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““The storytelling is fluid, yet carved and finely worked.”
—Steve Scherer, The Bloomsbury Review

“The corner of northern Montana tucked just under the Ca-
nadian border has never seemed more essential or exotic than
it does in David Long’s Blue Spruce.”

—Paja Faudree, Voice Literary Supplement

“Twelve precise, thoughtfully written and strangely seduc-
tive stories. They come alive at unexpected moments with a
sudden forcefulness. Long is a true craftsman who measures
that weight and its burden on the lives of ordinary people
who are looking for a way to survive.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“Montana writer David Long’s short stories are so under-
stated, so precise, so carefully and selectively observed that
they remind me of the stories of James Joyce.”

—Men’s Journal

“Long probes into the hearts and souls of his characters . . .
in a precise and energetic style, full of snapshot observations.
His language is lively and vivid.”

—Antioch Review

“David Long writes with enviable, evocative precision. The
stories in Blue Spruce are emotionally accurate, vivid, and a
pure pleasure to read.”

—William Kittredge

“David Long is able to chart entire lives on the space of a
short story. In a rich and exacting prose he doesn’t miss a
beat, a single detail that renders his characters perfectly clear
and utterly unforgettable.”

—Greg Sarris, author of Grand Avenue



“David Long is a terrific story writer. Blue Spruce has a fine
radiant sense of the important moments in life.”
—John Casey

“David Long is one of the finest writers of fiction I know.
His prose sounds the dark layers of the small-town Rocky
Mountain west and finds the sublime in the lives of the men
and women who are bound to place. Blue Spruce is a beautiful
collection, powerful and precise. The combined force of these
stories is unforgettable.”

—Mary Clearman Blew, author of Balsamroot

“Long’s careful observations of human action and deft por-
trayal of time and place have a leavening potentiality: Things
are not what they must be, but only precisely what they have
come to be as of the moment.”

—Katherine A. Powers, The Boston Globe

“David Long will restore your faith in the short story. This
volume consists of 12 simple, fully realized, beautifully writ-
ten tales. Long manages to capture the essence of a character
in a single sentence, sometimes just a phrase.”

—Booklist

“There’s nothing ambiguous about Long’s writing, which is
superb and accurate, even in the tiniest details. David Long
makes the mundane exotic with his richly textured prose and
his brutal observation of human beings."”

—The Montanan

“Mr. Long’s reach is wide, his talent superb.”
—The Dallas Morning News
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Down with the world behind the world.

—Peter Handke and Wim Wenders, Wings of Desire
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Quonset. She lugged her own roller skates
with her name, “Marly Wilcox,” ’Sténdlie& o

comb delving into her hair. She didn’t pa
didn’t grab her arms behind her back |
pumped at her sides, thin, efficient, her fingertip s tuc ed
gether like rosettes. The music crackled from tmy 1

Eva. None of the boys pulled at her clothes or whlyped er 7
into the rails. She gave off a signal, an aura: Hands Off, yau’lly '
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get no satisfaction from me. More likely, they just weren’t
interested.

Charlie Bitterman was there. Willowy, pale-skinned, with
his gauzy shirts, his flop of sandy hair. His eyes were the
color of cinnamon toast, his smile abrupt, a little toothy. It was
the summer he was going by “Chas.” He'd graduated from
high school in Sperry that June, and was going out East to
study engineering. He was the son of Ike Bitterman, the ar-
chitect. The Bittermans had sent an older boy to West Point, a
daughter to veterinary school in California, and now this last
one to Rensselaer. Afterward, he would come and join Tke’s
firm—the way Jamie Shirtliff and Evan St. Clair had come
home and breezed into their fathers’ law practices. “It’s the
pattern,” Marly’s mother, Jeanette, said. “Time-honored. Old
as the world.” Marly had been watching him, keeping tabs. He
was the most interesting thing going, she’'d decided. And she
wasn’t the only one. She’d caught Mlle. Picard, her French
teacher, languidly staring after Charles one winter after-
noon—a flush rose to Mlle. Picard’s temples, but she had
shrugged, smiled, shamelessly dragged Marly into the mo-
ment with her, so that it was Marly who turned away, em-
barrassed, found out.

All that year, until spring, Charles had gone out with Cyn-
thia Lumquist. They’d made a famous couple, no question
about it. Cynthia was a loopy, smart-alecky girl, flagrantly
blond, with a tantalizing gap between her front teeth. It was
a romance oblivious of social standing. Cynthia had no par-
ents, as far as anyone knew—she floated, skirted catastrophe,
lived with an aunt or an older sister, emerged at school from
an amazing array of vehicles. Her hair was platinum, silver-
white like a movie star’s.

Invisible amid the horseplay, the clattering trays, Marly
had watched the two of them dance to the record player in the



