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Monday, Monday, as the(yistful)song warns, can't trust that day The \oY W (I( '
" wedding invitation arrived on Monday, requesting my presence on ﬁ"’
W o/ Friday at Linden Hall, where Roderick was to be Jom d in holy _ 6“ \,o!;\
At atrimony with Madeline,on Saturday: 6X \
“_‘f\; Y‘e,ré\yfa\r;ﬂh\‘g” % X a"s uvéﬁ\l 9 J‘\‘CS %\ 5&0‘5‘9,{)09_ hor‘e ‘T’\mz. on\‘i &“’\D ‘\ ch \m L, \ E, i’ﬂ{‘ 5& d} Sr’ﬁf
%34—‘:#\% S0, Roderick was hot deadREvidencesto con rary, an o posted 5\&
fﬂfo% i post igh school class's website, be damned! Roderick, almost certamly
A -take auwny the ferviddmember of bands (marching, symphonic, concert, stage and U\JV" ,p‘f %““6

?clbm.seﬂ'}‘?‘f‘gs rock), orchestras (symphony and concert) and clubs (Concert Choir S;oﬁ
resene and Modern Music Masters) documented in the obit, must have been %‘Z
[ig[‘fq('\’.efﬁm)\’ the victim of a cruel joke. Or he was thenp‘rarnkster himself. My : nﬂfe’
on ¥rid®h  memory of him wouldnobsupport the latter suspicion, but people m\’r w\ef 0‘ E; 5
-‘ﬂpij:is t\”change And he could notbe getting married and dead at the same °‘ -
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Go’\‘c}»a-- Sowte even Cros GShb*H TNV&I_ L mmt ; t a ing Doy Yoy, W “cﬂ J \OUX 3
I mspected the envelope Yhe postmark looked legit, and ;nd|cated H,ﬂn(’l s,,ah’f ? €
Roderick, if he was indeed the sender, lived in the community where @“W‘&s or i
he and I were raised. Th‘e"thouvghethat“he-h - never=Ieft‘the~.womb\ 1y . OW‘:{Q;
xnoes
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in a quiet corner of our native southwestern Pennsylvania. Why get 5 0}} s

+the
a"‘fk{:ara > hitched there? The event's timing (inhospitable January) was-also- - @p T il
f;feﬁ e se suspect; as was a footnote on the invite anneuncing that the thvﬁ){d*;@- éd{jg
sv { hewlyweds ould spend thelr eymoon at the Hall, rather. than fly to\ JA Y
o | suny cimestger t‘%m bt ik e A ML
oe¥s ¢ or Ye most PC"Pé 5)*{5 ~Je %m"-% Such places o et %Wf'ohgd maybe sk Z’/c‘fob normqj v fS"'H“

am\p PN A storm was brewing. For old time's sake, I tuned my rental car's radio are, a ot
W\e\\ﬂ‘“" AM.station. The national weather service was dubbing the storm s g yaj st
resh oV v Madeline " a%odd coincidence) Treacherous road conditions between cﬁewm-hve., i
Sw@c«w\ Plttsburgh alrport and my destination treated me to near-death »as We,\l as !
yahw experiences as I struggled to unlock, th% ode of the driving dII‘ECtIOI’IS-% &
'BiHER Bdthic script on imitation unchional

Fpo OW2 0N the wedding invitation, printed in X Lmo

_ Aammg vellum. Outside my window, spindly branches waving precariously e ekl Tn

\‘b‘*lo from leafless trees cautioned me against approaching a dark tunnel. A—ﬁ “Fhis 14

i u)e,\fef) ridge over the frigid Youghiogheny River marked the point of N0 § imoye Hhan
\nowm J | Tgturn, The radio:s.recep B ﬂ spotty, voices fading in and out"ﬁ a litdle. |
Uﬂ/b‘“’*s& BER. Yailroad Tro Imost stammed me o ’S‘Iu!0+|m3 !
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Upon reaching the estate gates, I breathed a tentative sigh of relief.
J; con Jown. My mind was uneasy, but I was thankful to have my body in one.
. gw%nc:d wRieceaThe Hall, dominating a small hill, beckoned: four floors, 35
N - rooms, 27 fireplaces, 13 bathaandnpowder rooms (warres-grtsbreth!um
r% G‘b accompanied-the-invite) sealed injicicles. s nert a S resort [ really
et Hrert,
The shadow cast by the Hall directed my attention to the parking lot,

g whlch was filled with slush and ice instead of cars. Where were the
other guests? Where was Roderick's car? Madeline's? There were no -

tracks in the snow - no trace of a rented Rolls-Royceygither. Ominous |
~signs. I had RSVYP'd that I would not be bringing a g%refore my
hosts knew I would be alone. now? piek one. 2. ¢ %-rgg_y r;olf, o@:_n' %
. Good ‘nlece & Simple — ﬁ P
- ._The_air_ bltﬂljkej_sadtatwis‘e\‘_s needle stick. The-struggle to maintain

my balance on the slippery path leading up to the Hall distracted me
from becoming alarmed by precipitation building a 785-acre white
‘maze around me. . \

Not finding a soul at the front desk, I wandered the silent house in
:search of the happy couple. Roderick was in the Great Hall, alone.

"I knew you uld not_abandon. me Id. fr end " he said in greetm wJd Imge,
o e s T e ] Ak b U ¢ b V0 o
Despite the passing of time, he looked remarkably th same: dressed ¥ Gt
~ in black like a rocker - like a mortician - like a groom{ After to Roderick, )awl'
—Congratutating-me-formotkilling-myself-on-the-boeby-trapped-roads, befor I
~ he launched into a list of classmates who had pre-deceased us. The s %;n‘?

humber who had ewdently suffered great tormentshpractically defied wrther,

belief, but Rodernck was JeamEnt. So, changing the subject, I poppe laum,hed
- the question. 5‘”““’*’5" emals " into. ..
: Jovig witla
" . 21 (ﬂc‘/"ob "'th
How did you meet your betrothed o}@\" W Youttul encls

Wt
"She is my step sister. Our-divorced-parents met, fell in love, one thing
led to another There she is now."
then {with Halics )

As if on cue, a cacophon\;\ arose from the Hali's bowling alley.

"She plays a mean game of billiards too. And you will hear her tuckhmg
the ivories."

- Roderick strode to red floor-to-ceiling drapes and pulled a golden
- velvet cord W|th|n wnth solemn fanfare, revealing an Aeolian pipe
organ.
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"Hand-carved. No, not by me. Some pipes, eh? Together with a set on:
the th|rd floor, they generate a marvelous stereo effect.”

Smiling W|thhg¥‘;’beheaJmmteﬁsity at the musical edifice, Roderick ) j
proceeded to share the intimate detail that Madeline had selected the 0 S:O‘;u "
Hall's white-tiled basement as her boudoir. v Lo, Jeh Mo R
J:)DHQQ how aboat: even ‘ﬁ?r"’f ns WECW"‘ \?_ 3%3{ a‘“g;\ﬁiyﬁ ot
. "That soundscold, especialy-in-this-weather.” e ‘}ﬁw&\'\ﬂ”
—— !a+w"““’ or el

o ro ‘En"b&a Voh exp

. ll "Ji Wyss n !/]a,
Doesn'+ 7 Kinky... w \(’\, eéﬁe‘iﬂ"{/ e

ol

g"She brought a bear rug."

buaics,s N vThe world, tf@a v, is fliled W|th people who fove a clinical
Jou atmosphere "
e,l:mmcc{e_.

%r While I endeavored to resist pondering their fetish for an atmosphere m(ﬁ'c’
rug *usually encountered in mental institutions and morgues, Roderick ﬁ*f s
o fe—p/frce- moved to the Tiffany windows Even Tiffany could not beautify ‘the ?‘5 m;ﬁ* §
N Kinky? dreary, prospect. A bell jar of gr Y clouds smothered any spark of hlgh hm.{;
with . spirits :Z’mSM have, been feelirit Hm_ﬁvcxp!am Turther -~ Qn_ﬂmem&,/un{: cfﬁ'
W [1' ’
of/\\vm_“'f "Fancy a round?" said Roderick, nodding toward the golf cours;% uﬁrﬂ gfgm
shoveled away the snow myself. Brisk exercise placates the mind." hi;:‘;g;“ ;’?&
' L dwreery prospect
WWThe scale and scope of his exertions were plain to see. He had not - '\"f‘*'o oot
Wdedlcated himself exclusively to course maintenance. On closer COWNSE
%‘:’&‘ inspection, one could detect writing in the snow. On holes 10 and 11, buy ymust
eg “ the closest ones, drifts formed the words "COMPETITION" and be in
Q "PRODUCTIVITY" and "WAGES." Indeed he had constructed sardonic a,f‘g@"’
L2 parentheses around them. A helicopter or small plane would have been moved t@e
j\ﬁé—g needed to decipher the full text of his message ert large across the m\w o
p entire course. . ﬁ
A : '? rase,
“Is that a mining operation?" I asked, pointing to a ramshackle shack ‘\t" ﬁ“"’\‘;‘{

on the other side of the 10th fairway.

"No, it's a fishing hut,"” Roderick answered. "The lake is supposed to be
stocked, but its denizens aren't cooperating, s,o_,,l.tla"ve,‘to_sh.o t them.’
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"You carry a gun at your wedding?" !, T ~+hou m%ﬂ wass

fefere ho
LouUrse. S‘:‘a@f‘ _g:;,?j)‘! net mo’gsm-ﬁfeaﬁ%
"The Hall has a collection. It's in \Ehe Devil's Room. Follow me." )
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In our callow youth, Roderick had been a little crazy. Indeed, I ha% 44 S

liked him for wandering off the beaten path. '\’()ﬂ«/ r“"F
H’“c" 09 g;mcr
"Painful decisions were made in this roo ." said Roderick. b .,iﬁm Story
WL a§ Me, bm N
ore. iwp :i{'e mprcsswn—' Words ar
. We were in the DeV|I s Room, where the m n used to smoke in the old m,_,, emﬁ’ h
_ days. e devils partied on the wallpaper behind Roderick. J
' a\ed C)On"’t eﬁ%
"The world waited while steel industry executives and the union a 1’“’}01 oy
_negotiated on this very spot.” szm her
‘V‘
ardboard boxes towered over us like stacked coffins. '%q, rrator
e a
e
bracm Y "A the workers, " observed Roderick, sp|II|ngjg_egggEEnts of
Sd\,u,eﬂ one box onto an imposjng roll-top deskéz_..__/n—'—-/
V"Q’A\ ﬂe) Old copies of the McKeesport Daily News, Business Week, Steel Labor,
0} Wall Street Journal yellowed V|S|bly under his care-worn fingers.
' U9 Il Svien Datadoesntt sound Jikethis! Youtre surpriseds ” .
T d“fé‘c“:t"sn’rprtse*meyeuffwsage No, I wasn't my circle's most bookish {}{U
individual. But recently I had a revelat:on Or more accurately, GK&OVM} '
Madeline enabled me to have a revelation. Come ‘%‘MF Kettr OF
“Here, Roderick escorted me to a majesticfaluminuim) stand, where an
open, dog-eared tome greet%d me.
a 2 ne,wna‘ah
"A must-read," said he introducing me to And the wolf finally came:
The Decline of the American Steel Industry by John Hoerr. A hasty
check while Roderick's back was turned informed me that it was a gl
healthy (or unhealthy!) 689 pagesyand heavily annotated by the hand) j/ 4
that had penned my address on the envelope of the invitation. ,.,,c).e,\ltf(){‘iaéwouﬁ
| "Feel free to peruse during your stay," offered Roderick, before aw‘\h%r%i&re\'?@c
directing me away from the shrme "Or experiment with my toys " _Z?W aro\r‘,‘:f -
Q,\re,r\{‘\'\‘}\im?mﬁs

Expecting htm to puII a gun from one of the d|splay cases around us, I ""a" %r@ W
gasped - thentfasped again, .as Roderick turned on me with an electric |
guitar. &ra ritdicalous poge QWN"’;D

"You recall that I dug heavy metal?" he asked, pointing the guitar at

me.
)’ewk» ' CHE[

"Indubitably. Your garage bands weren tabetrt: easy listening."

bL),
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- .More "toys" placed a crushing burden on a nearby makeshift stage:

“polyphonic synthesizer, amplifiers - the works. Additional inexplicable

: devices resembled mstrurnents of torture, L

. ga :
- sounded_a. painfully discordant note. Was he issuing a warning, being g}cg V~ °“‘"f

rr(; j’ o j

As we left the Devil's Room Roderick plucked a guitar string, which ™ SV ot T80 .,<
ea o

playful, doing a sound check? w5 . Buaﬁ n
"Well, I should rest my aching bones before tomorrow’s appointment %" @@5%’ .
~with Destiny," said Roderick, shaking my hand with sudden vigor. Q.‘d\ %
"Sweet dreams." 0 gﬁ_ S\ gh )
| o s et
"Good night," I replied without conviction. \s‘%._ NENS ?mfrf’
N oﬂd{v' Q‘ \rs“\ L/‘ﬂ_,(f._

- Devil’'s Room, they were combining their talents. I did not f

by nightmarish noise. ALerrestrtaI

Q-’u

&
The response to his mV|tat|on according to Roderick, had been most Q“OLQ‘\\‘RNQ
gratifying. My fellow guests, he had assured me, were present but _
withdrawn, restlng in advance of the festivities. In reality, the place R Yy
had the appearance of having been commandeered for his purposes. -
The help was nowhere to be found. Given the fact that his head was

bedroom to me, so I set up a cot in the Greenhouse Room. The .
abundance of light and proximity to exits leading directly outdoors:
suited me. 1 cursed myself for forgetting to ask Roderick about his . i '
obit. With a vow on my lips to do SO in the morning, I closed my- eyesﬂ\ ;(ofrlf‘“‘ o
s o) do o nsetéw’ﬂ'g Does i ve \of::\ \\a\“
In the dead of the night, my arcadian\slumber was rudely interrupted - 6o
agggm:p_go_ﬁ] oltusk would have been
smart enough to determine the source: Madeline was playing the
organ in the Great Hail, Roderick was playing an electrlc QU{tar in the
atter
myself with the thought that they were serenading me. No, it was a
personal statement, a love song. The walls separatmg them were as
nothmg

$ ‘}J\ “\elsewhere, it came as no surprise that Roderick had failed to assign a
) /

f'

wh?

) The show opened with raw feedback, which evoked’for me - as it
.. would for anyone w_Up in_the vicinity of steelmaking - iron ore,

coke, and lime being dumped into a blast furnace and coming to a
3,000 °F boil. T prayed the musicians were wearing asbestos suits. The
next sequence was akin to the tapping of a furnace guiding molten
iron into a railroad car. This astonished listener expected the Hall to
crumble in the din. But there was no time for crying over spilt iron
because a riff like the screech or whine of a locomotive transporting
molten metal to the steel shop, where the payload is poured into
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Nawe, to ! assawlt’ \(ou,r Sensibels -H(/s Luo’t‘/) this C")lcﬂ) .
we&-‘r‘a:n,olour %wr-e,kg, Dou,ble:«w —{h,g,wra,"or

< ﬁf‘ ?‘h concert goc_r c 9/10\:\! A B bm/ Lt ei Euﬁ%

sricald o

L"D”P"J"“"H l%‘?ﬁ%%ﬂ%r@ar;;ﬁuan Ynace) aWWears T colild picturé SF‘ : h m‘
* 4ek o oxygen-furnace-operators adding scrap steel and fluxes, roIImg the 4

mixture around for about 45 minutes at 2,800 °F and pouring the é+ gerner.

n g
QQ&L}{N‘«IMQ, contents into a ladle dangling from a crane hook. With not im$

inconsiderable alarm, my brain registered a monstrous crane's Yhe nqrm oF
movement, sirens screaming, across a wide expanse of shop floor andg’ Varm w{"fi‘ ry
its discharge of steel into a continuous caster, a channel hundreds of C@n-{?[
feet long and shaped like a child's sliding board. Somehow Roderick's
%;a i guitar communicated the creep down the channel of hardening stee ‘52_5"1:(-;? 2
%ﬂ ,jwe. before it emerges as a slab, bar or bloom. o wthls, o, Pa ﬁs’;l@nc;.“r MD
Eﬁ&'g of ornop Ba)ly “The ferm T gleat, it n/ta han

C vsho
60s, 70s and early 80s rock, I recalled young Roderick's quasi-religiou discovefd

obsession with Pittsburgh's Civic Arena, Three Rivers Stadium.and (ot .m‘“"@’
ﬂb Q’ﬂ\“ “ Stanley Theater, where he absorbed Blue Oyster Cult, The. Kmklb and b wag 'i'mns{?md
The Grateful Dead - not hockey, football or-Phantom of the Opera u} _?'[i &«:23 '
\\? %5{’4!1"1 an’l\ MQJ@JM.C,I; runS,@\faﬂs Obpdl"f'al‘{ F):)‘; A /f’ ‘{Thﬁugla UJ?'{’:Z:OQJ;"
ike everybody else nowadays, the boisterous pair must Have ? he usicalsm-
) cameras rolling in order to preserve themselves for posterity. Unt;!v‘alf-‘i*s l/mcb
\)u“‘;)gﬁ’ \thelr wedding video is released, the world shall have to trust my -‘W outd Keep K.
account of their activities behind closed doors. Insofar as my facultle %\'ﬂ“‘[ Ee,s—t

X could be persuaded to grasp their omposmg I bo;e itness to of
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é‘eﬁcﬂ‘}‘:w‘d@“ ¢ Truly, Madeline and Roderick were punishing Linden Hall, trading so os 0 ~t
(ﬂ(f(ﬁ:& ﬂ@w‘ that compromised its very future. While they covered the spectrum of "{’g}fr\,e, on“""
| AN S

X oo RSN eyboard ryhbeitk °'E lﬂ RPekthe Tadle plug that allows ‘c.om [
QM, \&x (¢ Y ISTEEl to flow into ingot ols Peri dﬁ: of sal nce s;ood for theur P ‘f qs
" W o 3{0\ {e. mrc,rlr

¢ subsequent cooling. Later chofds took e e Where molds are R k%,,w ‘"ﬁl_e,
N O ot ’a‘vw—f—*ﬂ/\ﬁ/ gt s
ok T8 [stripped awgy Sﬁgots are deposited in soaking pits (sunken V}ﬁz e !
S{ X5 furnaces eqiipg ith gas or oil burners where steel is re 9 ole Jiclener
2,000-2,450 °F to soften it for rolling), With a plangent snap, Rodrick's with "?Um;
rowing off scalding chips as-it move L@n‘ﬁfﬁ"gm‘ﬁ“
anto the jaws of a p |II Manipulating levers on the body of hi ,95 65&, m-hmcm
instrument, dancm% ot pedals, he ran a hand up and down th ]1“ ‘
guitar's neck, compressing notes, -elongating them, shearing them off °
at the end. The bride had her own panoply of reflnements reheatingg) $ ‘

rolling, piercing, extrudlng, weldin
%ﬂ%
Without an intermission, the jam session went on and on, as if the duo 'CLPD

were striving for perfection, sweating like working stiffs until they 0\ s
injured themselves or their constitutions gave out. Their equipment T s musicdl
x Tan #Eb0 must have reached the point of overheating. This was Roderick . -
Vet Mand Madeline's idea of married bliss, achieved without the aid of &.
ot Wy & w 3 g & AN
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/ marijuana or Jack Daniels, unless they had been smuggled into the
“Hall without my knowledge.

My knocks on the doors of their respective studios elicited no
responses: They had locked themselves inside. If and when they
“emerged, they might explain themselves. Though untrained as a critic,
T supposed they were performing a requiem for steelworkers, miners
-, and their families. Yet it was difficult to hypothesize while inside the

\I)lf“)f maelstrom..I fled the Hall's confines.
ﬂon"( The deceptively placid surfaces of the fishing lake and golf course hid
W‘d " the fact that Linden Hall and its environs were threatened by land
\ :j subsidence. Decades of bituminous coal mining had destabilized the

very foundation of the Hall's foundations. Nevertheless, despite being
nearly perished by the chilly weather, I was mesmerized by the aural
spectacle. Roderick's "fishing hut," perched as it was on slowly
cracking ice, was no place to seek refuge, so from the 11th green I
watched the old house defend itself against Roderick and Madeline's
powerful blasts. Their security deposit would not cover the
repercussions. Would the building, whose reflection trembled across
the lake, succumb? Leaning for support on the hole's flagstick, whose
flag resembled a frozen face, I waited, a teeth-chattering shell of _
myself; for Linden Hall to sink ignominiously into a subterranean arm
of the lake, where theywedding party would sleep with the catfish and

trout alleged to prowl the |t|iess depths.
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