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lately come down with it. Between that and accidents that could happen
while you were reaching for your hat...
Hugh had to say, "You do wornder if there are pockets of that kind

of luck, yes."

ﬁ—_____-—

"Incredible, really though, Owen, how your Roosevelt can put a
iece
Corps of Engineers bit here and a WPAl1 there and a pack of contractors
in around the edges, and it's all supposed to stand in one stack,"

"Whatever works, I guess he figures." Owen started going through

a sandwich as if he was famished, He even hurries his digestive process,

provided
Darius was convinced. "You take that prunehead Hoover," Owen\po—pae—kdtn(

between rapid munches, "his notion of things was, 'Don't just do something,
stand there.'

Owen was never on hand for long at the boatyard these noons, but
the two of them crammed in a remarkable amount of the world's doings.

Germanye.

There was plenty to go around. Spain. Ettﬁopm/ﬁsual it was not
clear what was going on in Russia, the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics
rather, but Darius had edgily agreed with Owen that Stalin seemed to be

knocking people around a bit muche Occasionally they even brought the
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discussion down to Fort Peck.

As now, when Medwick

aJ strutted
)ea:n/

by them with a curt greeting. Belly on him 1ike a burglar's sack, ran

Darius's thought, but he phrased it down to:

"There's a man with 'boss! written all over him, in his own hand,"
"Yeah," Owen agreed, "there are times when I'd like to bring the
full force and effect of a<2-by-h>down on Cece, But he does come throwgh

with my pontoons and pump boats, eventually."

"On the Clyde," Darius mused, "we'd have had a standing committee
on Medwick,"

Owen had finished off his food and was tanking up on black coffee.
He blew lightly onto his thermos cup of it for a moment before saying:

"Tell me something, Darius. How come you chose here instead of

Dnieperstroy
someplace like, oh, say,‘kﬁm&uﬁ

- ” The rivers faced each other from opposite pages of the world. The

\$
o Missouri longer and arching and more sinuous, the Dnieper blunter and

right-angled and to the point. Two hundred Ukraine miles above the

/ Dnieper's discharge >
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Dnieperstroy
\ into the Black Sea, thew took the river in through teeth
7%

of sectioned concrete, the greatest power feed that had ever been achieved.

Each river no longer a moving road, but something more like a giant hose,

the Dnieper through its dynamo?é/a.nd the Missowri through its diversion
Dnieperstroy's
1

tunnels were to hum out the bragging rights of each govermment,

peasant thousands of workers were meant to amnounce Communism's capability,

|
the Soviet achievement:(We have abolished Sunday.) The Fort Peck project @

was using the Missouri as its writ of ever-contriving America:(We deal

with tomorrow as it comes.>

Darius gave Owen the swiftest of looks, then tried to Joke past

the question. "But Owen, my man, I don't kmow how to speak v, word of

Dnieperstroyski
meﬁ."

But from what I savvy about the Clydeside, uncle of mine s You've

" : He
probably talked some leftski of some kind, \Xnen/told Darius as much

with simply his return gaze, ‘ —

Darius studied him back, then reached for his thermos bottle and

took his time about pouring a cupful of moderately-toned tea. "Along

the Clyde,‘ovmﬁgitical wrangle was simply everyday conversation,"
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"Any particular brand?"
"Basic as springwater, is all," Parius lilted. "A lad of parts,

such as'yourself here, must know that there are mountains of reading

on this all the way up to Marx--"
"Marx? The man's dead, Darius--what does he know about anything
-~
any more?"
-

"ewand I've done a fair bit of that reading, you can bet your
Sunday britches, Owen, my man," Owen had noticed Darius's tendency to
grow more fancy before coming to the point. "But me, now, I know it most
by gut," he was arriving at, "That the working class has slways been
hounded by the owning class, There does seem to me a clear bit of
adjustment available there. That if they were one and the same, there'd

be nobody to do the hounding,"

As with everything else he had ever read, Owen's college course on

}{]itical /gconany had sopped in and stayed; even before Darius was done,

o . L
\Ig)‘e' e/had o ~an—-— fm'th'.ls particular pie<in thezky. J

"Syndicalism," he murmured, "That what you're about, for crying
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out loud? Sorel and his general strike, that's just going to topple

everything neatly into your--excuse me all to hell, the workingjclass's--

1ap? The Wobblies were for that, in this country, and all it got them

were some good songs and lots of jail sentences."
" tNeatly,' now, I don't think that necessarily applies to--"

"Jesus H,, Darius, that syndicat setup of worker-z:;unitteel;,s and

1ike
wormrz;mitteeaz;t, wouldn't it be‘xmv—dtéjméying to build

a locomotive on a bicycle frame?"

Darjus blinlcad»,y /4:3 in an instant of instinct, decided what he
had better confine himself to in this scrimmage with Owene.

"I've been in more strikes than you've had hot breakfasts," he
confessed rusfully., "But again, Owen, what's a man to do? Strikes were
the way of it on the Clyde, they're how we brought up wages and conditions."

"Sorel's big idea, as I remember it, was more about bringing down

govermments than bringing up wages."

"What can you expect of a Frenchman, they never think small. Now,

female
a Fab:’Lana\F::;u/aintance I once had--" >
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"Let's whoa; on the theory stuff," Owen decreed, "right about here.
I don't have time to go through all the spectrums of Red with you." He
hesitatedes "For that matter, I don't think I even want to know some
of what you maybe believe. But what you better keep in mind is that

He
you aren't back there in the Soviet of the Clyde now." \X-m(did not
bother to indicate‘noeaé—j; gray dromedary hills in the direction
of the spillway, the high silent bluffs overtopping the river valley,
the six-square-mile scatter of the dam workforce at their separate projects
like tribal encampments.

"Peckerstroy I don't think is in the cards here, Darius. Detroit,
the waterfronts out on the Coast," Owen named off for him, "Butte, evens
IfAst.rik; are your game, that's more the territorye But not heres
Hell, people here are flat-out grateful just to have a jobe"

"As sm I," Darius gave him a quick keen smile. M"Owen, about
my being here. Maybe it's an interlude., Maybe it 'll prove to be an
entirely new tuns, But I can't not care about what I've worked for.

I think T'd do away with myself, before that."

"Strong talk," Owen remarked., "You take your politics awful damn
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seriously."
"The running of the world, I take seriously, yes. I've never seen
why it has to be left to the big bugs. Even this interesting Roosevelt
of yours--all this work here, the wages, the whacking great dam itself,
Q&J
jt's all rather something he and his crowd are doling out, isn't ity

"Darius," Owen told him stonily, "I'm only a medium bug, oksy?

Some guys give me orders, and I give orders to odher guys, and I don't
know how the hell else to make anything worke I'm in this because the
‘ Fort Peck Dam is going to be built, and that's what I do, figure out

/ ways to build, Sermons are never going to help me at thate"

o

»ﬁ)%%fﬁg g;@@?‘ thond=’§§;ained.
"You keep that up, dear, it's coming," the nurse said.
The watermelon bulge of herself and the baby rose before her in

the hospita.l‘sheats. Along with agonized and exhausted, she was madder
than hell about how long it takes to put things together, All her life
she had seen things be born, kittens by the carload, pups every time

you turned around, lambs sliding out in a wet slink and the more difficult

calves and colts, and it had not once occurred to her how the puzzling
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act of delivery would be with her. Too casual about it to take that

"twilight sleep" dope they'd offered her, but how about some kind of

midnight anesthesia to put her out cold right now? Didn't matter, didn't

MAT-ter, she raged, too late UHH now, it was occurring all at once now,

like pain of a lifetime's ailments concentrated between her thighs,

She hung orxg the bed rails and convulsed the lower half of her body,

feeling as if she was taking the biggest grunt of her life and it was not

enough, not yet...
She closed her eyes so hard that the corners of her eyelids hurt,
so she let them shoot open, staring at the hospital room ceiling,

beaverboard, why do the idiots call it that, it's not made of beavers...

The doctorly advice that she ought to concentrate made her peeved
on top of angry: as if a person could think of anything else but this,

this delivering, unloading... Giving birth—}hy—mwmlnb-f&__—"

e s . o it i S

(i_f she could just give, she would--it had to be grunted out, it had to beees

"Here comes the head. Here we go, nurse.," We? If we were having

thisAwhy was she getting all the grief? "I have it, nurse, I have him,"
2

Doctor's voice, cheerful as cherry pie. "Mrs. Duff, you have a son here,"

Kate panted, swallowed, shuddered. They repeated to her that she

was a mother now.

4

The Duffs piled into the hospital room the next noone Beat up
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from the hard birth as she was,\ﬁoddn her pile of pillows gave

them a big pale grin. For his part, Bruce looked like parenthood was
a tune he had casually written by himself, Everybody crowded around
{

the bed to gauge the red-faced bundle in the crook ofﬁ’.ﬁ arm,
and they unanimously declared him the best ever,

"What do you think we named him?" Bruce asked. "Giwe you seven
guesses,"

Donald, Meg hagarded.

oAs.

Pasquale, and Squally for short, Hugh joked, making mad at*

weeks
him for to coms,

Junior, Owen thought for sure, and was genuinely taken aback when
Bruce smirksd and shook his head huhéuh.

Probably something like Robert, Roderick, or Ronald, said Charlene

as if that was the way it ought to bes
Merritt, offered Rosellen.
Brewster, Neil came up with.
Tim, Darius surprised everyome with.

The parental couple shyly grinned back and forth over the baby,
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as if giving each other the christening privilege. It was iehvad&/who
revealed:
"Jack., He's Jack, aremn't you, hon."

"As in crackerjack," Bruce could not resist adding,

+#

In bed, Darius reported:

"All of a damned sudden, I'm a great-uncle,"

Proxy reached down on him and fondled. "I'd have said a little
above average, maybe,"

“"Madness, though." In the darkness of the houseboat she could just
see the profile of his face, upturned as if the ceiling and beyond was

being read frome "Bringing a child into this world, what with all the

fixing the dammable place needs,"
Proxy didn't say anything, and her hand did not stay there long.

e ——

The mother and child both were fine, fine, the newest father at
- A
Fort Peck learned to recite to the diving-barge crew and cozgkers

at the Rondola and any other interested parties, the doctor merely
wanted her %o rest up a few more days before letting her come homs,

Her '
Mbsence, though, left Bruce ummoored, drifty in both mind
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and the rest of him., The house seemed to him dead as a tomb. The thick
silence of noon followed him into the ld.tchex;)\where he halted and tried
to get his bearings for this lunch hour. He crossed to the breadbox,
opened it, snapped it closed again without taking out so much as a crust,

He was hungry in a different way than food could satisfy,

Tense with that feeling of not quite knowing himself, he went

and stripped the sheets from the bed, bundled into them the dirty clothes
Koo

had told him not to worry about because Rosellen had offered to
do them with hers on Saturday, and plunged out the back door and across

into the Hills' yard. Best route against anyone seeing him, there between

Nan's lines of laundry. Schoonsr sails of sheets and pennants of undies

danced whitely on the wind as he passed. His heart going 1like a piston,
he rapped on the Hills' back door.

Nan opened, surprise turning swiftly into her tidy smils. "I
urderstand you're a proud father."

Neither of those fit how he felt at that moment, but he managed
a grin, "Yeah, so they keep telling me."

C‘/
"Here, those can go in the basket there," Nan Wateered
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Bruce's armload of bedding and such into an empty wicker clothes basket.,

She did not have the heart to tell him she had offered to gods to do

it already was taken care of
this wash and been told thanks a million anyway.

d back,

' oughta
%m awfully far. I mm'tMtta, the damned lines

/1

of a song were going in his head like a radio that wouldn't shut off,

but I really gotta gotta... Trying to sound like a natural neighbor,

he asked:
"How's J.L. getting along?"

the hospital
"Better. They want to keep him in to watch hix/néa. few more

kept
days yet." Nan)gv—hoqb/her smile, but was poised in a way suggesting
she had a Himalaya of laundry to get to.

"Quite a thing, isn't it," Bruce said as if amazed by the sudden

thought of it. "Each of us on our own Iike this.u
Nan Hill did not blush, did not look away in any melting maiden

style, did not even entirely drop her smile,

"Speaking of that," she said, "I'd better get on with my day so

you can get on with yours." She added in a tone that brought red to



387

his ears: "I know I'm keeping you from your lunch."

#______..._

As if it was a given, Darius went over and sat with Proxy at a
relatively quiet table along the far wall of the Blue Eagle whenever she

took a break from dancing and other activities, these nights, Along with

8 carried
er, this Friday night he it what

he had just heard frem Jaifdala.

) - "Plimpton's out."

"What's that mean, 'out'?"

"Been expelled. From the Party. He claims he quit, but..."

"him,
\ﬁcu/l 'm not in this for these damnable arguments over your Trotsky

and your thisky and your thatky. All I want, all I've ever wanted, is

a full say for the workers,"

"How you get to that, without sl1 this other, I just can't help you

with." J#la's baggy face looked bleak, but then it generally didg

mj{eyed Darius as if testing 2 board on a bridges "Both of
} us‘ve heard the choir break up before. I figure I'll go over there

tomorrow like usual and see how things stamd,"
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of course, that made sound sense, he'd accompany him. So tomorrow there
would be the nearly half-day journey to Plentywood again, hour: -

Tim §
after hour of?eu/%‘r\"la's wearying old-maidish driving across the
dun geography. Damn the geography, geography was the blubber of America,
great fat spaces between the human clusters. Darius almost felt nostalgia
for Great Britain's vertical class system, kick it in the shins at the
Clydeside and draw an immediate yelp in the House of Lords, whereas here

everything went berding away out of sight over ridge after-- ond J.S-b

#"Think the rain'll hurt the rhubarb?"
Proxy's tone practically crackled in Darius's ears.
"Sorry., I was a bit drifty there." Realizing he had better put

away politics for the night, Darius made eye contsct across the table

to her. Encountering cool weather there, he sent his gaze on south

nearly
toward what looked like the warmer clime of herlsheer blouse. He cleared

his throat. "Proxy, love, any chance you can make an early evening of

it tonight? Tomorrow--"

"ea'T canma manage to be aroond,'" she flourished the mockery before

those words could troop out of him. "Naturally, you can't. Which is
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real too bad, because I had a Saturday night doozy I wanted to tell you."
"I hope it'll save?"
"I don't know that it will. See, it's one of those you just can't
stop yourself from thinking about. Mystery, kind of. There's this bird
who shows up, pretty much out of nowhers, He manages to get on at the

dam, does his job, doesn't call any attention to himself. Sugar probably

everything
doesn't even melt in his tea, he goes abow. Then along with

that, he finds somebody enough of & stupe to take him home with her.,

Snuggles right in with her, night after night after night after night,

except every other Saturdaye Poof, he's gone, every other Saturdaye

Funny, isn't it, for a guy who likes a helping or two of nookie all

those other nights., Doesn't come around, ever, those every other Saturdays."

Proxy addressed the night at large. "Where do he go, and what do he do?"

"Proxy, I've told you. An extra shift--*

"Extra shift, your earhole, I've asked around. Nosiree, no sign

boatyard
of Darius Duff on thw those Saturday nights. What somebody

did see, though, was Darius Dyff toodling down the road with that sad sack

who vooks at the barracks. I suppose the two of you go off on baloney
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picnics together?"

"It--has to do with political things,"

Sfans ety shal

"People like Tom Harry veryt does." Proxy had on her
iceglck expressiones "This big dam out in the middle of where there's
never been nobody but gophers, Tom says is a political thing. Whoopedy-do
for political things, then. TYou trotting off with a beanburner every
couple of weeks, though, that doesn't sound 1like political generally does,"

Darius was looking more umnstrung with every minute, This was a
front he hadn't ax?ectod to have to defend himself on. Even to himself
hé sounded wmded and lame: "I can't really tell you, Proxy. It's,
@on't ﬁu see, it has nothing whatsoever to do with the pair of us,

and so I need to ask you to not--" he broke off raggedly and grimaced
upward. "And what do you want, sonmy?"

A young roustabout, red-haired but otherwise green as grass, had
mustered himself enough to approach their table. Shifting from one foot
to the other but standing his ground, the kid managed to sing out:

"A dance with the lady?"

The pair at the table seemed to take a long time to digest this
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request. The kid fidgeted. "I didn't want to butt in or anything.
But I been waiting most of an hour, ard I'm gonna have to go on shift

pretty quick."

"T'1]l give you a shift up your--" Darins furiously lurched from
his chair and made a roundhouse grab which would have taken the red
out of the kid's hair if it had connected, then started for him arcund
the table, Proxy jumped up and with veteran skill interposed herself.
"Snookie pie, this actually isn't the best time for us to foxtrot."
She propelled the kid toward the millrace of taxiZa/.ncars and customers
at the far end of the bar, "One of the other ladies will be glad to

dance your socks off, okay?"

She
Murmd back to Darius, He still was poised there motionless,

halfway around and half across as if he had run aground on the table.

It didn't take much of a guiding shove from her to put him back blindly
into his chair. "Try net to take on the world," she instructed, "while
I go get you some nourishment,"

She went to the front of the bar, absolute farthest from Tom Harry,

to order a double whiskey. He marched down on her ' there anyway.
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"Shannon, what the bejesus is going on over there, Latin lessons?

You're supposed to be out on the floor--"

"He's a little riled up, Tom. I'll--"

"--dancing, not gassing the sonofabitching--"

"—make up the difference on the dance take and--"

"e—night away with some crying in his--"

"Tom, I have tol" Proxy divulged at not quite the top of her voice,

/N : %
@ but near enough. She stared nearby customers back|whatever they'd
been doing, then leamed across the bar toward Tom Harry and said into
) his face:
U
-L"Tab,;“l'm the one who got him going on--what he'!s going on. So,

I'11 buy out my frigging dance take tonight, and I'l1l tell frigging Darius
: mnug
) not to show his\feee/around here tomorrow night, and you won't have a
thing in the frigging world to howl about, now will you."

Muttering, Tom Harry headed back to his cash register. Proxy sipped
the double whiskey down to where it wouldn't spill, carried the glass

across the room and deposited it in front of Darius. "Here. Nerve

) medicine."
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/9._./

Darius looked as if he was about to pop out of his skin., -Leave—

’_———\
"Drink it," Proxy tapped -the—baele—of a fingernail indicatively

against the oversize shotglass, "or I'm going to rub it in your hair.,"

Not seeming to see, Darius automatically closed a hand arocund the
glass and drew it up for a gulping drink,

"Here.," She frisked him until she found a handkerchief in one of
his hip pockets, planted it in his hand, then lifted his hami to the
wet trail down his cheek.

"You shouldn't look at a cerying man," he managed to say as he
dabbed, "it's seven years' bad luck,"

"They'll just have to stand in line with the rest of my luck."

She folded her arms beneath her breasts in the I'm waiting, stupe gesture

recognized by Tom Harry across the entire length of the Blue Eagles
Darius took some time at it before words were found.

"Ja’geéla knows some persons somewhere who're interested in changing
matters," he started in.

"The Red Corner," she said impatiently., "Puh-lenty=wood."
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Her shortZ;uit of the apparatus of explanation he was building

up to knocked him speechless for a minute, "'i'iﬁr-\:m;_g/i; voice, once

>
-

he found it, strained out:
"T thought you didn't give a fiddle about political matters,"

"Never bothered to ask, though, did you. Anyway, I don'te"

Darius studied her, mﬁé&?wlp/ing his cheeks with a sleeve,

"Proxy, can we--this is a bit public for political elucidation."

better
"Everything sounds}vee—ebepid/on a houseboat, I suppose you think,"

% _— sneak
"So how come you have m\ﬁaﬁt of town for these politics?"
"That !'s where they are, that's the damned point! Don't you see?"
"Darius, there's some stuff I know that would curl your toes, okay?"

rus
More by habit than intention they had bed as soon as they reached

the houseboat, and the now-familiar touch of their bodiss along each
other was simply part of the atmosphere there. But Darius realized
that tonight Proxy was heating up in not the accustomed sense. "Maybe
I don't give a flip about these polities of yours," her words struck

him 1like pebbles of warning, "but you better not ever think you can
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write me off with 'Don't you see?! I see quite a frigging lot when I

want to, Scotchpotch,"

"Tiye no doubt of that now," he could say with sincerity.

"Keep it in mind then," she recommended. "So what's all this with you

dipping your wick in politics?"

"Back in Scotland I was in the movement..."

"What'd you ever Me?“

"Proxy, if Marx'd had to answer to you, he'd still be sorting his
umlauts from his apostrophes,”

"Sor=ry," she said derisively, but snuggled a little closer to

him,

Wary, he waited a minute, Then the long struggle began unspooling

out of him, litany of trying to find the political moment, the pivot

of rule.
all but :
"We/had the bastards in 'lL," he bitterly arrived at. "Proxy,
I tell you, we had them like this.," Above where she lay, she could
just discern in the darkness that Darius had lifted his left hand and

closed it into & fist, It was a good guess that fist was clenched so
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tightly the knuckles had gone pale. "The Triple Alliance," his voice ’
journeyed on. "The railwaymen, the miners, and the dockworksrs," he
named them off like bellpeals. "They were readying to shut down the
country, and that would have brought out enough of the rest of us in

support. We'd have changed the face of history, turnable whore that

she is."{Proxy went tense as a cat at a fur show, but

_/Q——-natfm'rg*parmi—tmm Darius shot on;%‘Bnt the war came, And

before you could say Tommy, men lined up in ranks to kill men just like
iheunselvas."

She made no pronouncement about the world's majority of stupes,
but almost,

"We nearly had them again in '26, the Gensral Strike." Darius
lightly pounded his fists together, knuckles against knuckles, like

rams' heads meetinge "That was to be the time," His fury came and

——
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went again, with the rasping memory of the warships stan;lirg gray but
distinct out there on the Clyde while ashore the strike-breakers wrested
back the docks and power stations and tram lines, sailors and police and
blacklegs cofépirmg to keep the General Strike from ever living up to
its name,

"The hard times, that was the next chance.” His chest rising
and falling as if still catching breath from then, Darius recited to
Proxy the hunger marches of !31 and '32, the Depression-desperate crowds
that took to the streets and struggled with the police, the perfidy of
Ramsay MacDonald's govermnment, the flare-up along the Clydeside this
past winter...there at 1934, his voice stopped for a moment, then

stumbled out with:

"There was some trouble."
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Alongside him in the wordless minute after that, Proxy puckered

her 1ips and began to blow silently and steadily toward the side of

e
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Darius's neck, perhape six inches away,
A
When that eventually drew his attention and he turmed his head}
her direction, she cut off the little stream of air,
"Unless I miss my guess," she said, "you were in it up to the top

of your neck,"

s —

@

P

The crackdown had begun in !'32, led by the London police. Up

the length of Great Britain, the tactic now was to charge into the

marchers and crowds of the unemployed, break their numbers with the

swing of trmcheoﬁs. The Clydeside had been delivered blows before,
and by experts, but there was no sense having your brains scrambled

on a regular basis., Darius, by then a member of his committee's flying
squad--movement veterans who were dispatched into the streets whensver
trouble or opportunity flared--adapted to the times by carrying a piece
of lead pipe, just short enough to fit in the deep side pocket of his

Jacket, just long emough to have some effect against a policeman's club.

He and othsrs of the flying squad particularly watched for young coppers

in skirmishes;
\gd/i;he street catch one unaware and you could give him a

shiver, the whack of your lead pipe against his oak truncheon stinging



10O REVISED

his hand. Doctrine lay behind even such street guerrilla tactics, after

a11:(fhe minimm of brutality compatible with...

By the winter of '3k, Darius's wing of the labor movement and the
to try
middle~-of ~the-road Trades Union Council were in blind allisnce SWV
to keep people fed. There were those, Darius included, who believed
the TUC couldn't find its guts with both hands during the Gemeral Strike,
made a meals

but resentment mvex'\;ﬁioﬁMOWood tickets had to be
distributed to the unemployed, and Darius was to spell his TUC counterpart
at the Woodturners Hall the afternoon of doling out tickets there. He
arrived to a mob plled against the closed hall,

Darius struggled, half-swam, through the swarm of men.

"I'm from the Clydeside flying squad! Iet me through, we'll get

the distribution going, LET ME FOR CHRIST'S SAKE THROUGH" é&/

He shoved and was shoved to the door of the hall, where he managed
some
to negotiate the men thare of them fortunately recognized him--

into letting him unlock the door and go in alone. Then he had to push

in against the resisting shoulder from inside,

—
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"Crawfurd, you great fool, it's me, Duff}"
Darius wrenched through the narrowly opened door, then be and the
other slammed it and leaned their backs against it, looking at each other,

George Crawfurd was white as nummery paint.

"We're in the shit," the TUC man whispered to Darius. "They allotted
but
;xgve hundred tickets., Christ only knows how many are horling out

there."

An easy riotful, Darius could agree. Still, the pair of them had
to do what they conld.
"None the neverless," Darius intoned, then laughed. Crawfurd gaped

at him like a beached fish.

"We need to get crac
at this," Darius told him as the outside clamor

began to rise again, "or they'll be in here all over us. I'll pass
them through one at a time, you hand the tickets."

Crawfurd backsd away doubitfully, pulling a table and chair to one
side, away from the direct sluice of the doorway.

Darius turned around to the door. Unlocked it, rammed it open

and flung himself sidewise into the doorframe, his back straight amd
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tight against one side and his right foot up as high as be could against
the jamb on the other side, making a barrier of his cocked leg.

"One at a time, boys, under the legi" he shouted into the mass of
faces, "Our man George Crawfurd, inside, has your food tickets. But
ve've got to do it orderly or it can't get done. Easy go now, here,

you be first"--he reached out and tugged at a thick-shouldered man who
appeared to be

\icdsﬁ%most explosive of the bunch. "Under the bridge. If

you'll fit, we can put through anybody up to drayhorses."

That drew a tentative laugh from the human wall. The thickset man
hesitated, then ducked awkwardly under Darius's leg, his back bumping
the urderside of Darius's thigh as he waddled under and throughe.

"Easy go," Darius said again, to the next man. "It's the only

right leg I've got, so scoot as low as you can, that's the way...
Another, now." He reached out for a sleeve, any nearest sleeve, &and
tugged indicatively dowrward. "That's it, down to the scenic route.
I know this'd be more interesting if my name was Fifi, but..."

For fhe next hours and hurdreds upon hundreds of men, Darius stayed

jammed in the doorway, & cork against the hungry human sea. When he
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spotted a particularly small man coming, he would make the switch and
put his other foot up on the doorjamb, hngrest the aching leg.
Twice, too, be had to\ drop his leg and fight off doorbresakers,
men who lost their heads, whether from panic, fury or desperation it
didn't matter, and lunged blindly at the doorway. Both times he had

the luck that the nsarest men on line instantly turned into his allies,

swatting sense into the berserk omnese.

Even & good many of the better behaved men were a—b:'ﬁj;,d-eyad »
plunging into the arch of Darius's leg. Many others simply looked

dog-miserable, ashamed of taking this dols, even if it came from their

labor brethren.

Then out of the head of the lime raged a man with a thin, pinched
face, a twitchy manner, and a screeching disbelief %‘Mmt's it to you
whether we starve or not?" he mﬂoosedmjﬁ; inches away.

"It would offend me," Darius railed back, "to see people die liks

midgesd"” Grabbhing the man by the scruff of the meck, he ducked him on

through beneath his lege

~he
Through it all kept count, deliberately making it obvious,



————————————————————

Lok
as procto\xa\él as possible. If he would stay intent and orderly about

this, the incipient mob would. Possibly. He let the running stream of
numbers purl under his aching leg, his weariness and fear, He found his
flat pencil, and each time that he had counted twenty men, he would reach
up and score the lead across the doorframe above him.

At last the waiting men were a wedge several deep instead of dozens.

Darius shifted his eyes carefully among this rmixﬂer}\w

2
the last men i which would mean they were the angriest,

He let the next few go uncounted bemsath his leg as he looked up at
the doorframe and tallied the twenties. Twenty of them themselves,
which it took him a groggy moment to work out as equaling four hundred.
He swung his gaze back to the waiting remmant and, but for the vital
matter of demeanor, could have cheered. There were going to be enough

food tickets, by:a sound margin,
B T

Darius had the tortured back of a keelhauling victim. From his

rump to the base of his neck, skin was gone in several places and what

pint
was left was red ard raw. Crawfurd uncorked a of whiskey

ard handed it to him. The shirtless man swigged, shuddered, swigged

»
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again and nodded his thanks., Then with obvious pain he put on his coat.

"You're sure you want anything touching that back?" Crawfurd asked.

"No," Darius expelled, "but can't you see them arresting me for

public indecency if I don't?"

"You did a grand job of work here today," Crawfurd said. "It was

a dozen
a near thing, too--we've only ickets left, Minus yowrs, of course"--

t
he thumbed one from the thin sheaf and put i on the table beside Darius--

"armd my own," putting that one in his coat pocket. "I'll turn in’these

back
other mhe committee first thing in the morming."

Darius stood silent, weaving just noticeably, the coat draped over

his shirtless upper body.
"Another 1ift of this?"
Crawfurd held out the whiskey to him again.

"George," Crawfurd heard Darius Duff say coldly, "turn out your pockets."

The shorter man kept his gaze on Darius and tried a laugh. "What's

this, now. Darius, man, you've had a massive day--"

"Give or take goddamn few," Darius's voice came to him wearily but

fiercely, "I put four hundred and forty-sight men through that doorwaye.
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ten
That plus our two plus t!nt)&gh(you're 8o busy showing off to me comes

ickets
out at four hundred ard a;txty;mn't it. Where're the other forty

you've palmed?"

Crawfurd cast a disturbed look at the figure before him, damned ladder
of a man., He was not predisposed in favor of Darius Duff, who according
to gossip along the Clyde had a plentiful history of bedmates among his
female Red mates, George Crawfurd, a bit of a trimmer in everything but
family matters, wasn't going to be chided by a sleepabout.

| "It's not that way at all," Crawfurd began to protest hotly. "You
must've miscounted, or maybe I--"

Darius slammed him against the wall, one hand holding the neck o
of Crawfurd's shirt while the other felt at his pockets. The searching
bhand found the extra sheaf of food tickets in the inside pocket of
Crawfurd's Jacket..

"It's none of your dammed businessi" Crawfurd shouted. "A man has
a right to—" he broke off axi swung an arm around onto Darius's back,

thumping as hard &s he could with his fist, Darius gasped and arched

Ny

( p; LosA follow? )J___>
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oS T e turn loose ,

wrist, trying to make him of them. They scuffled until Crawfurd

pounded Darius's back again, and as Darius groaned, Crawfurd forced

glimpsed
his hand against the table, clawing for the tickets. Too late h%sw/

the lead pipe in Darius's other hand.

H—
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"Who, mannerly me?"

Darius swung off the bed, keeping his face away from Proxy after
that unmissing guess of hers, In the trouble to the top of his neck?
More like over the peak of his heads He went to the wate:E: bucket
and drank from the dipper, the cold galvanized taste going down in
big swallows., He remembered the exact sound, like a dropped sack of
meal, of Crawfurd's skull splitting, he could trace out every inch of

how that foolish death had come to happen. Crawfurd, don't. This time,

man, don't do as you did, and spare us both thee... But there wasn't a

second time, was there, where Crawfurd was concerned. The once was
the all,

Proxy could tell trouble 2 mile off, and Darius was only from her

to the water bucket,

mulled as
Tsn't this just ducky, she?md/over ﬁuhu—tbiahi )ﬂ’sm

,,gng‘halfway has /
watched him, I find one with a little money and“Some smarts, and he's
[ 4

some kind of hoodoo in the old countrye

He knew she was calculating him, He tried to muster a smile but

didn't nearly make it, "What obtains, do you think? Regarding me."
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"You mean should I bounce your butt off this houseboat soocner
rather than later?"

"That's the essence, Proxy, yes." He did manage a bit of smile
now but of the sad sort,

"This Red stuff, and these tictacs of yours over there in Outer
Nowhere," she gave a little thrust of her head in the approximate

direction of Plentywood. "Are they catching?"

"Some people are crluifet‘imme," he admitted. "But you, I would
hepe~-"

"Darius, If they pin something on you, will any get on me?

He looked at her, in that dry way that she figured Scotchmen adopted
at the time they were weaneds "Your reputation probably will not suffer,

Praxy, even if mine should happen to."

B Neil had made the discovery of coal. The seam of it was a couple
poP CAP

&

of hours' drive straight east along the Missouri, to where Big Muddy Creek
found its way down out of the Plentywood country and joined the river.
As a mining operation it did not amount to much--the coal crew had to

crawl
in on hands and knees to dig the skinny seam--and neither did the
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coal, soft slightly brownish lignite Junk that burned like punke But
Neil already knew life wasn't guaranteed to be a\;ﬁmd anthracite,
and so he garnered a ton of the soft coal at a time, &1l but living in
tl;xe truck after he got of f his dredgeline shift., Whbeler and the other
coal
matchbax towns now were showing heaps in backyards where he and
Triple

the Ford}a&b%vé had deposited woodpiles the autumn before, and Neil
told himself that if he didn't turn into a zombie and drive the truck off
the bridge into Big Muddy Creek one of these dark evenings, he and Rosellen
were going to have the world by the tell after a few mrewhzrujd:g
seasons,

He blew in for supper now, though, to fimd Rosellen looking both
ancihed s SEevAEbed. PG Na

"Get a billydoo from one of those magazines?' he barely had to guess.

"Really did, this time," she saidé\somewhere between rueful and
thoughtful, "Not one of their printed-up rejections-—-an honest-to-God
letter from the editar."

"Well, that's progressi" He studied the mixture of expression she

still had, "Don't you think?"
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"It 4s and it isn't," What Rosellen had dreamt of was an editor's

letter, a telegram would have been even better, saying eager to publish

whatever you care to seml... "He said my endings need work."

V

.n_fact

the sentence that stood out in the actual editor's message was, There

is an adage, Miss Duff, about the writer's requisite scrutiny of his

previous tries: 'Employ the eraser.' "He said they're too much like

0. Hem’yo"
"Who the hell is 01d Henry?"

She saw how angryL nstantly Neil was on her behalf,
Before she could say anything, he was telling her:
"This gpy, editor or whatever he is, Write him a létter, Right now,

why don't youe Tell him to go take a flying jump."

charped
She\xen%ver and hugged him, coaldust and all, coaxing each other

out of their mood with the familiar press of body against body. But

. her might be
there still was a trickle of fear in\raﬂ:’}ex{ that the eﬁg?Xus/ﬂght.

Not only right, but that she maybe could not do eny better with endings

: had
or any of the rest of it than she already\xas:

. R,

o~

(/ i pe L10A follows -~
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"Scurf," Meg said, "All babies get scurf,"

"Yeah, but=-" Bruce looked at Kate and she at him, mutually dismayed

over the(patch of E y scaly skin on the exact top of Jackie's head,
lasting
"Kate.," Meg's commander-in-chief tone. "It is no}reflection on

you as a mother,"

"Thanks. I think,"

"A little scurf on him or not, he's a beaner," Hugh declared., He
grinned across the bassinet at Kate and said, "The family line has taken
a distinct upturn," suddenly convincing her of the virtue of Jackie
having grandparents,

"Hey, ~l‘vvn%dn't I have something to do with--"

"No offense intended, Bruce,"

jﬁ- e R St o 3o AR D y
e N

s —
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The night after going off to Plentywood again with Jﬁ@@éla,
Darius hove into the Blue Eagle at his usual time and there was no
Proxye

wShe said to tell you she's out finding gold tonight," Tom Harry

relayed, "I were you, I wouldn't wait up."

"Ah," Darius digested this news. "What's that name you and she

have for a customer with a heavy purse, a John Q,?"

"John D,," Tom Harry provided drily, "as in Rockefeller."
"The very one, of course," Darius shifted from one foot to the
RA
other, casting long-faced%round the confines of the Blue Eagle.
"Well, then, now," He put a hand in his pocket toward coinage, upon
secord thought drew it back out.

"Cripes sake, fella, you look like somsbody Just took a leak on
your leg," Tom Harry diagnosed for him, "Belly up here, I'll stand you
a beer., Hate to see a man too bollixed to buy himself a drink,"

"What's this under the category of, 'The devil's good to his "
Darius marvele§ as Tom Harry uncapped a beer and positioned it in front

of him. "Or have you merely gone mad?"



"Duff, I wouldn't trade you for a pinto pony. Come on back into

the office a minute, there's somsthing interesting you've got to see,"

- -

b e W%ﬁmﬁrmrmngf Darius and bottle

him
strolled after\Xa—Hm'r/to the cubbyhole office off to the side of the

bandstand. Tom Harry opened the door and stepped back. Darius stepped

in and found himself facing a large man who wore the obvious item of

interest, a badge,.

At Darius's look, Tom Harry lifted his shoulders in ajyou don' .

—————

VMWMW"WMESMQ and closed the door after

himself,

"Name's Peyser," the man said, holding out a thick mitt of hand.
On his hip rode a pistol with an ivory butt the size of a hunting horn,

"I'm the undersheriff down at this emd of the county.”

Crawfurd, oh Christ, Crawfurd and Duff, you'll die facing the monument

screamed a chorus togetber in Darius's head, but he managed to shake the

undersheriff's meaty hand and drop into the straightback chair the man

indicatede.

"Where'd you land in here from?" Peyser started right in,
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natione.

"Glasgow," Darius said without specifying which\7q-/

Peyser grunted as if that was what he had expectedes "Something
you better know about," he said as if Darius had come to him for advice,
"T was appointed to this badge by a sheriff who is hell on wheels about
politics., He's hell on wheels about most things, but politics really
fires him up. Particulerly those that go pretty far in a certain direction.
Off toward Plentywood, say."

Not Crawfurd then sang in Darius. At least not yet.
5‘
he

Bold with reuer,\*uns/mustered:

"I had no idea there's a law in America against going for a Saturday

drive."
"If you're claiming that a man's political persuasion isn't against
the law in this country, that's true, as far as it goes. But Sheriff

Kinnick, if be was here, would point out to you that we can gererally

come up with some law that a person is on the stray side of," The
undersheriff leaned forward as if getting down to business. "There's
E‘.—g/

feeling that goes back a long way against radicals--Wobs and suche

Trouble-making, wildcat strikes, sabotage-~that's the kind of stuff the

p. L12A folla?
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Wobblies got themselves a reputation for, in case you didn't know "

"That's their reputation, is it," Darius said as if marveling.
"And here I thought the Industrial Workers of the World, to give them
their rightful name, were known for being put in front of a firing squad

hanged
in your Utah, shot on the docks in your state of Washington, and

trestle
from the maresWn places such as your Butte."

"T won't say those didn't happen, too," the undersheriff said.
"Lots happens." Peyser eyed Darius as if calculating how large he had
to spell it out for him, All the way, he decided,.

"If you get on the wrong side of Sheriff Kinnick," the urdersheriff

___%
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said unequivocally, "he's the type who will nail your pecker to a tree

and give you only a rusty saw to get loose with."

"Ah, thank you, no," Darius said. "Point taken,"

"But," Peyser patiently kept on, "Sheriff Kimmick isn't here, is
he. So, to keep me from having to keep track of you for him, why don't
you j-ae?;e a little choosier about who you hang out with,"

By Clydeside reflex, Darius instantly set about to split that
doctrinal hair. "Everywhere?"

"No, hell no, only around here. Up in Plentywood, I don't give a
poop what you do. That's not our jurisdiction,"

"So I'm to merd my manners when I'm not in a car with a certain
party," Darius pursued, "but once we hie off togetherese?"

"That pretty much ought to do it," the beefy undersheriff said in

the same spelling-out voice, "As far as I'm concerned, Jﬁ%&la's okay.

Some will tell you he's one of those bughouse cases, of f the deep end
Seandihoovian

politically., That's only chin: I figure."

Darius took a swallow of beer and carefully tried: "That sounds

like perhaps a different tack from your Sheriff Kinnick's."
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"This job's a job." Peyser looked impassivly at Darius. "If I

had to agree with everything any boss thinks, where the hell would I

ever work?"

B i

He always dealt with them naked, waiting in bed with only a sheet
over him, lights off, his mouth a little dry with anticipation until
whichever floozie it was this time rapped on his doore

When he heard the knock now, he raised his voice just emough to be
heard outside. "You found it."

About all he could maks out of this one as she stepped into the
darkened room was that her hair was unnaturally pal;,j\ nearly the
silvered-up color of the moon on a clesar night. As usual he couldn't see
the face in any detail and didn't care; face wasn't the part that interested
him on these occasions, To his surprise, this one stopped there by the
door and said:

"You do keep it darker than a black cat's ass in here, sheriff, sir."

He didn't say anything to that, as it was self-evident, He listened

to the slic#y sounds of her undressing. When she padded over to the
bed, he asked:

"You're who?"
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"Does that matter any?" Proxy had been all set to say something
like 'Claudette' as usual, but somehow decided the hell with it, brass
would do. She still was huffy about Tom Harry having sent her on this,
even though she had dickered double the usual price out of him; if Tom
and the other Wheeler nightspot owners had to slip some satisfaction to

little Kinnickinnick here every couple of weeks, that was their problem /;aad}/
3

not hers, Quite where this risky attitude came from, she didn't knowe

Usually the thing to do was to tell herself a joe was a joe except
when he was a John D, and then the enthusiasm could be found to exert
herself on his wallet somewhat more; but tonight, she was in just no
mood to preterd. Nor did she care what he was going to think, sheriff
or no sheriff, After all, she had been run out of better towns than thise
This one isn't scared, the sheriff thought to himself, and wasn't
sure whether he liked that fact or not.
"I need to tell you what's involved here?" he asked.

"I hear you like--you always want a trip around the world," she

said,

As much as it galled him to know they talked about him, he was
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relieved not to have to issue minute instructions &W

"That's the deal, all right," he said gruffly. Then: "That sort of
thing suit you?"
"That doesn't matter either, does it," he heard her say, and then

her mouth began to make its ports of call on his small bodye.

'& P il
Workforce roster in hand, around hmMgeline

pontoons being built as fast as hammers could go and the swing shift

about to come in the gate and keep the pace going, Cecil Medwick looked

upon his boatyard and found it good. Except for one Scottish thistle.

Medwick watched Darius Duff handling work with an ease that, if you

did not know better, could be mistaksn for insttention. Most of these Fort

Peck workers had cut their teeth on rural menual labor, so that the

only style they knew was to tear into a job and muscle it into surrender.
But Darius more--Medwick wasn't sure he even had the right word for it--
teased away at the construction of pontoons and pump boats and the like.
His work was good as gold, that wasn't the problem, He was just--different.

And evidently going to stay that way, Medwick had found out. The time he

caught Darius putting in a couple of M?ﬁlkheads where he
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was sure one Md serve, he asked: "Where the hell

did you learn to do it that way?" Darius had looked at him with a

perfectly serious face amd answered, "Building the Queen Mary,"

Granted, a man could learn his boatbuilding trade on the Clyde River

or up the Woogadooga and Medwick wouldn't care, so long as the guy really

knew his stuff, No, that wasn't what was bugging Medwick. He couldn't
put his finger on it, but something about Darius did not fit. The guy
rang wrong as a solder dollar,

The shift changed, and Medwick traded gab with the men coming on,

but he still watched the stif%ined figure of Darius Duff until it
went out the boatyard gate. Medwick knew in his sleep that the best
way to can a guy was always FFI, failure to follow instructions. But that
method of firing wouldn't work with Darius, because Darius did follow
the goddamn things, he simply did so in a way that told you he knew better.
him

Maybe, though, just maybe there was another shot at shwing}nén{the
road. Medwick had been feeling it in the air all evening, and its little
stings of cold were starting to hit the backs of his hands with nasty

regularity now. He took another look at his clipboard with the roster on it,



118

thinking through the angleg@ ‘B&-Ghijfen Duff was always a major

consideration, but from what Medwick heard about the dredge averages, Owen

was maybe having his own troubles. So Owen might not b<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>