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Stotan: A cross between a Stoic and a SpartinIt's the last swimming season for Walker, Nortie,
Lion, and Jeff, and their coach is building their self-discipline in a grueling four-hour-a-day test of
stamina designed to bring them to the outer edge of their capabilities.As it turns out, Stotan
Week is also the week in which secrets are revealed, and the four friends must draw upon their
new strengths for an endurance they never knew they'd need.

Shattering ... frank ... intelligent. --Horn BookSophisticated ... remarkably touching. --Time
magazine New YorkThis book ... should be available wherever young people read. --New York
Times"Shattering... frank... intelligent."--Horn Book "This book... should be available wherever
young people read."--New York Times "Sophisticated... remarkably touching." --Time magazine
New York. This anniversary edition features reflections from Brent Hartinger (Geography Club),
Martin Wilson (What They Always Tell Us), and Kathleen T. Horning (Director of the Cooperative
Children's Book Center), with a foreword by Stacey Donovan (Dive).About the AuthorJohn
Donovan was a novelist and a playwright, who also served as the president of the Children's
Book Council. I'll Get There. It Better Be Worth the Trip. was originally published in 1969 and
reprinted by Dell in 1973.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Please browse
inside this title with the preview below.Read more
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DedicationIn memory of my dad1922–1985A Stotan all the wayContentsDedicationChapter
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Chris CrutcherCreditsCopyrightAbout the PublisherCHAPTER 1November 5We saw the notice
about Stotan Week on the bulletin board just off the deep end of the pool after our early-morning
workout today. It was already curling at the edges from the high humidity and chlorine content of
the air, a lot the way my skin feels after a good three-hour workout.“What’s a Stotan Week?”
Nortie asked, glancing quickly around at the rest of us. It sounded like a riddle.No response; we
just looked at him, then back to the notice, which read:STOTAN WEEKDec. 17 to Dec. 218 A.M.
to Noon DailyVolunteers OnlyLooking for a few good menSEE MAX“December 17,” Nortie said.
“That’s the start of vacation. How come it’s at the start of vacation? What’s a Stotan Week?”Jeff
looked at him again. “All in favor of Nortie checking out Stotan Week with Max and reporting
back to us, say ‘aye.’”Lion and I said, “Aye.”“Sorry, guys, not me. I’m not asking. I don’t even want
to know. You do it, Walker; you’re the captain.”Max makes Nortie nervous because he’s quiet and
it’s hard to tell what he’s thinking a lot of the time. Nortie’s not emotionally equipped to talk to
Max.“Nortie,” I said, “I’m worried about you. You’re a senior in high school. You could actually
graduate if the folks in the office forget how to count. You have to learn to talk to people.”“I talk,”
he said, “but this is a job for the captain. This looks like one of Max’s tricks. If I ask him, he’ll just
look at me like I’m in advanced Special Ed or try to get me to believe something really
strange.”We heard the door slam and the flapping of Max’s rubber thongs as he came through
the equipment room toward the pool deck where we stood. Nortie nodded toward me. Max
stopped in the doorway.I said, “Hi, Max. How’s it going?” I let Nortie off the hook. “What’s a
Stotan Week?”Max smiled. “Take a chance; show up on the seventeenth and find out.”“Says
here it’s voluntary,” I said. “I like to know what I’m volunteering for.”“Sometimes it’s better not to
know.”Nortie flinched a little. “I’ll bet it’s tough, huh?”Max shrugged. “Wouldn’t be surprised.”Lion
walked over and sat on the low board, rocking back and forth on his big arms, looking at Max,
who’s about half his size. “What happens if we decide not to volunteer?”“You won’t get the
benefit of Stotan Week,” Max said, and walked over to drop the thermometer in the water. He tied
the long string to the ladder and let it dangle, then got the chemical testing kit out of the pump
room to check the PH and chlorine levels. We had learned all we were going to learn about
Stotan Week for today.“See you guys at workout,” he said.I don’t know that any of us will ever
know what makes Max tick. He started coaching here at Frost my freshman year and I don’t
know him much better than I did the first day I walked into the pool area. Not really. He’s one of
those guys you only know by what they do. You have to guess how they are.Max is Korean; his
last name is Il Song. Not Korea Korean, though; Great Falls, Montana, Korean. He grew up on a
ranch just outside of Great Falls—sort of a Korean cowboy, I guess—but he’s also spent some
time in the Orient, in Korea itself and in Japan, and his parents are from Seoul, so he has a



pretty mixed background.I’ll say one thing about him straightaway: he’s a tough hombre. He has
a third-degree black belt in Tai Kwan Do, which is a kind of karate, and I’ve seen him kick an
apple off the head of a guy 6’8”. It doesn’t matter that Lion’s twice his size.I know we’ll all show
for Stotan Week, whatever it is—even though it’ll certainly alter the extra week of Christmas
vacation we’re getting this year—and I know something else: it won’t be easy.We start the early-
morning workout at 5:30. Max doesn’t show up for it, just leaves instructions on the board. He’s
always been real clear that we get out of swimming just what we put into it, and if we let down
because he’s not around, we’ll never be that good anyway. We’ve been together long enough
that we push each other hard without him, and the morning workouts are just conditioning, not
technique, so we don’t miss him as long as he lets us know what we’re supposed to do. Besides,
he says he hates to get up that early, but doesn’t mind a bit if we do. It all works out.The four of
us have spent all our high-school years at Frost, and have been pretty much the core of the
swimming team. And, except for girlfriends, have been at the core of each other’s lives. Back in
grade school and junior high we swam on the summer AAU team together, so we go back a long
ways. There’s another member of our little group of musketeers, but she’s a girl and isn’t on the
team, though she works out with us. That’s Elaine. Talent-wise, she’s probably better than any of
us, except maybe Nortie, but she’s out of the competition business these days—burned out at
seventeen—and works out only to keep in shape and be part of our group. She’s into more
cosmic things now.This should be the year I make it at least to the consolation finals at State; I’m
dedicating the time between now and March to that. These past two years my times have been
dropping like a rock, probably because I’ve worked out summers with Max instead of with the
AAU team and because he has me on a monster weight program that’s turning me into a big,
fast, sleek piece of work. Max says when he was a kid and they wanted their ski boat to go
faster, they put a bigger motor on it. It’s working for me, and I plan to do some big-league butt-
kicking before this year is over. Being a late developer, I have a few scores to settle.Nortie will go
again. He’s gone every year—and won at least one event each time. He’s more excited this year,
though, because it’s his last year and because we have a chance to take a relay team, which
would mean Jeff and Lion would be there too. Nortie and I both went last year, though I didn’t
place, and this year the school has said that if we qualify the relay, they’ll pull out all the stops
and send us in style.This is the last year of swimming at Frost, which is probably why there are
only the four of us on the team. None of the other schools in Spokane has a team—or a pool, for
that matter—and we have to travel a long way to find meets; mostly to college towns in
southeastern Washington and northern Idaho and, once a year, to Montana. Basically, that
means we cost a lot more than we’re worth. Plus, we never actually win a meet. We win most of
the events we swim, but there aren’t enough of us to take the whole thing. For one thing, we have
no diver, so we lose those points, and if we swim one relay, that means we can’t swim the other,
so the best we can do on those is break even. Then, we have no one to take second- or third-
place points in the events we do win, so we don’t get much ahead. In Tri-Cities they let us swim
as many events apiece as we want, to keep the meet interesting. We win that one, but then have



to forfeit, legally, because we broke the rules to do it. So we may very well be the best team in
the state, of any kind, that winds up each season with a row of goose eggs in the win column.
We think that’s pretty funny. Lion even had a bunch of T-shirts made up with our win-loss record
across the chest.The biggest problem with the early-morning workout is there’s an hour between
the time we finish and the time school starts, so we’re just hanging out with not much to do. We
can’t get into the main building, and even if we could, all they have in there is books, which is not
real exciting at 7:00 in the morning. What we do is head over to Dolly’s Café to chow down on
some of Dolly’s home cooking and replenish all the vitamins and minerals we left in the pool. I
choose to replenish them with what I have concluded through an independent and scientifically
unsupported survey is nature’s perfect breakfast: pancakes, swimming—and I mean swimming—
in maple syrup. I see it as my job to carry on the never ending battle against tofu and bean
sprouts and brown rice and other communist-inspired dishes that have obviously been
smuggled into this country to show my personal eating habits up for what they are.Anyway, we
whipped the three or four blocks to Dolly’s to grub down before starting our day in the learning
machine. Elaine met us there like she always does. She has the same aversion to 5:30 in the
morning that Max does, so she only works out in the afternoons. Elaine was national caliber in
the ’fly and distance freestyle, a fairly unusual combination, but she doesn’t compete anymore,
like I said. One thing about swimming: unless you’re among the best in the country, there’s a girl
somewhere who can kick your butt—any stroke, any distance. Elaine was that girl for a lot of
guys around here; she had her day, but no more. Elaine swims for fun.So the four of us are at
Dolly’s, buried in a Disneyland of pancakes, eggs, bacon, hash browns, toast and Nortie’s bowl
of raisins and rice, and poor old Nortie can’t get Stotan Week off his pea brain.“What do you
think it is, Walk?” There is an urgency in his voice that does not become a man of his physical
capabilities, squirrelly as he may appear.“Don’t whine, peckerneck,” Jeff says. “You’re a hero in
this high school; an aquatic phenom. Don’t whine.”I’ve got a soft spot for Nortie, but I’ll be
damned if I know how he’s going to survive his first twenty-four hours after graduation. I mean,
he’s eighteen years old. People will soon expect him to be an adult. I say, “I don’t know what it is,
Nort, but it won’t be fun; at least not in the conventional sense.”“Think it’s gonna be really tough,
huh?”Nortie’s strange. He works out as hard as anyone on the team, maybe harder, but
anticipation short-circuits him. It breaks my heart, but I say, “Yes, Nort. I think it will be really
tough.”Lion says, “Did you see the look on Max? I think it will be tough.”Nortie groans.Elaine
plops a chair down at the end of the table at our booth and punches Nortie lightly on the
shoulder. “Norton,” she says, “you look distressed. What’s the matter, baby?”“Stotan Week,” he
says. “We’re having Stotan Week.”Jeff puts down his fork for the first time since we sat down. “It’s
voluntary, for Chrissakes, Nortie. That means you go only if you want to. And, Nortie, you don’t
even know what it is, so will you please shut up? You’re driving me nuts and I feel like I may have
to kill you.” Though Jeff loves Nortie like a brother, he’s a little less indulgent of him than the rest
of us.Nortie nods and is quiet. He knows Jeff is kidding, sort of, but he doesn’t mess with
him.Elaine is psyched out of her gourd because she and some other cosmic wizards from Frost



have been invited to take an Astronomy course at Gonzaga U. for college credit and they get to
use the school’s planetarium, and I have to say, if anyone I know would be at home in a
planetarium, it’s Elaine.Her first class was last night; she doesn’t want to talk about Stotan Week.
“Don’t Time and Space just freak you out?” she offers up to any takers. There are none. Time
freaks most of us out—everything we do is against the clock.Elaine is undaunted by Jeff’s eyes
rolling back and Nortie’s head cocking like a confused cocker spaniel’s.“Did you know that most
of the stars we see could be burned out by the time we see them?” she asks.“Really?” Jeff asks
in mock horror. He squints and points his fork. “Deep meaning here, right? You’re going to tell us
who changes them when they burn out.”Elaine points back and raises her eyebrows. “Things
may not be as they appear to be, O wise carrot-top. Beware.”“Is that my horoscope for November
5, Omar?” Jeff says.Elaine smiles her smug little smile and takes a drink of Jeff’s orange juice.
“You’ll see,” she says. “You’ll all see.”Elaine takes a lot of crap from the rest of us about her
perception of what we’re doing on this planet, and she gives out a fair share too, but underneath
—and not very far underneath—she’s dead serious in her quest for other-than-traditional
knowledge. We figure she’ll go to college next year and major in Weirdness. I mean, besides the
Astronomy class, she’s signed up for a night course from Eastern Washington U. called Tibetan
Symbolism, and last year she took something called Applied Concepts of Karma in the Western
World. Jeff tells her if she keeps it up he can get her a full ride to Rod Serling University. Boy, she
can make your head swim in a philosophical discussion; make you wonder what’s real—what’s
important.I may not know what’s important in the universal sense, but I know what’s important to
me right now, and that’s finishing out this year with a bang. I want to swim fast and help my
buddies swim fast—make the last year of swimming at Frost one they’ll remember. I also want to
do a good job with my studies for once, to prove myself, so I don’t head off to college next year
with my return-trip ticket already bought. I think I might be pretty smart, but that’s gone untested
from a scholastic point of view, because I think I’m also pretty lazy. I’ve been working to correct
that, though. In my attempt to become semi-literate I even read a few books cover-to-cover this
last summer, and though it’s not MTV, it’s not half bad. I could get into being a student, with a
little practice. See, I have a brother who’s fifteen years older than me floating around town, and,
to hear him tell it, he was a pretty smart cookie. He’s forever giving me books to read, and old
sixties record albums to listen to so that I can, according to him, improve my mind and become
cultured in the way of the old masters—the Hippies. I worry about my brother a little, though. He
never got cut loose from that time. I mean, even Jerry Rubin and Abbie Hoffman moved on. And
Tom Hayden is a respected politician in California these days, and not just because he has the
good sense to lust after Jane Fonda’s body. But my brother—his name’s Long John—still puts
drugs into every orifice he can find and preaches love and non-violence like he was gathering
followers for a migration to Woodstock. Unfortunately, I’m afraid he’s a pusher. He has no visible
means of support, and though he never has a lot of material things, he never goes hungry either.
If I ever find out that’s true for sure, he and I may well have a parting of the ways, but meantime I
read his books and listen to his music and learn what I can from him.CHAPTER 2November



12Nortie volunteered for Stotan Week today. The little screwball hoped Max would tell him more
about it if he just walked in and signed up, but Max merely said okay and wrote his name down.
Now he’s begging the rest of us to hurry and go volunteer so he won’t have to go through it
alone; and we all will, of course, but not before we terrorize his scrawny butt a few more days.His
panic is becoming full-blown. “C’mon, you guys. Hurry and sign up. You’re not going to let me go
alone, are you? God, just me and Max? I wouldn’t last five minutes. What is it? I tried to look it up
in the dictionary, but there’s no ‘Stotan’; not even in the big one in the library.” It doesn’t matter
that Max has never thrown a workout at us Nortie couldn’t take. We keep telling him that we’re
going to be out of town that week or that you’d have to be an idiot to volunteer for something
when you don’t know anything about it. Part of it’s an act, but he’ll rest a lot easier when our
signatures are on the paper. We won’t let it go on much longer, mostly because we don’t want a
major gastric disorder to be visited on our fastest swimmer.The only thing Max has said since he
put up the notice last week is that Stotan Week will require total commitment.Lion’s up for it. He
trusts Max to come up with something to equal all this drama, and to Lion that means a chance
to extend himself—which is what he does best. Lion and Elaine are alike in that respect.What
Lion is, first, is an artist. When he’s not swimming or in class, he’s making pictures. I don’t know
much about art—I don’t even know what I like—but I don’t have to sit in the cafeteria or out in the
hills along the Little Spokane River watching him sketch for long to know he has a boatload of
talent and, I think, probably the personality and arrogance to stretch it as far as it will go. Mark
my words: you’ll be hearing from Lionel Serbousek.His art isn’t just picture-making, though.
Lion’s an artist at everything he does. He brings a certain zany grace to things—workouts,
classes, just hanging out—that makes them more alive, more animated, maybe more real. He’s
long been legendary around Frost for his madcap hijinks, like the time he set the school record
for snorting Jell-O cubes. Lion’s different from the rest of us because he doesn’t have parents.
They got killed in a freak boating accident over on Coeur d’Alene Lake between our freshman
and sophomore years, when their boat and another speedboat collided at full speed out in the
middle of the lake. No one ever figured out how it happened; they weren’t drinking or anything,
and they’d been boating all their lives. Everybody in both boats was killed. Lion didn’t have
anyplace to go—no relatives or anything—and he didn’t feel like moving in with any of the
people who offered, so he got himself an apartment, if you can call it that, and started living by
himself. I don’t know whether that’s legal or not, but nobody stopped him. His folks had plenty of
life insurance and he inherited some other money from them, so he doesn’t have to work to
support himself. Most of the time he goes on like nothing happened.We’ve talked about staying
together for Stotan Week—that is, when Nortie’s not around to hear we all know we’re going to
sign up—and have decided if our folks will let us, we’ll move into Lion’s for the week. Now, I said
Lion was an artist at everything he does, but in his personal lifestyle that holds true only if you’re
looking for Still Life of Swine. His so-called apartment is two condemned rooms above the
Fireside Tavern with a bed, a hotplate, a sink that drains out onto an alley and—the one really
class item—a toilet with a seat belt. He’s got a seat belt on his toilet. Claims it keeps him from



blasting off. There are no electric lights in this palatial suite, and the sole source of heat is an old
electric reflector heater powered by a frayed extension cord running out the window and down to
the outlet behind the bar in the Fireside. Artificial light, lest you think these quarters uncivilized,
shines from a flashlight dangling at the end of a rope above his bed.I would like to go on record
here—despite the sense of adventure for doing this Stotan Week thing together on our own—
that I am not looking forward to spending a week with the guys in Lionel Serbousek’s bachelor
pad.Besides voluntarily placing myself in ghetto-like accommodations at Lion’s, the only thing
that really bothers me about Stotan Week is that I was looking forward, during this extra week at
Christmas, to spending some time with my brother. I said he was a little out of touch and that’s
probably the understatement of this decade. It’s strange how I feel responsible for him
sometimes—I mean, we were never really close or anything. He was off to college by the time I
was five, and pretty well into the flower world not long after that. He was always nice to me when
he was around, but, given his political leanings, he and my dad weren’t famous friends, so he
wasn’t around all that much. But, for whatever reason, I feel protective of him like he’s a stray
errant uncle or something; I’m always making excuses for the weird way he acts and the stupid
choices he makes. One of these days my concern for him may get me killed, or at least seriously
mangled. He spends a lot of time over at the Red Rooster Tavern, drinking beer and buying
drugs from the bikers who hang out there. I shouldn’t have to go into a detailed description to let
you know that’s a rough scene. My folks have given up on him, so when he gets in trouble it’s me
who bails him out. When he goes off the deep end, Ed Savage, one of the bartenders over at the
Rooster, calls me to come get him, instead of calling the police or someone from the looney bin.
I don’t know how that little ritual got started, and there are times I feel like letting the law haul him
off, but I always go. And I want to tell you, it’s scary over there. I went to get him one night the
summer before my sophomore year, and eight or nine of those bikers had him stuffed in a
garbage can up on the pool table—butt first, so his feet and head were sticking out—and they
were spitting snoose at him for target practice. When I tried to get him down, they kept right on
spitting. Ed had to threaten to call the cops to get them to let me out of there with him. One of
them grabbed my arm on the way out and let me know Long John owed him money for “goods
received” and if I came down there again to get him, I damn well better be able to pay off his
debts. I was so scared I lied and said I would, that I’d get the money he owed them by the end of
the week, and he slapped me a couple of times hard on the cheek, squinted and smiled and
nodded his head. When I got Long John back to his room at the Jefferson Hotel, he told me what
a great brother I was and he was glad I understood. I understood diddly. I screamed at him that
he’d almost got me killed and I never wanted to see him again, and if he got into any more
trouble he could sit it out in jail, if he was lucky enough to have someone call the cops. Then I
went home and lay in bed and trembled. I got over hating him, but I didn’t get over the terror I felt
about those bikers. No doubt they’d as soon tear off my head and spit in the hole as look at me. I
decided then and there I was going to make it risky to mess with me. Next day I went into Max’s
office and asked if he could have me transferred into the karate section of PE. He started me out



there, and worked with me some on his own; didn’t even ask what I was up to. He also got me a
key to the wrestling room, where the class is held, and said I could practice any time I wanted as
long as it wasn’t being used. He gave me some drills to work on too, and I’ve been putting in a
couple hours a day at least five days a week since then. I’m not a mean guy and I never go out
looking, but even though I haven’t passed any tests and I don’t have any “belts,” I’ve developed
some pretty classy moves and, if it comes down to it, I can hurt you.From the sound of all the
tough talk, you’d think all I do is try to go fast in the water and strike fear in the hearts of those
who cross my path, but that’s not true at all. I no longer have any illusions of single-handedly
cleaning out a biker bar, and the stuff with Long John is really peripheral to what’s important to
me. I’m part of a group of really special guys—and a girl—who happen to swim, and I’m a little
paranoid about being physically vulnerable, but it’s a lot more important to me to be a part of that
group of humans than it is to be in a school of fast fish or to flaunt a truckload of Billy Jack
moves. We all know this is it for the frivolous part of our lives; we’re going to have to go out and
start the real thing very soon. We want to do that with style, and we want to finish this part
together.You have probably figured out by now, if you can count, that my parents are old people.
Figure my brother is fifteen years older than me, and my parents got a late start anyway—that
puts them right up there. Old people call my parents old. They’re older than lots of my friends’
grandparents. Folks used to rub my head and tease me about how lucky I was that my
rambunctious daddy saved up enough rugged sperms to produce such a healthy specimen as
myself, and Dad used to laugh and shake his head when he heard it, but I have a feeling he
would have just as soon not had to deal with a brand-new bouncing baby boy at the ripe old age
of fifty-five. There was no way either of my folks was ready to spend another eighteen years
practicing the latest child-rearing techniques. So they kind of let me raise myself. Don’t get me
wrong, they have always been good to me and pretty much given me everything I need and most
of what I want, but they’re not very involved with me. I don’t think I’ve suffered much, though,
because, even though Max is a little removed, in a lot of ways he’s been as good a parent as I
could ask for.It’s kind of scary sometimes to think that we’ll all go our own ways after this year—
break up this little group that has really been together since grade school. None of us is fool
enough to think that we can keep things like this forever, but there are times I’d really like to give
it a try. Nortie and I will probably get swimming scholarships somewhere, maybe together and
maybe not, and Jeff will more than likely follow his girlfriend down to Stanford, where she’s a
freshman this year. God, he’s in love with her! He’ll probably major in Political Science just so he
can spend the rest of his life telling folks how things really are.And who knows about Lion? He’s
fast becoming Frost’s Renaissance man; commie pinko in the A.M., imperialist pig after lunch.
He fools around with ideas for the sake of fooling around; tries them on, wears them a few hours,
swearing they are a part of his very soul, then casts them off like he should cast off his old
sweatsocks, but doesn’t. His most intense beliefs are lightly held, and he changes philosophical
positions like a chameleon changes hues. Ten years from now Lion could show up just about
anywhere and I wouldn’t be surprised. I would only be surprised if he doesn’t show up.If Nortie



doesn’t become a permanent orphan somewhere, he’ll more than likely be a grade-school
teacher. He loves little kids; talks to them on their own level—which I sometimes think is his own
level. Nortie works a few nights a week and Saturdays at a daycare center over on the east side,
where most of the town’s blacks live. Boy, he’s amazing. It’s a completely different Nortie; I’ve
seen him work. He knows what makes little kids tick, where their pain is and how to help them fly.
Given his Catholic background, he’ll probably teach at St. Somebody’s school, which means
he’ll never be rich—but he’ll be happy as a pig in mud if he can spend his time making their lives
better. Old Nortie has a lot of heart.Me, I’d like to be a writer of some kind; maybe a journalist,
maybe a storyteller. I should have my choice of at least a few schools once this swimming
season is over, and I think I’ll pick the one with the best English and Journalism departments. I
love to write things down, be they fact or fiction. It helps me see things more clearly, and besides
I just enjoy it. That’s why I have a semi-regular column in the school newspaper, even though I’m
not in the Journalism class, and why I submit articles to the Spokesman Review and the Sunday
supplement. I’ve actually had one or two published. I used to go out with a girl whose dad was a
bigwig at the Review, and even though the relationship was a marathon screaming match, he
liked me and still throws a few bones my way when they need some local public-school filler. I
was afraid that would stop when I quit going out with his daughter, but he told me recently it
would have stopped if I’d kept going out with his daughter.November 13Nortie and I were over at
my place this afternoon after workout, up in my room listening to some music and pretending to
get some study time in, when Jeff came a-pounding on the door. We were lying there on the
beds listening to an old Kingston Trio album (part of the cultural legacy left me by Long John
Dupree), helping them out now and then with a little burst of the lyrics and flipping through the
pages of our U.S. Government book like we might be learning something. Jeff had a very old
Sports Illustrated he’d obviously lifted from the city library rolled up in his hand, and the grin of a
man in the catbird seat. “Hi, Anus Breath,” he said. “I have some good news and some bad
news.”“Give me the good news,” I said. “You can keep the bad news to yourself.”“The good
news,” he said with a grandiose sweeping gesture of the magazine, “is your hero now knows
what a Stotan is,” and he pointed to the magazine. He shook his head and looked to the
heavens. “God, redheads are bright. Do you know the average SAT score for redheads as
opposed to the rest of mankind?”The question passed over Nortie as he laid his book aside and
sat up. “So what’s the bad news?” he asked. “Give us the bad news.”“The bad news is,” Jeff said,
his grin widening considerably, “I found out what a Stotan is.” He shook his head. “It isn’t
pretty.”Nortie groaned and sat back against the wall. “Oh, God,” he moaned. “What is it?”Jeff
said, “You don’t want to know. I will tell you this much. The term was coined somewhere after the
middle of this very century in Australia. Further knowledge can be obtained by interested parties
through clandestine arrangements for sexual favors with family members—preferably mothers
and sisters.” He did an exaggerated about-face and high-stepped out of the room.Nortie was up
in an instant, following him out, yelling, “Wait, Jeff! You can sleep with my sister.” It’s a good thing
my parents weren’t home.Jeff has an abscessed front tooth with a temporary hole drilled in the



back for drainage, and the substance that comes out would be more appropriate draining into
the alley behind Lion’s apartment than into someone’s mouth—even Jeff’s. It drains very slowly—
it’s been like that for months, with no end in sight according to his dentist—so he doesn’t have
the taste all the time, but when he wants to he can suck it out with his tongue, blow it on you and
flatten you out. I’ve always said if any of us could take Max and his black belt, it would be Jeff
and his magic tooth. Max would get one whiff and kick his own brains out trying to get out of his
misery.Nortie ran back into the room with a stunned expression and a tear in his eye.“Any luck?”
I asked.Nortie gasped. “He knows I don’t have a sister.” He wiped his eye. “Jeez, why does he do
that? He sucked his tooth.”CHAPTER 3November 14You have to hurt a little for Nortie. He’s a
classic case of what can happen to a guy who’s been beat up all his life. Eighteen years old and
his old man still punches him around.I’ve asked Nort why he doesn’t just kiss him off—tell him to
go to hell and stay with me for the rest of the year—but he shrugs and says his dad’s okay; he
just doesn’t know any other way to act. I tell him it’s time he learned some other way to act or to
hell with him, but Nortie dodges that.When we were sophomores, I went to their place for dinner
one Sunday afternoon just before Christmas. I think Nortie was uncomfortable having someone
come over because his dad can be so ornery and unpredictable, but he had eaten at my place
so many times he figured it was time to take a chance. Anyway, right before dinner, around three
in the afternoon, Nortie and I jumped in their family car to run over to the local 7–11 to get
whipped cream for the pie, and as we were pulling out of the parking lot, some guy slid around
the corner on the ice and slammed into our front fender. There was absolutely no way Nortie
could have prevented it—in fact, we were stopped when the guy hit us—but Nortie got real quiet,
sort of set his jaw, and after they exchanged insurance information, we drove home.DedicationIn
memory of my dad1922–1985A Stotan all the wayDedicationIn memory of my dad1922–1985A
Stotan all the wayContentsDedicationChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter
6Chapter 7Chapter 8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11Chapter 12Chapter 13Chapter 14Chapter
15Back AdAbout the AuthorBooks by Chris CrutcherCreditsCopyrightAbout the
PublisherContentsDedicationChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter
6Chapter 7Chapter 8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11Chapter 12Chapter 13Chapter 14Chapter
15Back AdAbout the AuthorBooks by Chris CrutcherCreditsCopyrightAbout the
PublisherCHAPTER 1November 5We saw the notice about Stotan Week on the bulletin board
just off the deep end of the pool after our early-morning workout today. It was already curling at
the edges from the high humidity and chlorine content of the air, a lot the way my skin feels after
a good three-hour workout.“What’s a Stotan Week?” Nortie asked, glancing quickly around at
the rest of us. It sounded like a riddle.No response; we just looked at him, then back to the
notice, which read:STOTAN WEEKDec. 17 to Dec. 218 A.M. to Noon DailyVolunteers
OnlyLooking for a few good menSEE MAX“December 17,” Nortie said. “That’s the start of
vacation. How come it’s at the start of vacation? What’s a Stotan Week?”Jeff looked at him
again. “All in favor of Nortie checking out Stotan Week with Max and reporting back to us, say
‘aye.’”Lion and I said, “Aye.”“Sorry, guys, not me. I’m not asking. I don’t even want to know. You do



it, Walker; you’re the captain.”Max makes Nortie nervous because he’s quiet and it’s hard to tell
what he’s thinking a lot of the time. Nortie’s not emotionally equipped to talk to Max.“Nortie,” I
said, “I’m worried about you. You’re a senior in high school. You could actually graduate if the
folks in the office forget how to count. You have to learn to talk to people.”“I talk,” he said, “but this
is a job for the captain. This looks like one of Max’s tricks. If I ask him, he’ll just look at me like I’m
in advanced Special Ed or try to get me to believe something really strange.”We heard the door
slam and the flapping of Max’s rubber thongs as he came through the equipment room toward
the pool deck where we stood. Nortie nodded toward me. Max stopped in the doorway.I said,
“Hi, Max. How’s it going?” I let Nortie off the hook. “What’s a Stotan Week?”Max smiled. “Take a
chance; show up on the seventeenth and find out.”“Says here it’s voluntary,” I said. “I like to know
what I’m volunteering for.”“Sometimes it’s better not to know.”Nortie flinched a little. “I’ll bet it’s
tough, huh?”Max shrugged. “Wouldn’t be surprised.”Lion walked over and sat on the low board,
rocking back and forth on his big arms, looking at Max, who’s about half his size. “What happens
if we decide not to volunteer?”“You won’t get the benefit of Stotan Week,” Max said, and walked
over to drop the thermometer in the water. He tied the long string to the ladder and let it dangle,
then got the chemical testing kit out of the pump room to check the PH and chlorine levels. We
had learned all we were going to learn about Stotan Week for today.“See you guys at workout,”
he said.I don’t know that any of us will ever know what makes Max tick. He started coaching
here at Frost my freshman year and I don’t know him much better than I did the first day I walked
into the pool area. Not really. He’s one of those guys you only know by what they do. You have to
guess how they are.Max is Korean; his last name is Il Song. Not Korea Korean, though; Great
Falls, Montana, Korean. He grew up on a ranch just outside of Great Falls—sort of a Korean
cowboy, I guess—but he’s also spent some time in the Orient, in Korea itself and in Japan, and
his parents are from Seoul, so he has a pretty mixed background.I’ll say one thing about him
straightaway: he’s a tough hombre. He has a third-degree black belt in Tai Kwan Do, which is a
kind of karate, and I’ve seen him kick an apple off the head of a guy 6’8”. It doesn’t matter that
Lion’s twice his size.I know we’ll all show for Stotan Week, whatever it is—even though it’ll
certainly alter the extra week of Christmas vacation we’re getting this year—and I know
something else: it won’t be easy.We start the early-morning workout at 5:30. Max doesn’t show
up for it, just leaves instructions on the board. He’s always been real clear that we get out of
swimming just what we put into it, and if we let down because he’s not around, we’ll never be
that good anyway. We’ve been together long enough that we push each other hard without him,
and the morning workouts are just conditioning, not technique, so we don’t miss him as long as
he lets us know what we’re supposed to do. Besides, he says he hates to get up that early, but
doesn’t mind a bit if we do. It all works out.The four of us have spent all our high-school years at
Frost, and have been pretty much the core of the swimming team. And, except for girlfriends,
have been at the core of each other’s lives. Back in grade school and junior high we swam on the
summer AAU team together, so we go back a long ways. There’s another member of our little
group of musketeers, but she’s a girl and isn’t on the team, though she works out with us. That’s



Elaine. Talent-wise, she’s probably better than any of us, except maybe Nortie, but she’s out of
the competition business these days—burned out at seventeen—and works out only to keep in
shape and be part of our group. She’s into more cosmic things now.This should be the year I
make it at least to the consolation finals at State; I’m dedicating the time between now and
March to that. These past two years my times have been dropping like a rock, probably because
I’ve worked out summers with Max instead of with the AAU team and because he has me on a
monster weight program that’s turning me into a big, fast, sleek piece of work. Max says when he
was a kid and they wanted their ski boat to go faster, they put a bigger motor on it. It’s working for
me, and I plan to do some big-league butt-kicking before this year is over. Being a late
developer, I have a few scores to settle.Nortie will go again. He’s gone every year—and won at
least one event each time. He’s more excited this year, though, because it’s his last year and
because we have a chance to take a relay team, which would mean Jeff and Lion would be there
too. Nortie and I both went last year, though I didn’t place, and this year the school has said that
if we qualify the relay, they’ll pull out all the stops and send us in style.This is the last year of
swimming at Frost, which is probably why there are only the four of us on the team. None of the
other schools in Spokane has a team—or a pool, for that matter—and we have to travel a long
way to find meets; mostly to college towns in southeastern Washington and northern Idaho and,
once a year, to Montana. Basically, that means we cost a lot more than we’re worth. Plus, we
never actually win a meet. We win most of the events we swim, but there aren’t enough of us to
take the whole thing. For one thing, we have no diver, so we lose those points, and if we swim
one relay, that means we can’t swim the other, so the best we can do on those is break even.
Then, we have no one to take second- or third-place points in the events we do win, so we don’t
get much ahead. In Tri-Cities they let us swim as many events apiece as we want, to keep the
meet interesting. We win that one, but then have to forfeit, legally, because we broke the rules to
do it. So we may very well be the best team in the state, of any kind, that winds up each season
with a row of goose eggs in the win column. We think that’s pretty funny. Lion even had a bunch
of T-shirts made up with our win-loss record across the chest.The biggest problem with the early-
morning workout is there’s an hour between the time we finish and the time school starts, so
we’re just hanging out with not much to do. We can’t get into the main building, and even if we
could, all they have in there is books, which is not real exciting at 7:00 in the morning. What we
do is head over to Dolly’s Café to chow down on some of Dolly’s home cooking and replenish all
the vitamins and minerals we left in the pool. I choose to replenish them with what I have
concluded through an independent and scientifically unsupported survey is nature’s perfect
breakfast: pancakes, swimming—and I mean swimming—in maple syrup. I see it as my job to
carry on the never ending battle against tofu and bean sprouts and brown rice and other
communist-inspired dishes that have obviously been smuggled into this country to show my
personal eating habits up for what they are.Anyway, we whipped the three or four blocks to
Dolly’s to grub down before starting our day in the learning machine. Elaine met us there like she
always does. She has the same aversion to 5:30 in the morning that Max does, so she only



works out in the afternoons. Elaine was national caliber in the ’fly and distance freestyle, a fairly
unusual combination, but she doesn’t compete anymore, like I said. One thing about swimming:
unless you’re among the best in the country, there’s a girl somewhere who can kick your butt—
any stroke, any distance. Elaine was that girl for a lot of guys around here; she had her day, but
no more. Elaine swims for fun.So the four of us are at Dolly’s, buried in a Disneyland of
pancakes, eggs, bacon, hash browns, toast and Nortie’s bowl of raisins and rice, and poor old
Nortie can’t get Stotan Week off his pea brain.“What do you think it is, Walk?” There is an
urgency in his voice that does not become a man of his physical capabilities, squirrelly as he
may appear.“Don’t whine, peckerneck,” Jeff says. “You’re a hero in this high school; an aquatic
phenom. Don’t whine.”I’ve got a soft spot for Nortie, but I’ll be damned if I know how he’s going to
survive his first twenty-four hours after graduation. I mean, he’s eighteen years old. People will
soon expect him to be an adult. I say, “I don’t know what it is, Nort, but it won’t be fun; at least not
in the conventional sense.”“Think it’s gonna be really tough, huh?”Nortie’s strange. He works out
as hard as anyone on the team, maybe harder, but anticipation short-circuits him. It breaks my
heart, but I say, “Yes, Nort. I think it will be really tough.”Lion says, “Did you see the look on Max?
I think it will be tough.”Nortie groans.Elaine plops a chair down at the end of the table at our
booth and punches Nortie lightly on the shoulder. “Norton,” she says, “you look distressed.
What’s the matter, baby?”“Stotan Week,” he says. “We’re having Stotan Week.”Jeff puts down his
fork for the first time since we sat down. “It’s voluntary, for Chrissakes, Nortie. That means you go
only if you want to. And, Nortie, you don’t even know what it is, so will you please shut up? You’re
driving me nuts and I feel like I may have to kill you.” Though Jeff loves Nortie like a brother, he’s
a little less indulgent of him than the rest of us.Nortie nods and is quiet. He knows Jeff is kidding,
sort of, but he doesn’t mess with him.Elaine is psyched out of her gourd because she and some
other cosmic wizards from Frost have been invited to take an Astronomy course at Gonzaga U.
for college credit and they get to use the school’s planetarium, and I have to say, if anyone I
know would be at home in a planetarium, it’s Elaine.Her first class was last night; she doesn’t
want to talk about Stotan Week. “Don’t Time and Space just freak you out?” she offers up to any
takers. There are none. Time freaks most of us out—everything we do is against the clock.Elaine
is undaunted by Jeff’s eyes rolling back and Nortie’s head cocking like a confused cocker
spaniel’s.“Did you know that most of the stars we see could be burned out by the time we see
them?” she asks.“Really?” Jeff asks in mock horror. He squints and points his fork. “Deep
meaning here, right? You’re going to tell us who changes them when they burn out.”Elaine points
back and raises her eyebrows. “Things may not be as they appear to be, O wise carrot-top.
Beware.”“Is that my horoscope for November 5, Omar?” Jeff says.Elaine smiles her smug little
smile and takes a drink of Jeff’s orange juice. “You’ll see,” she says. “You’ll all see.”Elaine takes a
lot of crap from the rest of us about her perception of what we’re doing on this planet, and she
gives out a fair share too, but underneath—and not very far underneath—she’s dead serious in
her quest for other-than-traditional knowledge. We figure she’ll go to college next year and major
in Weirdness. I mean, besides the Astronomy class, she’s signed up for a night course from



Eastern Washington U. called Tibetan Symbolism, and last year she took something called
Applied Concepts of Karma in the Western World. Jeff tells her if she keeps it up he can get her
a full ride to Rod Serling University. Boy, she can make your head swim in a philosophical
discussion; make you wonder what’s real—what’s important.I may not know what’s important in
the universal sense, but I know what’s important to me right now, and that’s finishing out this year
with a bang. I want to swim fast and help my buddies swim fast—make the last year of swimming
at Frost one they’ll remember. I also want to do a good job with my studies for once, to prove
myself, so I don’t head off to college next year with my return-trip ticket already bought. I think I
might be pretty smart, but that’s gone untested from a scholastic point of view, because I think
I’m also pretty lazy. I’ve been working to correct that, though. In my attempt to become semi-
literate I even read a few books cover-to-cover this last summer, and though it’s not MTV, it’s not
half bad. I could get into being a student, with a little practice. See, I have a brother who’s fifteen
years older than me floating around town, and, to hear him tell it, he was a pretty smart cookie.
He’s forever giving me books to read, and old sixties record albums to listen to so that I can,
according to him, improve my mind and become cultured in the way of the old masters—the
Hippies. I worry about my brother a little, though. He never got cut loose from that time. I mean,
even Jerry Rubin and Abbie Hoffman moved on. And Tom Hayden is a respected politician in
California these days, and not just because he has the good sense to lust after Jane Fonda’s
body. But my brother—his name’s Long John—still puts drugs into every orifice he can find and
preaches love and non-violence like he was gathering followers for a migration to Woodstock.
Unfortunately, I’m afraid he’s a pusher. He has no visible means of support, and though he never
has a lot of material things, he never goes hungry either. If I ever find out that’s true for sure, he
and I may well have a parting of the ways, but meantime I read his books and listen to his music
and learn what I can from him.CHAPTER 1November 5We saw the notice about Stotan Week
on the bulletin board just off the deep end of the pool after our early-morning workout today. It
was already curling at the edges from the high humidity and chlorine content of the air, a lot the
way my skin feels after a good three-hour workout.“What’s a Stotan Week?” Nortie asked,
glancing quickly around at the rest of us. It sounded like a riddle.No response; we just looked at
him, then back to the notice, which read:STOTAN WEEKDec. 17 to Dec. 218 A.M. to Noon
DailyVolunteers OnlyLooking for a few good menSEE MAX“December 17,” Nortie said. “That’s
the start of vacation. How come it’s at the start of vacation? What’s a Stotan Week?”Jeff looked
at him again. “All in favor of Nortie checking out Stotan Week with Max and reporting back to us,
say ‘aye.’”Lion and I said, “Aye.”“Sorry, guys, not me. I’m not asking. I don’t even want to know.
You do it, Walker; you’re the captain.”Max makes Nortie nervous because he’s quiet and it’s hard
to tell what he’s thinking a lot of the time. Nortie’s not emotionally equipped to talk to
Max.“Nortie,” I said, “I’m worried about you. You’re a senior in high school. You could actually
graduate if the folks in the office forget how to count. You have to learn to talk to people.”“I talk,”
he said, “but this is a job for the captain. This looks like one of Max’s tricks. If I ask him, he’ll just
look at me like I’m in advanced Special Ed or try to get me to believe something really



strange.”We heard the door slam and the flapping of Max’s rubber thongs as he came through
the equipment room toward the pool deck where we stood. Nortie nodded toward me. Max
stopped in the doorway.I said, “Hi, Max. How’s it going?” I let Nortie off the hook. “What’s a
Stotan Week?”Max smiled. “Take a chance; show up on the seventeenth and find out.”“Says
here it’s voluntary,” I said. “I like to know what I’m volunteering for.”“Sometimes it’s better not to
know.”Nortie flinched a little. “I’ll bet it’s tough, huh?”Max shrugged. “Wouldn’t be surprised.”Lion
walked over and sat on the low board, rocking back and forth on his big arms, looking at Max,
who’s about half his size. “What happens if we decide not to volunteer?”“You won’t get the
benefit of Stotan Week,” Max said, and walked over to drop the thermometer in the water. He tied
the long string to the ladder and let it dangle, then got the chemical testing kit out of the pump
room to check the PH and chlorine levels. We had learned all we were going to learn about
Stotan Week for today.“See you guys at workout,” he said.I don’t know that any of us will ever
know what makes Max tick. He started coaching here at Frost my freshman year and I don’t
know him much better than I did the first day I walked into the pool area. Not really. He’s one of
those guys you only know by what they do. You have to guess how they are.Max is Korean; his
last name is Il Song. Not Korea Korean, though; Great Falls, Montana, Korean. He grew up on a
ranch just outside of Great Falls—sort of a Korean cowboy, I guess—but he’s also spent some
time in the Orient, in Korea itself and in Japan, and his parents are from Seoul, so he has a
pretty mixed background.I’ll say one thing about him straightaway: he’s a tough hombre. He has
a third-degree black belt in Tai Kwan Do, which is a kind of karate, and I’ve seen him kick an
apple off the head of a guy 6’8”. It doesn’t matter that Lion’s twice his size.I know we’ll all show
for Stotan Week, whatever it is—even though it’ll certainly alter the extra week of Christmas
vacation we’re getting this year—and I know something else: it won’t be easy.We start the early-
morning workout at 5:30. Max doesn’t show up for it, just leaves instructions on the board. He’s
always been real clear that we get out of swimming just what we put into it, and if we let down
because he’s not around, we’ll never be that good anyway. We’ve been together long enough
that we push each other hard without him, and the morning workouts are just conditioning, not
technique, so we don’t miss him as long as he lets us know what we’re supposed to do. Besides,
he says he hates to get up that early, but doesn’t mind a bit if we do. It all works out.The four of
us have spent all our high-school years at Frost, and have been pretty much the core of the
swimming team. And, except for girlfriends, have been at the core of each other’s lives. Back in
grade school and junior high we swam on the summer AAU team together, so we go back a long
ways. There’s another member of our little group of musketeers, but she’s a girl and isn’t on the
team, though she works out with us. That’s Elaine. Talent-wise, she’s probably better than any of
us, except maybe Nortie, but she’s out of the competition business these days—burned out at
seventeen—and works out only to keep in shape and be part of our group. She’s into more
cosmic things now.This should be the year I make it at least to the consolation finals at State; I’m
dedicating the time between now and March to that. These past two years my times have been
dropping like a rock, probably because I’ve worked out summers with Max instead of with the



AAU team and because he has me on a monster weight program that’s turning me into a big,
fast, sleek piece of work. Max says when he was a kid and they wanted their ski boat to go
faster, they put a bigger motor on it. It’s working for me, and I plan to do some big-league butt-
kicking before this year is over. Being a late developer, I have a few scores to settle.Nortie will go
again. He’s gone every year—and won at least one event each time. He’s more excited this year,
though, because it’s his last year and because we have a chance to take a relay team, which
would mean Jeff and Lion would be there too. Nortie and I both went last year, though I didn’t
place, and this year the school has said that if we qualify the relay, they’ll pull out all the stops
and send us in style.This is the last year of swimming at Frost, which is probably why there are
only the four of us on the team. None of the other schools in Spokane has a team—or a pool, for
that matter—and we have to travel a long way to find meets; mostly to college towns in
southeastern Washington and northern Idaho and, once a year, to Montana. Basically, that
means we cost a lot more than we’re worth. Plus, we never actually win a meet. We win most of
the events we swim, but there aren’t enough of us to take the whole thing. For one thing, we have
no diver, so we lose those points, and if we swim one relay, that means we can’t swim the other,
so the best we can do on those is break even. Then, we have no one to take second- or third-
place points in the events we do win, so we don’t get much ahead. In Tri-Cities they let us swim
as many events apiece as we want, to keep the meet interesting. We win that one, but then have
to forfeit, legally, because we broke the rules to do it. So we may very well be the best team in
the state, of any kind, that winds up each season with a row of goose eggs in the win column.
We think that’s pretty funny. Lion even had a bunch of T-shirts made up with our win-loss record
across the chest.The biggest problem with the early-morning workout is there’s an hour between
the time we finish and the time school starts, so we’re just hanging out with not much to do. We
can’t get into the main building, and even if we could, all they have in there is books, which is not
real exciting at 7:00 in the morning. What we do is head over to Dolly’s Café to chow down on
some of Dolly’s home cooking and replenish all the vitamins and minerals we left in the pool. I
choose to replenish them with what I have concluded through an independent and scientifically
unsupported survey is nature’s perfect breakfast: pancakes, swimming—and I mean swimming—
in maple syrup. I see it as my job to carry on the never ending battle against tofu and bean
sprouts and brown rice and other communist-inspired dishes that have obviously been
smuggled into this country to show my personal eating habits up for what they are.Anyway, we
whipped the three or four blocks to Dolly’s to grub down before starting our day in the learning
machine. Elaine met us there like she always does. She has the same aversion to 5:30 in the
morning that Max does, so she only works out in the afternoons. Elaine was national caliber in
the ’fly and distance freestyle, a fairly unusual combination, but she doesn’t compete anymore,
like I said. One thing about swimming: unless you’re among the best in the country, there’s a girl
somewhere who can kick your butt—any stroke, any distance. Elaine was that girl for a lot of
guys around here; she had her day, but no more. Elaine swims for fun.So the four of us are at
Dolly’s, buried in a Disneyland of pancakes, eggs, bacon, hash browns, toast and Nortie’s bowl



of raisins and rice, and poor old Nortie can’t get Stotan Week off his pea brain.“What do you
think it is, Walk?” There is an urgency in his voice that does not become a man of his physical
capabilities, squirrelly as he may appear.“Don’t whine, peckerneck,” Jeff says. “You’re a hero in
this high school; an aquatic phenom. Don’t whine.”I’ve got a soft spot for Nortie, but I’ll be
damned if I know how he’s going to survive his first twenty-four hours after graduation. I mean,
he’s eighteen years old. People will soon expect him to be an adult. I say, “I don’t know what it is,
Nort, but it won’t be fun; at least not in the conventional sense.”“Think it’s gonna be really tough,
huh?”Nortie’s strange. He works out as hard as anyone on the team, maybe harder, but
anticipation short-circuits him. It breaks my heart, but I say, “Yes, Nort. I think it will be really
tough.”Lion says, “Did you see the look on Max? I think it will be tough.”Nortie groans.Elaine
plops a chair down at the end of the table at our booth and punches Nortie lightly on the
shoulder. “Norton,” she says, “you look distressed. What’s the matter, baby?”“Stotan Week,” he
says. “We’re having Stotan Week.”Jeff puts down his fork for the first time since we sat down. “It’s
voluntary, for Chrissakes, Nortie. That means you go only if you want to. And, Nortie, you don’t
even know what it is, so will you please shut up? You’re driving me nuts and I feel like I may have
to kill you.” Though Jeff loves Nortie like a brother, he’s a little less indulgent of him than the rest
of us.Nortie nods and is quiet. He knows Jeff is kidding, sort of, but he doesn’t mess with
him.Elaine is psyched out of her gourd because she and some other cosmic wizards from Frost
have been invited to take an Astronomy course at Gonzaga U. for college credit and they get to
use the school’s planetarium, and I have to say, if anyone I know would be at home in a
planetarium, it’s Elaine.Her first class was last night; she doesn’t want to talk about Stotan Week.
“Don’t Time and Space just freak you out?” she offers up to any takers. There are none. Time
freaks most of us out—everything we do is against the clock.Elaine is undaunted by Jeff’s eyes
rolling back and Nortie’s head cocking like a confused cocker spaniel’s.“Did you know that most
of the stars we see could be burned out by the time we see them?” she asks.“Really?” Jeff asks
in mock horror. He squints and points his fork. “Deep meaning here, right? You’re going to tell us
who changes them when they burn out.”Elaine points back and raises her eyebrows. “Things
may not be as they appear to be, O wise carrot-top. Beware.”“Is that my horoscope for November
5, Omar?” Jeff says.Elaine smiles her smug little smile and takes a drink of Jeff’s orange juice.
“You’ll see,” she says. “You’ll all see.”Elaine takes a lot of crap from the rest of us about her
perception of what we’re doing on this planet, and she gives out a fair share too, but underneath
—and not very far underneath—she’s dead serious in her quest for other-than-traditional
knowledge. We figure she’ll go to college next year and major in Weirdness. I mean, besides the
Astronomy class, she’s signed up for a night course from Eastern Washington U. called Tibetan
Symbolism, and last year she took something called Applied Concepts of Karma in the Western
World. Jeff tells her if she keeps it up he can get her a full ride to Rod Serling University. Boy, she
can make your head swim in a philosophical discussion; make you wonder what’s real—what’s
important.I may not know what’s important in the universal sense, but I know what’s important to
me right now, and that’s finishing out this year with a bang. I want to swim fast and help my



buddies swim fast—make the last year of swimming at Frost one they’ll remember. I also want to
do a good job with my studies for once, to prove myself, so I don’t head off to college next year
with my return-trip ticket already bought. I think I might be pretty smart, but that’s gone untested
from a scholastic point of view, because I think I’m also pretty lazy. I’ve been working to correct
that, though. In my attempt to become semi-literate I even read a few books cover-to-cover this
last summer, and though it’s not MTV, it’s not half bad. I could get into being a student, with a
little practice. See, I have a brother who’s fifteen years older than me floating around town, and,
to hear him tell it, he was a pretty smart cookie. He’s forever giving me books to read, and old
sixties record albums to listen to so that I can, according to him, improve my mind and become
cultured in the way of the old masters—the Hippies. I worry about my brother a little, though. He
never got cut loose from that time. I mean, even Jerry Rubin and Abbie Hoffman moved on. And
Tom Hayden is a respected politician in California these days, and not just because he has the
good sense to lust after Jane Fonda’s body. But my brother—his name’s Long John—still puts
drugs into every orifice he can find and preaches love and non-violence like he was gathering
followers for a migration to Woodstock. Unfortunately, I’m afraid he’s a pusher. He has no visible
means of support, and though he never has a lot of material things, he never goes hungry either.
If I ever find out that’s true for sure, he and I may well have a parting of the ways, but meantime I
read his books and listen to his music and learn what I can from him.CHAPTER 2November
12Nortie volunteered for Stotan Week today. The little screwball hoped Max would tell him more
about it if he just walked in and signed up, but Max merely said okay and wrote his name down.
Now he’s begging the rest of us to hurry and go volunteer so he won’t have to go through it
alone; and we all will, of course, but not before we terrorize his scrawny butt a few more days.His
panic is becoming full-blown. “C’mon, you guys. Hurry and sign up. You’re not going to let me go
alone, are you? God, just me and Max? I wouldn’t last five minutes. What is it? I tried to look it up
in the dictionary, but there’s no ‘Stotan’; not even in the big one in the library.” It doesn’t matter
that Max has never thrown a workout at us Nortie couldn’t take. We keep telling him that we’re
going to be out of town that week or that you’d have to be an idiot to volunteer for something
when you don’t know anything about it. Part of it’s an act, but he’ll rest a lot easier when our
signatures are on the paper. We won’t let it go on much longer, mostly because we don’t want a
major gastric disorder to be visited on our fastest swimmer.The only thing Max has said since he
put up the notice last week is that Stotan Week will require total commitment.Lion’s up for it. He
trusts Max to come up with something to equal all this drama, and to Lion that means a chance
to extend himself—which is what he does best. Lion and Elaine are alike in that respect.What
Lion is, first, is an artist. When he’s not swimming or in class, he’s making pictures. I don’t know
much about art—I don’t even know what I like—but I don’t have to sit in the cafeteria or out in the
hills along the Little Spokane River watching him sketch for long to know he has a boatload of
talent and, I think, probably the personality and arrogance to stretch it as far as it will go. Mark
my words: you’ll be hearing from Lionel Serbousek.His art isn’t just picture-making, though.
Lion’s an artist at everything he does. He brings a certain zany grace to things—workouts,



classes, just hanging out—that makes them more alive, more animated, maybe more real. He’s
long been legendary around Frost for his madcap hijinks, like the time he set the school record
for snorting Jell-O cubes. Lion’s different from the rest of us because he doesn’t have parents.
They got killed in a freak boating accident over on Coeur d’Alene Lake between our freshman
and sophomore years, when their boat and another speedboat collided at full speed out in the
middle of the lake. No one ever figured out how it happened; they weren’t drinking or anything,
and they’d been boating all their lives. Everybody in both boats was killed. Lion didn’t have
anyplace to go—no relatives or anything—and he didn’t feel like moving in with any of the
people who offered, so he got himself an apartment, if you can call it that, and started living by
himself. I don’t know whether that’s legal or not, but nobody stopped him. His folks had plenty of
life insurance and he inherited some other money from them, so he doesn’t have to work to
support himself. Most of the time he goes on like nothing happened.We’ve talked about staying
together for Stotan Week—that is, when Nortie’s not around to hear we all know we’re going to
sign up—and have decided if our folks will let us, we’ll move into Lion’s for the week. Now, I said
Lion was an artist at everything he does, but in his personal lifestyle that holds true only if you’re
looking for Still Life of Swine. His so-called apartment is two condemned rooms above the
Fireside Tavern with a bed, a hotplate, a sink that drains out onto an alley and—the one really
class item—a toilet with a seat belt. He’s got a seat belt on his toilet. Claims it keeps him from
blasting off. There are no electric lights in this palatial suite, and the sole source of heat is an old
electric reflector heater powered by a frayed extension cord running out the window and down to
the outlet behind the bar in the Fireside. Artificial light, lest you think these quarters uncivilized,
shines from a flashlight dangling at the end of a rope above his bed.I would like to go on record
here—despite the sense of adventure for doing this Stotan Week thing together on our own—
that I am not looking forward to spending a week with the guys in Lionel Serbousek’s bachelor
pad.Besides voluntarily placing myself in ghetto-like accommodations at Lion’s, the only thing
that really bothers me about Stotan Week is that I was looking forward, during this extra week at
Christmas, to spending some time with my brother. I said he was a little out of touch and that’s
probably the understatement of this decade. It’s strange how I feel responsible for him
sometimes—I mean, we were never really close or anything. He was off to college by the time I
was five, and pretty well into the flower world not long after that. He was always nice to me when
he was around, but, given his political leanings, he and my dad weren’t famous friends, so he
wasn’t around all that much. But, for whatever reason, I feel protective of him like he’s a stray
errant uncle or something; I’m always making excuses for the weird way he acts and the stupid
choices he makes. One of these days my concern for him may get me killed, or at least seriously
mangled. He spends a lot of time over at the Red Rooster Tavern, drinking beer and buying
drugs from the bikers who hang out there. I shouldn’t have to go into a detailed description to let
you know that’s a rough scene. My folks have given up on him, so when he gets in trouble it’s me
who bails him out. When he goes off the deep end, Ed Savage, one of the bartenders over at the
Rooster, calls me to come get him, instead of calling the police or someone from the looney bin.



I don’t know how that little ritual got started, and there are times I feel like letting the law haul him
off, but I always go. And I want to tell you, it’s scary over there. I went to get him one night the
summer before my sophomore year, and eight or nine of those bikers had him stuffed in a
garbage can up on the pool table—butt first, so his feet and head were sticking out—and they
were spitting snoose at him for target practice. When I tried to get him down, they kept right on
spitting. Ed had to threaten to call the cops to get them to let me out of there with him. One of
them grabbed my arm on the way out and let me know Long John owed him money for “goods
received” and if I came down there again to get him, I damn well better be able to pay off his
debts. I was so scared I lied and said I would, that I’d get the money he owed them by the end of
the week, and he slapped me a couple of times hard on the cheek, squinted and smiled and
nodded his head. When I got Long John back to his room at the Jefferson Hotel, he told me what
a great brother I was and he was glad I understood. I understood diddly. I screamed at him that
he’d almost got me killed and I never wanted to see him again, and if he got into any more
trouble he could sit it out in jail, if he was lucky enough to have someone call the cops. Then I
went home and lay in bed and trembled. I got over hating him, but I didn’t get over the terror I felt
about those bikers. No doubt they’d as soon tear off my head and spit in the hole as look at me. I
decided then and there I was going to make it risky to mess with me. Next day I went into Max’s
office and asked if he could have me transferred into the karate section of PE. He started me out
there, and worked with me some on his own; didn’t even ask what I was up to. He also got me a
key to the wrestling room, where the class is held, and said I could practice any time I wanted as
long as it wasn’t being used. He gave me some drills to work on too, and I’ve been putting in a
couple hours a day at least five days a week since then. I’m not a mean guy and I never go out
looking, but even though I haven’t passed any tests and I don’t have any “belts,” I’ve developed
some pretty classy moves and, if it comes down to it, I can hurt you.From the sound of all the
tough talk, you’d think all I do is try to go fast in the water and strike fear in the hearts of those
who cross my path, but that’s not true at all. I no longer have any illusions of single-handedly
cleaning out a biker bar, and the stuff with Long John is really peripheral to what’s important to
me. I’m part of a group of really special guys—and a girl—who happen to swim, and I’m a little
paranoid about being physically vulnerable, but it’s a lot more important to me to be a part of that
group of humans than it is to be in a school of fast fish or to flaunt a truckload of Billy Jack
moves. We all know this is it for the frivolous part of our lives; we’re going to have to go out and
start the real thing very soon. We want to do that with style, and we want to finish this part
together.You have probably figured out by now, if you can count, that my parents are old people.
Figure my brother is fifteen years older than me, and my parents got a late start anyway—that
puts them right up there. Old people call my parents old. They’re older than lots of my friends’
grandparents. Folks used to rub my head and tease me about how lucky I was that my
rambunctious daddy saved up enough rugged sperms to produce such a healthy specimen as
myself, and Dad used to laugh and shake his head when he heard it, but I have a feeling he
would have just as soon not had to deal with a brand-new bouncing baby boy at the ripe old age



of fifty-five. There was no way either of my folks was ready to spend another eighteen years
practicing the latest child-rearing techniques. So they kind of let me raise myself. Don’t get me
wrong, they have always been good to me and pretty much given me everything I need and most
of what I want, but they’re not very involved with me. I don’t think I’ve suffered much, though,
because, even though Max is a little removed, in a lot of ways he’s been as good a parent as I
could ask for.It’s kind of scary sometimes to think that we’ll all go our own ways after this year—
break up this little group that has really been together since grade school. None of us is fool
enough to think that we can keep things like this forever, but there are times I’d really like to give
it a try. Nortie and I will probably get swimming scholarships somewhere, maybe together and
maybe not, and Jeff will more than likely follow his girlfriend down to Stanford, where she’s a
freshman this year. God, he’s in love with her! He’ll probably major in Political Science just so he
can spend the rest of his life telling folks how things really are.And who knows about Lion? He’s
fast becoming Frost’s Renaissance man; commie pinko in the A.M., imperialist pig after lunch.
He fools around with ideas for the sake of fooling around; tries them on, wears them a few hours,
swearing they are a part of his very soul, then casts them off like he should cast off his old
sweatsocks, but doesn’t. His most intense beliefs are lightly held, and he changes philosophical
positions like a chameleon changes hues. Ten years from now Lion could show up just about
anywhere and I wouldn’t be surprised. I would only be surprised if he doesn’t show up.If Nortie
doesn’t become a permanent orphan somewhere, he’ll more than likely be a grade-school
teacher. He loves little kids; talks to them on their own level—which I sometimes think is his own
level. Nortie works a few nights a week and Saturdays at a daycare center over on the east side,
where most of the town’s blacks live. Boy, he’s amazing. It’s a completely different Nortie; I’ve
seen him work. He knows what makes little kids tick, where their pain is and how to help them fly.
Given his Catholic background, he’ll probably teach at St. Somebody’s school, which means
he’ll never be rich—but he’ll be happy as a pig in mud if he can spend his time making their lives
better. Old Nortie has a lot of heart.Me, I’d like to be a writer of some kind; maybe a journalist,
maybe a storyteller. I should have my choice of at least a few schools once this swimming
season is over, and I think I’ll pick the one with the best English and Journalism departments. I
love to write things down, be they fact or fiction. It helps me see things more clearly, and besides
I just enjoy it. That’s why I have a semi-regular column in the school newspaper, even though I’m
not in the Journalism class, and why I submit articles to the Spokesman Review and the Sunday
supplement. I’ve actually had one or two published. I used to go out with a girl whose dad was a
bigwig at the Review, and even though the relationship was a marathon screaming match, he
liked me and still throws a few bones my way when they need some local public-school filler. I
was afraid that would stop when I quit going out with his daughter, but he told me recently it
would have stopped if I’d kept going out with his daughter.November 13Nortie and I were over at
my place this afternoon after workout, up in my room listening to some music and pretending to
get some study time in, when Jeff came a-pounding on the door. We were lying there on the
beds listening to an old Kingston Trio album (part of the cultural legacy left me by Long John



Dupree), helping them out now and then with a little burst of the lyrics and flipping through the
pages of our U.S. Government book like we might be learning something. Jeff had a very old
Sports Illustrated he’d obviously lifted from the city library rolled up in his hand, and the grin of a
man in the catbird seat. “Hi, Anus Breath,” he said. “I have some good news and some bad
news.”“Give me the good news,” I said. “You can keep the bad news to yourself.”“The good
news,” he said with a grandiose sweeping gesture of the magazine, “is your hero now knows
what a Stotan is,” and he pointed to the magazine. He shook his head and looked to the
heavens. “God, redheads are bright. Do you know the average SAT score for redheads as
opposed to the rest of mankind?”The question passed over Nortie as he laid his book aside and
sat up. “So what’s the bad news?” he asked. “Give us the bad news.”“The bad news is,” Jeff said,
his grin widening considerably, “I found out what a Stotan is.” He shook his head. “It isn’t
pretty.”Nortie groaned and sat back against the wall. “Oh, God,” he moaned. “What is it?”Jeff
said, “You don’t want to know. I will tell you this much. The term was coined somewhere after the
middle of this very century in Australia. Further knowledge can be obtained by interested parties
through clandestine arrangements for sexual favors with family members—preferably mothers
and sisters.” He did an exaggerated about-face and high-stepped out of the room.Nortie was up
in an instant, following him out, yelling, “Wait, Jeff! You can sleep with my sister.” It’s a good thing
my parents weren’t home.Jeff has an abscessed front tooth with a temporary hole drilled in the
back for drainage, and the substance that comes out would be more appropriate draining into
the alley behind Lion’s apartment than into someone’s mouth—even Jeff’s. It drains very slowly—
it’s been like that for months, with no end in sight according to his dentist—so he doesn’t have
the taste all the time, but when he wants to he can suck it out with his tongue, blow it on you and
flatten you out. I’ve always said if any of us could take Max and his black belt, it would be Jeff
and his magic tooth. Max would get one whiff and kick his own brains out trying to get out of his
misery.Nortie ran back into the room with a stunned expression and a tear in his eye.“Any luck?”
I asked.Nortie gasped. “He knows I don’t have a sister.” He wiped his eye. “Jeez, why does he do
that? He sucked his tooth.”CHAPTER 2November 12Nortie volunteered for Stotan Week today.
The little screwball hoped Max would tell him more about it if he just walked in and signed up,
but Max merely said okay and wrote his name down. Now he’s begging the rest of us to hurry
and go volunteer so he won’t have to go through it alone; and we all will, of course, but not
before we terrorize his scrawny butt a few more days.His panic is becoming full-blown. “C’mon,
you guys. Hurry and sign up. You’re not going to let me go alone, are you? God, just me and
Max? I wouldn’t last five minutes. What is it? I tried to look it up in the dictionary, but there’s no
‘Stotan’; not even in the big one in the library.” It doesn’t matter that Max has never thrown a
workout at us Nortie couldn’t take. We keep telling him that we’re going to be out of town that
week or that you’d have to be an idiot to volunteer for something when you don’t know anything
about it. Part of it’s an act, but he’ll rest a lot easier when our signatures are on the paper. We
won’t let it go on much longer, mostly because we don’t want a major gastric disorder to be
visited on our fastest swimmer.The only thing Max has said since he put up the notice last week



is that Stotan Week will require total commitment.Lion’s up for it. He trusts Max to come up with
something to equal all this drama, and to Lion that means a chance to extend himself—which is
what he does best. Lion and Elaine are alike in that respect.What Lion is, first, is an artist. When
he’s not swimming or in class, he’s making pictures. I don’t know much about art—I don’t even
know what I like—but I don’t have to sit in the cafeteria or out in the hills along the Little Spokane
River watching him sketch for long to know he has a boatload of talent and, I think, probably the
personality and arrogance to stretch it as far as it will go. Mark my words: you’ll be hearing from
Lionel Serbousek.His art isn’t just picture-making, though. Lion’s an artist at everything he does.
He brings a certain zany grace to things—workouts, classes, just hanging out—that makes them
more alive, more animated, maybe more real. He’s long been legendary around Frost for his
madcap hijinks, like the time he set the school record for snorting Jell-O cubes. Lion’s different
from the rest of us because he doesn’t have parents. They got killed in a freak boating accident
over on Coeur d’Alene Lake between our freshman and sophomore years, when their boat and
another speedboat collided at full speed out in the middle of the lake. No one ever figured out
how it happened; they weren’t drinking or anything, and they’d been boating all their lives.
Everybody in both boats was killed. Lion didn’t have anyplace to go—no relatives or anything—
and he didn’t feel like moving in with any of the people who offered, so he got himself an
apartment, if you can call it that, and started living by himself. I don’t know whether that’s legal or
not, but nobody stopped him. His folks had plenty of life insurance and he inherited some other
money from them, so he doesn’t have to work to support himself. Most of the time he goes on
like nothing happened.We’ve talked about staying together for Stotan Week—that is, when
Nortie’s not around to hear we all know we’re going to sign up—and have decided if our folks will
let us, we’ll move into Lion’s for the week. Now, I said Lion was an artist at everything he does,
but in his personal lifestyle that holds true only if you’re looking for Still Life of Swine. His so-
called apartment is two condemned rooms above the Fireside Tavern with a bed, a hotplate, a
sink that drains out onto an alley and—the one really class item—a toilet with a seat belt. He’s
got a seat belt on his toilet. Claims it keeps him from blasting off. There are no electric lights in
this palatial suite, and the sole source of heat is an old electric reflector heater powered by a
frayed extension cord running out the window and down to the outlet behind the bar in the
Fireside. Artificial light, lest you think these quarters uncivilized, shines from a flashlight dangling
at the end of a rope above his bed.I would like to go on record here—despite the sense of
adventure for doing this Stotan Week thing together on our own—that I am not looking forward to
spending a week with the guys in Lionel Serbousek’s bachelor pad.Besides voluntarily placing
myself in ghetto-like accommodations at Lion’s, the only thing that really bothers me about
Stotan Week is that I was looking forward, during this extra week at Christmas, to spending
some time with my brother. I said he was a little out of touch and that’s probably the
understatement of this decade. It’s strange how I feel responsible for him sometimes—I mean,
we were never really close or anything. He was off to college by the time I was five, and pretty
well into the flower world not long after that. He was always nice to me when he was around, but,



given his political leanings, he and my dad weren’t famous friends, so he wasn’t around all that
much. But, for whatever reason, I feel protective of him like he’s a stray errant uncle or
something; I’m always making excuses for the weird way he acts and the stupid choices he
makes. One of these days my concern for him may get me killed, or at least seriously mangled.
He spends a lot of time over at the Red Rooster Tavern, drinking beer and buying drugs from the
bikers who hang out there. I shouldn’t have to go into a detailed description to let you know that’s
a rough scene. My folks have given up on him, so when he gets in trouble it’s me who bails him
out. When he goes off the deep end, Ed Savage, one of the bartenders over at the Rooster, calls
me to come get him, instead of calling the police or someone from the looney bin. I don’t know
how that little ritual got started, and there are times I feel like letting the law haul him off, but I
always go. And I want to tell you, it’s scary over there. I went to get him one night the summer
before my sophomore year, and eight or nine of those bikers had him stuffed in a garbage can
up on the pool table—butt first, so his feet and head were sticking out—and they were spitting
snoose at him for target practice. When I tried to get him down, they kept right on spitting. Ed
had to threaten to call the cops to get them to let me out of there with him. One of them grabbed
my arm on the way out and let me know Long John owed him money for “goods received” and if I
came down there again to get him, I damn well better be able to pay off his debts. I was so
scared I lied and said I would, that I’d get the money he owed them by the end of the week, and
he slapped me a couple of times hard on the cheek, squinted and smiled and nodded his head.
When I got Long John back to his room at the Jefferson Hotel, he told me what a great brother I
was and he was glad I understood. I understood diddly. I screamed at him that he’d almost got
me killed and I never wanted to see him again, and if he got into any more trouble he could sit it
out in jail, if he was lucky enough to have someone call the cops. Then I went home and lay in
bed and trembled. I got over hating him, but I didn’t get over the terror I felt about those bikers.
No doubt they’d as soon tear off my head and spit in the hole as look at me. I decided then and
there I was going to make it risky to mess with me. Next day I went into Max’s office and asked if
he could have me transferred into the karate section of PE. He started me out there, and worked
with me some on his own; didn’t even ask what I was up to. He also got me a key to the wrestling
room, where the class is held, and said I could practice any time I wanted as long as it wasn’t
being used. He gave me some drills to work on too, and I’ve been putting in a couple hours a day
at least five days a week since then. I’m not a mean guy and I never go out looking, but even
though I haven’t passed any tests and I don’t have any “belts,” I’ve developed some pretty classy
moves and, if it comes down to it, I can hurt you.From the sound of all the tough talk, you’d think
all I do is try to go fast in the water and strike fear in the hearts of those who cross my path, but
that’s not true at all. I no longer have any illusions of single-handedly cleaning out a biker bar,
and the stuff with Long John is really peripheral to what’s important to me. I’m part of a group of
really special guys—and a girl—who happen to swim, and I’m a little paranoid about being
physically vulnerable, but it’s a lot more important to me to be a part of that group of humans
than it is to be in a school of fast fish or to flaunt a truckload of Billy Jack moves. We all know this



is it for the frivolous part of our lives; we’re going to have to go out and start the real thing very
soon. We want to do that with style, and we want to finish this part together.You have probably
figured out by now, if you can count, that my parents are old people. Figure my brother is fifteen
years older than me, and my parents got a late start anyway—that puts them right up there. Old
people call my parents old. They’re older than lots of my friends’ grandparents. Folks used to rub
my head and tease me about how lucky I was that my rambunctious daddy saved up enough
rugged sperms to produce such a healthy specimen as myself, and Dad used to laugh and
shake his head when he heard it, but I have a feeling he would have just as soon not had to deal
with a brand-new bouncing baby boy at the ripe old age of fifty-five. There was no way either of
my folks was ready to spend another eighteen years practicing the latest child-rearing
techniques. So they kind of let me raise myself. Don’t get me wrong, they have always been
good to me and pretty much given me everything I need and most of what I want, but they’re not
very involved with me. I don’t think I’ve suffered much, though, because, even though Max is a
little removed, in a lot of ways he’s been as good a parent as I could ask for.It’s kind of scary
sometimes to think that we’ll all go our own ways after this year—break up this little group that
has really been together since grade school. None of us is fool enough to think that we can keep
things like this forever, but there are times I’d really like to give it a try. Nortie and I will probably
get swimming scholarships somewhere, maybe together and maybe not, and Jeff will more than
likely follow his girlfriend down to Stanford, where she’s a freshman this year. God, he’s in love
with her! He’ll probably major in Political Science just so he can spend the rest of his life telling
folks how things really are.And who knows about Lion? He’s fast becoming Frost’s Renaissance
man; commie pinko in the A.M., imperialist pig after lunch. He fools around with ideas for the
sake of fooling around; tries them on, wears them a few hours, swearing they are a part of his
very soul, then casts them off like he should cast off his old sweatsocks, but doesn’t. His most
intense beliefs are lightly held, and he changes philosophical positions like a chameleon
changes hues. Ten years from now Lion could show up just about anywhere and I wouldn’t be
surprised. I would only be surprised if he doesn’t show up.If Nortie doesn’t become a permanent
orphan somewhere, he’ll more than likely be a grade-school teacher. He loves little kids; talks to
them on their own level—which I sometimes think is his own level. Nortie works a few nights a
week and Saturdays at a daycare center over on the east side, where most of the town’s blacks
live. Boy, he’s amazing. It’s a completely different Nortie; I’ve seen him work. He knows what
makes little kids tick, where their pain is and how to help them fly. Given his Catholic
background, he’ll probably teach at St. Somebody’s school, which means he’ll never be rich—
but he’ll be happy as a pig in mud if he can spend his time making their lives better. Old Nortie
has a lot of heart.Me, I’d like to be a writer of some kind; maybe a journalist, maybe a storyteller. I
should have my choice of at least a few schools once this swimming season is over, and I think
I’ll pick the one with the best English and Journalism departments. I love to write things down, be
they fact or fiction. It helps me see things more clearly, and besides I just enjoy it. That’s why I
have a semi-regular column in the school newspaper, even though I’m not in the Journalism



class, and why I submit articles to the Spokesman Review and the Sunday supplement. I’ve
actually had one or two published. I used to go out with a girl whose dad was a bigwig at the
Review, and even though the relationship was a marathon screaming match, he liked me and
still throws a few bones my way when they need some local public-school filler. I was afraid that
would stop when I quit going out with his daughter, but he told me recently it would have stopped
if I’d kept going out with his daughter.November 13Nortie and I were over at my place this
afternoon after workout, up in my room listening to some music and pretending to get some
study time in, when Jeff came a-pounding on the door. We were lying there on the beds listening
to an old Kingston Trio album (part of the cultural legacy left me by Long John Dupree), helping
them out now and then with a little burst of the lyrics and flipping through the pages of our U.S.
Government book like we might be learning something. Jeff had a very old Sports Illustrated he’d
obviously lifted from the city library rolled up in his hand, and the grin of a man in the catbird
seat. “Hi, Anus Breath,” he said. “I have some good news and some bad news.”“Give me the
good news,” I said. “You can keep the bad news to yourself.”“The good news,” he said with a
grandiose sweeping gesture of the magazine, “is your hero now knows what a Stotan is,” and he
pointed to the magazine. He shook his head and looked to the heavens. “God, redheads are
bright. Do you know the average SAT score for redheads as opposed to the rest of
mankind?”The question passed over Nortie as he laid his book aside and sat up. “So what’s the
bad news?” he asked. “Give us the bad news.”“The bad news is,” Jeff said, his grin widening
considerably, “I found out what a Stotan is.” He shook his head. “It isn’t pretty.”Nortie groaned
and sat back against the wall. “Oh, God,” he moaned. “What is it?”Jeff said, “You don’t want to
know. I will tell you this much. The term was coined somewhere after the middle of this very
century in Australia. Further knowledge can be obtained by interested parties through
clandestine arrangements for sexual favors with family members—preferably mothers and
sisters.” He did an exaggerated about-face and high-stepped out of the room.Nortie was up in an
instant, following him out, yelling, “Wait, Jeff! You can sleep with my sister.” It’s a good thing my
parents weren’t home.Jeff has an abscessed front tooth with a temporary hole drilled in the back
for drainage, and the substance that comes out would be more appropriate draining into the
alley behind Lion’s apartment than into someone’s mouth—even Jeff’s. It drains very slowly—it’s
been like that for months, with no end in sight according to his dentist—so he doesn’t have the
taste all the time, but when he wants to he can suck it out with his tongue, blow it on you and
flatten you out. I’ve always said if any of us could take Max and his black belt, it would be Jeff
and his magic tooth. Max would get one whiff and kick his own brains out trying to get out of his
misery.Nortie ran back into the room with a stunned expression and a tear in his eye.“Any luck?”
I asked.Nortie gasped. “He knows I don’t have a sister.” He wiped his eye. “Jeez, why does he do
that? He sucked his tooth.”CHAPTER 3November 14You have to hurt a little for Nortie. He’s a
classic case of what can happen to a guy who’s been beat up all his life. Eighteen years old and
his old man still punches him around.I’ve asked Nort why he doesn’t just kiss him off—tell him to
go to hell and stay with me for the rest of the year—but he shrugs and says his dad’s okay; he



just doesn’t know any other way to act. I tell him it’s time he learned some other way to act or to
hell with him, but Nortie dodges that.When we were sophomores, I went to their place for dinner
one Sunday afternoon just before Christmas. I think Nortie was uncomfortable having someone
come over because his dad can be so ornery and unpredictable, but he had eaten at my place
so many times he figured it was time to take a chance. Anyway, right before dinner, around three
in the afternoon, Nortie and I jumped in their family car to run over to the local 7–11 to get
whipped cream for the pie, and as we were pulling out of the parking lot, some guy slid around
the corner on the ice and slammed into our front fender. There was absolutely no way Nortie
could have prevented it—in fact, we were stopped when the guy hit us—but Nortie got real quiet,
sort of set his jaw, and after they exchanged insurance information, we drove home.CHAPTER
3November 14You have to hurt a little for Nortie. He’s a classic case of what can happen to a
guy who’s been beat up all his life. Eighteen years old and his old man still punches him
around.I’ve asked Nort why he doesn’t just kiss him off—tell him to go to hell and stay with me
for the rest of the year—but he shrugs and says his dad’s okay; he just doesn’t know any other
way to act. I tell him it’s time he learned some other way to act or to hell with him, but Nortie
dodges that.When we were sophomores, I went to their place for dinner one Sunday afternoon
just before Christmas. I think Nortie was uncomfortable having someone come over because his
dad can be so ornery and unpredictable, but he had eaten at my place so many times he figured
it was time to take a chance. Anyway, right before dinner, around three in the afternoon, Nortie
and I jumped in their family car to run over to the local 7–11 to get whipped cream for the pie,
and as we were pulling out of the parking lot, some guy slid around the corner on the ice and
slammed into our front fender. There was absolutely no way Nortie could have prevented it—in
fact, we were stopped when the guy hit us—but Nortie got real quiet, sort of set his jaw, and after
they exchanged insurance information, we drove home.
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B. Wilfong, ““I’m in a holding pattern in my rise to grace and integrity.”. In writing this review I am
trying to keep in mind that I am not its intended audience. If I were a teenage boy I would have
loved this book. As an adult man I think it is okay, if a little boring.“Stotan!” is a very dated text,
especially when it comes to some minor subplots, particularly one concerning a student teacher
dating a student (this could happen in 1985, when book was published) but is unfathomable,
and illegal now. There is also a plotline that involves students and the Aryan Nation which seems
like no big deal nowadays as that “threat” has long since diminished.However, the text has many
pluses, among them the fact that it’s male teenage characters (who are athletic and “manly”)
show their emotions, which is a good thing for teenage boys, the intended audience, to see
demonstrated. The story revolves around four friends who are swimmers on the high school
team, who face some challenges of life together. There are many nice lessons and ideas
presented in this novel. As an adult you see how weakly plotted it is, but a teenage reader would
quickly be caught up and learn some nice insights about living and human nature while reading
it. Pages 128 and 188 have some wonderful passages that any reader regardless of age would
benefit from and to see a young adult novel that does not pander to its audience is refreshing.All
in all “Stotan!” has a nice ending and an observant young reader will take some valuable lessons
from it.  That is more than can be said for many of the options out there.”

Unknown, “I laughed, I cried. Another excellent Crutcher book where his characters live through
experiences that are agonizing and enlightening. I was sobbing at the end.”

The Book Reader, “Inspiring great read. Very inspiring. Doesn’t steer away from the hard topics
in life. Easy read. I will read it again and again.”

KM, “Not a sports lover, but loved this book!. I read this because it's set in Spokane and I'm
doing a summer reading challenge where one of the items is to read a book set in your
hometown. I'm not a sports fan and frankly swimming competitions put me to sleep but this is a
great book. Written twenty years ago but it could have been written yesterday for the racial
issues that still exist in Spokane. Engaging, real characters... Great book!”

Janey Mack, “Four Stars. Great!”

Ebook Library Reader, “Powerful story. This story strongly impacted my 17 year old son. He
emphasized with the characters and felt their pain.”

Shakespeare Nerd, “Great Read!. One of my favorite Chris Crutcher books, Stotan! is a fun and
easy read about four friends on a swim team. I loved reading this book in high school and it's a
great book to recommend to high school boys and athletes.”



John Pazdan, “love this book!. one of my favorite books! I am a year round swimmer so I can
relate to everything in it! Crutcher is a great author.”

The book by Chris Crutcher has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 52 people have provided feedback.
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