Studs
Chapter 23

The familiar sounds of wood screaming as it was being severed in two with a Skil saw woke me. Gawd, I missed the peace and quiet of the farm where I was gently serenaded awake by my Bantam roosters. 

My constant bitching about the lack of framers that Roger had promised me for this job must have been preying on the consciences of Pete and Dave because they were getting to the jobsite and actually starting work before lunchtime. Today they snuck onto the jobsite and were busy before I’d even fallen out of bed. Their extra effort gained some much needed progress, but a lot more needed to be gained. 

It helped that they had worked later yesterday, too, before charging off to join the others in the giant parking lot known as the evening commute on I-5. If it was guilt from listening to me whine about Roger’s broken promise that was causing them to increase their work hours, I was all for it. Whatever it took – whining, threats, pleading, begging, badgering, nagging, bribes – I’d do it to get the job done. 

The timing was going to be close for them getting the work done when I needed it to be done. If the framing portion of the job was held up then everything else had to be rescheduled. Most of my subs were busy and if I tried to reschedule them now, there was every possibility they’d not be able to slide into new slots in my snazzy Timeline Chart for a long time. This, in turn, would mean that the subs and suppliers following them would also have their schedules fall apart and would no doubt reschedule at a much, much later date. I wanted to avoid that mess with all my heart. 

I reached into what I hoped was my bag of clean clothes and found some jeans and a Tshirt. I pulled them on, figuring I had a 50/50 chance they were from the clean bag. If not, maybe I’d be lucky and get some that didn’t have food dribbles on them. Quickly I performed my ablutions in the only bathroom I’d ever seen that allowed one to multitask in such a unique manner. A glance in the mirror at my face and hair told me I was probably not going to scare anybody too terribly much on the job site today. “Good enough,” I said aloud to my reflection, before throwing open Ol’ Blue’s door and stumbling on over to the building site.

“Hey, Pete. Repeat,” I yelled my greeting so as to be heard over the hammering and sawing noises. I’d discovered Dave’s nickname yesterday and I rather liked it. The nickname suited him well since all he ever did was repeat what someone else said to him. Ask him a question and he’d repeat it before answering, as if he was in a spelling bee in grade school or something. Tell him something and he’d repeat it back to you, sometimes being clever enough to actually change a word or two so it sounded almost original. 

All construction sounds quit as my two framers turned to look at me. “Hey, Katlin. What gets you up so early in the morning?” Pete teased.

“I’ve been up for hours, waiting for you to slackers to show up,” I retorted.

“Musta been real dark when you got up and got dressed,” Pete said, trying to keep from laughing.

I looked down at my attire and discovered my Tshirt was not only on inside out, but backwards.  “Yes. Well, I had to get dressed all by myself this morning.”

That was all it took for the two of them to fall all over themselves hoo-hawing. Some people are sure easily amused, I thought to myself. “When you’re done having your little fun time, maybe we could talk about your higher purpose in life? Like getting some framing done on this building?”

“Sorry, Katlin,” said Pete.

“Yeah, sorry, Katlin,” echoed Repeat.

“Forget it. I’m just getting a little tense here because we’ve got trusses coming tomorrow first thing and you still have a lot of work to do to be ready for them.”

“We’ll have the front wall done by noon and after that all we have to do is square the building, brace it, and we’ll be set,” Pete informed me.

“Yeah, we’ll easily finish the front wall and have it all ready for trusses by the end of work today,” Repeat paraphrased Pete. 

“Let me know as soon as you’re done with framing up this last wall. I’ll help you mark on the top plate where the doubler trusses go for the HVAC and chicken broaster vent,” I said.

“Will do,” came from Pete, echoed almost instantly by Repeat.

“I have to leave for a meeting now, but I’ll be back in a little bit.” I sorta lied. Well, I did have a very important meeting with an Oasis cookie or three and at least a half gallon of coffee.

Pete and Repeat continued to stand in place, as if they were waiting for something. After a few beats, I brushed my hands toward them and said quietly, “Shoo.” They jerked as if they’d just woken up. They turned back to their tools and went back to work. Being a self-propelled person, I find it strange that there are people who need to be told what to do and when to do it.

I could hear my cookie and coffee calling me. I trotted back to Ol’ Blue, grabbed my purse, jumped in my truck, and drove as fast as I could without attracting the attention of either one of Stanville’s finest cops. 

“Hey, Cherie. Got any cookies left?” I greeted my favorite cookie chef.

“Well, hush my puppies. What are you doin’ here so early this morning?” she asked.

“It’s only because you’re the world’s greatest cookie cooker that I won’t take umbrage at that aspersion on my character. What’s the special?” I asked. 

“How does a person learn to talk funny like you do? Oh well. The Oasis Special O' the Day is Harvest Gold. It’s my new pumpkin cookie with tiny pieces of candied ginger in it, slathered with sour cream frosting, and topped with a giant chocolate chip.”

“Did I die and go to heaven? I’ll take three of them. And three ginormous coffees, high octane of course.”

One of the Harvest Gold cookies disappeared before I even got in my truck. The other lasted all the way back to the jobsite. I was saving the last one for my mid-morning break from the dreaded paperwork. Until the framing was done, there was little else for me to do.

Actually, as I was catching up on my daily journal, I discovered that I was beginning to enjoy the process of writing. Instead of brief notations of who showed up on the job site, their purpose, and what they did while there, I found my writing becoming very descriptive. My daily journal was beginning to read more like a novel than a business form. 

The morning flew by. It was only when I stopped to shake the writer’s cramps out of my fingers that I realized it was very quiet on the job site. This was not a good sign. 

Two jumps and I was out of Ol’ Blue and running toward the building site. I blasted through the doorway expecting to find my two framers gone. Instead they were sitting on sawhorses, staring at me with their eyes all huge and googley. They each held a sandwich in a hand that had stopped in midair on way to a mouth, which was hanging wide open.

“Oh. Hi, guys. Just checking to see if everything’s all right,” I managed to blurt out.

“Yeah, we’re fine. Just takin’ a lunch break, if that’s alright with you,” Pete said after he took a few beats to gather his wits.

“Okay. You’re doing a good job. I’ll leave you to your lunch. Let me know when you’re ready for me to help you mark the top plate,” I said, backing out of the building.

Lunch. It was lunchtime already. I’d been having so much fun writing in my journal that I’d lost all track of time. Since my fingers were all crampy from writing, I figured it was best if I let the pros at The Daisy fix my lunch. In my condition, any cooking on my part could be disastrous. Actually, any cooking on my part always had a good chance of being disastrous.

Since my jeans seemed to be shrinking in the wash lately, I decided a salad was a good choice. Probably walking to The Daisy was a good idea, too, but I didn’t want to stress my body with too much healthy stuff all at once. 

After finding a parking space only one block from The Daisy, I walked all the way, not even breaking into a sweat by the time I reached the open door. I spotted a seat at the counter and squeezed by all the tourists waiting in line, ignoring their dirty looks. 

“What’ll ya have, honey?” asked one of my favorite waitresses. I once saw her carry eight platters heaped with food from the kitchen to the back of the dining room without spilling one drop of anything while dodging knee-high children that were running around like marbles in an arcade game. Me, I would have dropped a couple of the plates of food down somebody’s back and tripped over a kid or two, kicking them (accidently of course) and sending them howling back to their mommy. 

“The Chef’s Salad, please,” I replied.

“Will that be the half plate or the full plate?” she asked. 

“Full, please. I’ve been working real hard on the jobsite today,” I justified unnecessarily to her. 

“Uh huh.” It’s amazing how some people can throw so much meaning into a couple of sounds. She knew, I was sure of it by the tone of her uh huh, that all I did was sit at my dinette/desk and write all morning as I munched on cookies and glugged coffee from The Oasis.

“And a cup of your high octane coffee.”

“You got it, doll,” and she whisked away to stuff the slip of paper with my order on it on the little whirligig, turning it so the cook could see it. 

Within nanoseconds a platter appeared in front of me, piled so high with veggies, several kinds of meat, white cheese, yellow cheese, and white and yellow cheese that I could only see the waitress’ forehead. “Enjoy, darlin’,” she said, her voice a little muffled by the mountain of food between us.

If this was dieting, I was all for it.

Somehow I didn’t feel much thinner as I waddled out of The Daisy toward my truck. Maybe it was all the water in the lettuce. Yeah, that was probably it.

I was gratified to see Pete and Repeat back at work when I drove up along side Ol’ Blue and parked my truck. They’d made good progress and I was feeling hopeful that we’d be ready for trusses tomorrow. I sauntered over to the building to take a closer look. Well, okay. Maybe waddled is a more accurate description.

“Hey, you guys ready for me to mark the top plate for the doubler trusses yet?” I yelled at them.

Without stopping, Pete yelled back, “Whenever you are.”

Grabbing the set of plans, I turned toward them and we climbed up the ladder to walk the top plate and mark it for these special trusses. 

This is the thing I hate about setting trusses – walking the top plate. It was like being a tightrope walker except there was a couple more inches of width underfoot. Also it was solid wood, not bouncing, wiggly wire. But hanging on to one end of a heavy, bulky truss that’s flexing back and forth while walking high up in the air on a 2 x 6 with someone on the opposite wall doing the same thing can be real scary. And no real framer would be caught dead sitting on the top plate, straddling the wall like it was a horse and scooching along. Nope. Better by far to fall off the wall and be mangled or killed dead, your ego intact, than to be safe. 

“You okay there, Katlin?” asked Pete.

“Yeah, you look a little peaked,” said Repeat.

“I’m fine. Just fine. Let’s do this and get it over with. I have more work to do,” I said, trying not to stutter in fear.

It only took a few minutes and we were all climbing back down to the safety of Mother Earth. 

“You guys good to go now?” I asked. I could almost feel the blood coming back into my face as I breathed more freely. “Remember that trusses are being delivered at 7am. That’s in the morning. Tomorrow.”

“Yep. We’ll be here before they’re delivered. And if we need you the rest of the day, we know where to find you,” said Pete.

“Yeah, we can always find you in that rusted-out old camper,” echoed Repeat.

“Do not talk badly about Ol’ Blue. He may be old but he’s still got a lot of years left of good service in him.” Did I really say that? Did this mean I was starting to like and appreciate Ol’ Blue. Cripes. This job was beginning to make me think in strange ways.

I strolled back to Ol’ Blue, settled myself into the dinette/desk and lost myself once again in the daily journal. Before I knew it the jobsite had gotten quiet again. When I peeked out the teensy window over the sinkette I saw Pete and Repeat driving off into the sunset. They had worked almost until dark. These were two good guys and I hoped that Roger appreciated them. I suspected he didn’t.
