsee sat like stone in the prisoner’s cage.

“Old man!” said Madelaine, “you need, that bath! Clean clothes.”

“You,” said Benetsee, smiling at Du Pré, “me, I am behind you, walking ver’ softly, like death.”

“Old man,” said Madelaine, “in the goddamn house, the shower. I see about clothes for you, yes.”

Du Pré opened the door.

“Son of bitch,” said Benetsee pleasantly, “you, him.”

Du Pré nodded.

“It is worth it, die now,” he said.

Benetsee went up the walk and inside.

Madelaine grinned at Du Pré.

“Old fart,” she said, “fix him, yes, me. I will make him wear a tie.”

Du Pré roared.

He reached in to the back of the car and he got the blue nylon backpack.

Madelaine took it. She frowned as she felt the stuff inside.

She unzipped the bag.

Some underwear made of doeskin. Fringed pants of deerhide. A pair of moccasins with Nez Percé beadwork on them. And a long fringed shirt at the bottom. Madelaine pulled it out and she unfolded it.

The shirt was of pale tan deerskin. It had many designs done on the yoke and chest in porcupine quills dyed with roots pounded and boiled, the old way.

A single blue star on the back, with six points.

“This is ver’ beautiful stuff, Du Pré,” said Madelaine.

Du Pré nodded.

“Him always know everything,” said Du Pré.

“Get you drive here his bath,” said Madelaine.

“Yes,” said Du Pré.



CHAPTER 5

THE LAWYER WAS WAITING for Du Pré in the hall. The Federal Building had long corridors that smelled of polish. Muted voices far away decided fates.

Benetsee padded along beside Du Pré, his moccasined feet making slip slip slip noises on the buffed poured stone.

“Massingham,” said the lawyer. He held out a huge beefy hand and Du Pré shook it. He offered it to Benetsee and the old man waved it away like it was a fly.

The lawyer shrugged.

“We have appealed,” he said, “I think you know. This hearing is to show cause why you have not turned over the artifacts pending the outcome.”

Du Pré nodded.

“Him not turning them over,” said Benetsee, “him not have them. They belong, his daughter, me. I have them, Du Pré does not know where they are hidden. Me, I know.”

The lawyer looked at Du Pré, who nodded.

“You really don’t know, do you,” said the lawyer.

Du Pré shook his head.

“Christ,” said the lawyer, “this judge may not like that.”

“I talk to him,” said Benetsee.

“You have no standing at the moment, sir,” said the lawyer.

“I am standing, here,” said Benetsee. He turned to Du Pré.

He came close.

“You go have nice drink someplace,” said Benetsee. “I take care of this chickenshit.”

Du Pré laughed.

The lawyer looked at the ceiling.

“Christ,” he said.

“I come,” said Du Pré, “him, Benetsee, he needs to speak.”

The lawyer sighed.

“We’ll see what the judge says,” he said.

“Judge, him talk to me,” said Benetsee.

The lawyer threw up his hands. He looked at his thick gold watch.

“Down here,” he said.

He held the door for Du Pré and the old man and just beyond it was a guard and a metal detector. The lawyer handed over his briefcase and the guard peered into it and he set it on the other side of the metal frame. The lawyer handed the watch to the guard and he went through the detector and the guard gave him the watch.

Du Pré pulled the multitool from its sheath and he handed it to the guard and he walked through the metal detector. The dingus buzzed.

The guard motioned him to come back.

Du Pré sighed.

“The belt buckle,” said the guard.

Du Pré took off the belt with the heavy oval buckle and he gave it to the guard.

He walked through the metal detector and it buzzed.

Du Pré took out his pocketknife and all the change he had and he gave them to the guard and he walked through the metal detector.

It buzzed.

Benetsee laughed.

Du Pré spread his hands.

“You got any metal in you?” said the guard. “Steel pins, surgical hardware?”

Du Pré shook his head.

“Saw off his dick,” said Benetsee.

The guard looked at the old man.

“What?” he said.

Benetsee waved at the metal detector and he walked through it and he motioned for Du Pré to come along and he walked through and the thing was silent.

The guard looked at the old man.

Benetsee ignored him.

The metal detector began to crackle and buzz. It got louder and louder.

The guard looked at it and he frowned.

There were about twenty people in the courtroom. Most of them were journalists, crouched over their notebooks.

The two federal attorneys at their table looked up and nodded at Du Pré’s lawyer. They looked long and hard at Benetsee. The old man stood just in front of the two tables.

“All rise!” said the bailiff.

Everyone stood. The young judge came through the drapes and he went to his seat and he sat and nodded at the court.

The bailiff went to Benetsee and he whispered something to him.

Benetsee ignored him.

The judge was trying not to notice the old man, who, in his beads and quills and buckskins, was very hard to miss.

The bailiff motioned to some guards at the back of the room.

The guards began to walk toward the bailiff and the old man who would not move.

The guards took hold of Benetsee’s arms.

They began to pull the old man away.

Benetsee did not move.

The guards looked at each other, puzzled.

They took better stances and they pulled.

Benetsee did not move.

The metal detector began to crackle and buzz even louder than it had.

The security guard reached down and the metal detector went silent.

There were three windows on the east wall of the room, high ones, open on their pivots, so that the metal and glass window was set at about a forty-five-degree angle from level.

Du Pré saw a shadow.

A huge golden eagle landed at the window, grabbing the frame in its yellow talons. The big bird folded its wings and looked calmly down into the room.

“Judge Clemens,” said one of the government attorneys, “I move—”

The judge waved at him.

“Sir,” he said, looking at Benetsee, “I have heard of you. Now, I think you have something to say to the court, and of course you may.”

“Your honor!” said the federal attorney.

“Us, only,” said Benetsee.

The judge looked at the old man.

“Bailiff,” he said, “please clear the courtroom.”

“Your honor!” said the federal attorney.

“This is an ex parte hearing,” said the judge.

“This is irregular,” said the federal attorney.

“Tell ya what, Ralph,” said the judge, “you get an eagle to come and sit on the window up there and I’ll grant you your own ex parte. Until then, get your ass out of here. Miss Held …”

The court reporter looked up.

“Note I told Ralph to get his ass out of here,” said the judge.

“Yes, your honor,” said the reporter.

The bailiff was herding journalists and lawyers out the doors.

Du Pré went, along with his attorney.

“Mr. Benetsee,” said the judge, “could I ask you a favor? I do need a record of this. May Miss Held stay?”

“Yah,” said Benetsee.

The crowd out in the hall was joined by the bailiff, who shut the doors and stood in front of them.

The federal attorneys and Massingham were standing together saying things like I don’t believe this.

“Who is that old Indian, I mean Native American?” said a woman to Du Pré. She had a tape recorder on her purse.

“Him Indian,” said Du Pré, “them Native Americans teach writing at colleges. He is Indian.”

“What kind of Indian?” said the woman.

“Pain-in-the-ass Indian,” said Du Pré.

“Does he have a pet eagle?” she said.

Du Pré shook his head.

The security guard’s radio squawked.

“… There’s three coyotes in the parking lot … We’ve called Animal Control … Don’t let anyone leave the building. They may be rabid.”

Du Pré laughed.

The woman reporter came close.

“I want to talk to that old man,” she said.

“Non,” said Du Pré, “you do not, believe me.”

“What is going on in there?” said one of the journalists.

“… Six coyotes in the parking lot now …” said the radio.
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