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"Bzzz," Proxy said pleassantly but drew away, hand ard all. "Buzz

off, Brucie. That's as far as this merry-go-round goes." She crinkled

her nose at him, which made her look like Delilah must have in her prime,
with a peroxide rinse. "Think that over the next time you try buy a
dance and turn it horizontal.”" The last he got from her was the sight
of the provocative back of her slacks vanishing toward the dance line

at the end of the bar.

Minstrelaires
As theWre into another tune, unrepeatable thoughts

filled Bruce's mind while he jostled his way back to the bar and more
or less blindly came out at the elbow of Darius againe.

Bruce blinked., On reflection, this was maybe not the best spot

e T o IR — S o o

to have ended up. On further reflection, it might be even worse if

he slunk out of here without putting up a front to Darius. Besides,

Darius's back was still doctrinairely turned to the dancefloor and

its FDR skipjayse Tom Harry had departed to deposit the first installment

of the evening's take in his office safe, but Darius didn't really look

as if he was in the market for & new arguing partner at the moment. Bruce

squared himself up and moved in shoulder to shoulder with his uncle.
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5% "Chemp dancer," Darius greeted him and shoved a bottle of beer to
"4
him,
Darius,
"Needed that," Bruce said after a swig and a sunshine smile at -hd
- _unele.-.

"You're also a damn chancer," Darius said,

The smile dropped off Bruce as if cut free with a knife,

"Don't be fiddling around with Proxy," Darius told him softly.
He

?ari—a{took a beer swig of his own, but his eyes never left Bruce's.

After a long deliberate swallow, he said: "As they say about suicide,
there's no future in it,."

"Hey, whate. You've got this wrong," Bruce tried to musters "A turn

around the dancefloor is all it was."

Darius kept on eyeing him, Couldn't face a fact if his life

depended on it. Hugh's old failing.

- e hop
Birdie Hinch nearly jumped out of his skin, and did down from

4 his perch in poker table territory, when Hugh spoke up behind him,
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"Birdie, I believe you have something of mine,"

Birdie rubbed at his nose with the back of his hand, taking a
racoonlike peek at Hugh as he did so. "You told me don't give it back
to you, unless you was Sobers"

"Sober is a relative term. Now Bird-ima,fyou please, fork it over,"

(R

"Stone cold sober, is what you said@w

"This is no time to turn scrupulous, mane" Hugh stepped closer,
teetered over him, His face was nearly in Birdie's, Breath like a

brewery on overtime, Birdie bit a lip uneasily.

"Birdie, that money." Hugh was frowning, considerably at himself
for asking back the safekeeping sum, the half that was left of Darius's
payoff to him; but preponderantly at Birdie, righteous little banker all

of a sudden. "I need it., Right now. Ilet's go, wherever you've stashed it."

When Birdie Hinch did not move, Hugh's control went. "Damn iti" he
burst oute "Don't make me give you a knuckie sandwichl My money, go
got="

"Iwo can fight, Hugh," Birdie swiftly kneed the taller man in

the groin, then turned and ran,
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"Whu--J" Hugh let out, half doubled overs, Birdie hadn't laid into

him very hard, but it didn't take much there,

2 Redieally-surprised, anesthetized by drink; palvanized by wanting
until

He
Wm?ﬁstayw hunched a momentj\}('

fury overcame his hurte Still clutching himself, he slowly leaned back
and craned as high as he could, to catch sight of the fleeing back of

Birdie as it appeared and disappeared through the maze of pebple in the
Wheeler Imn, Birdie was squimming through the outer edge of the crowd,

nearly to the door, as Hugh took out after him,

"e-didn't mean anything by it, that's the way people dance,"
Bruce was saying.
"e-not accusing you of a.nyt.hing, merely informing you for your

own health," Darius was saying.

e

"If it isn't my horseshoe honey." Proxy gave Birdis the little
real
tickle in the ribs reserved for regular customers, "Look, I'm‘sorry,
Oklahoma, but tonight has gotten kind of busy."”
"This ain't about that," Birdie rattled out. Although he sorely

g wished it was., "Hugh is on a tear. Somebody better do something about



N’

605
him besides mee" Birdie'!s words were still in the air as he ducked

back into the Blue Eagle crowd and wove for the back doors

Jefen eiinti, the

.=

Hugh swayed i%ont doorway, still fumbling at his pantse He'd
had to pause at the alley to take a leak, dimly relieved that he still
could. Now he sorted the sardined clientele of the Blue Eagle for
Birdie. His inspection, though, caught on a piece of headgear visible

cap
just above the others at the bar. That Dutch-boy[of Darius's, or

whatever it wase

Everybody I know is sartoriel but me, a great pity toward himself

came over Hugh, Birdie forgotten, he lunged off toward the bar and

the cap and Dariuse

"wwif that'!s the way you feel about it," Bruce was sounding hurte
"-=the only way there is to feel about it," Darius was sounding

grim, "so the next time you think you can play twinkletoes with--"
"The two of you better quit feeling around," Proxy broke in, "and

get the net out for-- Speak of the devil,"

"With the tongues of men and of angels, and cymbals and tinkles

and such, eh?" Hugh barged in to the bunch, proud %o declaim with the
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best of them. Old Ninian Duff and the Reverend Neverless Milne, between
the two of them hadn't they done the guts out of half a dozen Bibles?
Family line. It always told, Which brought Hugh's thoughts around to
Bruce, unexpectedly present. "Where's Jackie? Why're'nt you home?"

"Mother's taking care of him, don't goddamn warry yourself about
that," Bruce fumed., "She can take a crack at you nexte"

him
"Tn due course," his father granted, giving?aaoo/a tragic winke

Darius, who himself had been putting away drinks like a camel this

evening, looked perplexed at the load Hugh had on. "Hugh," he asked
in wonder, "do you tamp it into yourself?"

By now Hugh had focused onto Proxy. His head nodding in grave
consideration, he asked as though concerned:

"And how're tricks, Proxy?"

aha

"Hey, farmer." As\*x:aq/spoke it, it amounted to a summons to
etiquette. "The last I heard, it doesn't cost amything to be civil,"

Hugh looked surprised, gallantly wounded, and sly all at once.

Darius was about to say that they had all had enough of an evening

when Bruce beat him to it. "Come on, Dad, FDR is probably already in
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]<,—~bed, let's us—="
"The electioniy" Hugh exclaimed, remembering., "Darius, you've
ever been quite a follower of politics, haven't you. Always trying

to make new britches out of old curtains, back there at the Clydeside?

Tell us, as a comnoisseur of things political, What'd you think of
the election?"

"Unk is in mourning," Bruce could not resist,

"Nod" Hugh let out, 21l amazements "Do you suppose the big bugs

conspired at things again, Darius?" Hugh brought his right thumb up

to eye-~level, looked at it with fixation, then tapped the pad of it
significantly with his opposite forefinger. "As the moron said over
the empty mustard jar, 'This has all the fingerprints of a hidden hand.*"

"Hugh, you=~" Darius grabbed out at his brothers

"What's going on here?" a new voice shouldered in. "Been getting
reports you people are about at each other's throats."

The undersheriff, Peyser, was big enough to obtain the immediate
attention of even Hughe

"Eh, the harness bull of justice! Watch out now, miscreants,

Officer, sir, I wish to report a matter of considerable missing mon--*
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"Hush, Hugh." Darius forced a smile at Peyser ani squeezed the

back of Hugh's neck as hard as he could with one hand.

Bruce, blinking a mile a minute at the sudden}y-m-ta-i—aase?]:m,

stepped in close on the other sidehwhere his father stood wobbling.
),

Proxy, the only one in the bunch who appeared to Peyser to be in a

sane condition, was pursed up like a radish tester,

In the background, Peyser saw Tom Harry thros up his hands amd
stalk off to the farthest end of the saloon.

Shifting his weight, the undersheriff studied this collection of
Duffs, then glanced over his shoulder. Sheriff Kinnick himself was in
town tonight, trying to hold the lid on Wheeler. The sheriff was working
one side of the street while Peyser was supposed to be laying down the

law to the other, These rangutangs know how to celebrate, so a certain

amount of bottle behavior we just have to put up with, Kinnick had

enunciated the night's policy. But whenever any of them reach the fuck-you

Stage-w-i-t-h—yej,ia‘t's ite Toss them in the cooler. On the other hand, the

sheriff wasn't the one who had to live in the same town with these Blue

Eagle hammerheads.
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"You going to take him home and hang him out to dry," Peyser finally

rumbled, "or do I have to?"

"We're about to have the matter in hand," Darius said quickly,

"are we not, Bruce."
"Sure are," the younger man brazened. Peyser looked at him narrowly;
he'd thought this was the trucker one, Neil, but no, it was the former

madcap motorcyclist, With great obviownésé Bruce was gripping his

father's arm energetically. "Else what's a family for, huh, Dad?"

Hugh glared straight shead at the undersheriff. "Where's my money,

you tin-star Fuckaroon?' he bellowed. ”Peyser warily considered him,

meanwhile putting a hamd in his back pocket where he carried handcuffs.

The guy really was as pie-eyed as a boiled owl. The undersheriff looked

from the drunken ons to the twitchy set on either side of him; Peyser

mucketymuck
would have felt a lot better about this if the high)t&elghz»mmwf

from the dam, Owen, was around,

"They can handle it, Norm," Proxy spoke up, not quite sure why

she bothered, "Honest."
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"They better. That sheriff of mine would just as soon billyclub
a specimen like this as look at him.,"

\/ong

"We're on our way," Derius stated. "After you, constable,"

Proxy, though, was the first to move in the wake of the big
undersheriff., "Tom is goimng to cream his jeans if I don't get back
on the dance line right now. Nighty-night, all," she left them with,
one last pang to Bruce.

"If I help you steer him out of here, can you handle him home,
do you think?" Darius asked as though thinking might be a new event
for Bruces

"You bet," Bruce maintained, stonily meeting his uncle's eyes.

Stepping around to start breaking a trail to the door, Darius

Wy
glimpsed the open gap at the front of Hugh's pants. gfmn it,
man, you're unbuttonede You'll get us all arrested yet for letting

your steed out of your barne"
"ER M

Darius let out a royal sigh, "Hers, I'll do you up." He moved

close in front of Hugh to shield the doing of it and began to button
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Hugh's fly.

Hugh swayed, then rasped ou‘b;

"Aren't you the clever whore, too."

Bruce froze, figuring this was it, Duff blood was about to cascadee

Darius's hands stopped, then did up the last button of Hugh's fly.
As he stepped back from his brother his voice shook but he managed to
say: "Better go home with the boy now, Hugh. You've had a mouthful

more than you should 've,"

j:F—,———

In the morning he met himself in the mirror and backed away.
If beauty was skin-deep, Hugh Duff had definitely been skinned. Even
his reflection looked shakey, and his facial color was off, except
where it streaked like peppermint in his eyeballs,
Hugh
Never given to easy confessions, eveMad to admit this was

Reluctantly
beyond dismale The record for morning-after heebis-jesbies. ,Hg tried

ruming his tongue around the inside of his cottony mouth, at—the—same ~——
Mes
b inteasigtamre—ob-Mon-bub crily MIFhesring NEAb ste vas telling
him from the other side of the kitchen until he caught the words cannot

stand to be under the same roof any more, when you are as you were
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last night. Hugh., Hugh, I am going to have to leave--

"That won't be necessary, Margaret. I'll go,"

4
"You?" Meg erupted. "You? Where is there for you ép/g?"
He turned around to her, her outburst stoppered at the sight of
his face. Hugh had a look on him shs had not fully seen since his days

of courting her in Inverley.

W e
Owen was as incredulous as she had besn.

"He took off out of here just like that? Where the hell to?"
His mother deliberately looked away from him before she answered:

"He said to tell you he's gone to college."
ﬁ B

The jag boss searched his suitcase, then the chest of drawers,
then under the mattress, for the third morning in a row.

Hugh watched him, melancholy for them both. Since the Jjag boss,

a thickset back-of-the~Yards Chicagoan named 0'Shea, stayed with him

day and night, when exactly could Hugh have conjured alcohol into the
all

&

room? Hugh!foo well knew he had another twenty-five days ahsad here
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at the Carteret Curative Institute, but 0'Shea evidently was here for

all time, inspector general of the satchels of drunks.

"Clean as an angel's drawers," Hugh's keeper announced, also for the

third morning in a rowe. He cocked his ear to the sound of tthe cart in

the hallway. "And here comes your slug of concrete,”

Hugh wasn't saying much. The heavj gray concoction, which had to

be taken every two hours, tasted like bad whiskey, hot malted milk, and

chalk, It crossed his mind that not even Darius's momey, soberly
beseeched out of Birdie Hinch for absolutely this purpose, could buy

flavor here.

In subsequent days Hugh Duff went through moods he hadn't known

were in him. He jumped O!'Shea the fifth morning--the relentless
cleanliness of angel's drawers no doubt accounted for it--snd after
0'Shea pinned him ard then stepped back with a grin, Hugh realized

where he stood. Christ, man, he could 've cleaned your clock six ways to

Sevdag, Hevohing Hie il Wity fhon B on, Hugh without a stumble

Somsthing or otheru
advanced to shots in the arm, hypodermics of pink{ and orward to jiggers

of the nasty ysllow goop which was the Carteret secret remedy; all of it
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dope of some kind, he figured, but hs didn't care as long as it did the
job on him, Outside the Institute windows, Chicago blared in the night.
After the first week the jag boss was gone; in his place, dollops of wax

which could be used to plug the ears if North Rush Street sang too temptingly.

The Carteret philosophy prided itself on going hard on hardcase drinkers:
this is the belly of the booze beast, this is Jonah's bed in the whale,

and you had better lay stretched there scared and sober in the dark to

make yourself know you can survive it. Hugh ingested on schedule, sat up
straight in the Amen Corner sessions every afternoon along with meat-packing
heirs and Southern cotton traders. After two weeks of this, the blessed
midpoint, he was granted permission to go out to a movie with the other

irmates who had been toeing the line. With a corporal's guard of 0'Shea and

Windsor
a couple of orderlies, they trooped around the corner to the?ptam’" Theatre.
75

To the bafflement of the other moviegoers, at nine o'clock sharp, fifty

vials
men simultaneously took out little and drank them in one toss,

their community gulp of\ha.ldag’/the Carteret cure.
% M
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When the first issue of the magazine reached him by somebody
slyly shoving it along the counter of the Downtowner Cafe in Glasgow,
the sheriff had a heart-stopping moment over the 6penizg frieze=-photo

of taxi-dancers and damworkers draped over one another and the big

black-type underline 10,000 MONTANA RELTSF WORKERS MAKE WHOOPEE ON )

SATURDAY NIGHT, Then he remembered he'd just been safely re-elected

for the next four years.

Even so, Carl Kinnick felt as though he was being scrubbed down

with gravel as he flipped his way through the magazine piece., Cowless

cow towns--rickety as git-up-and-git--saloons wide open--all-night

whooperies--taxi-dancers lope around with their fares in something

barroom
half way between the olthm and the lackadaisical siroll of
/L

the college toys at Roseland--Red Light suburb--the only idle bedsprings

are the broken ones--Franklin Roosevelt has a Wild WeSt—

That last one, Wild West, the magazine smart-alecks managed to use
seven times in nine pages, by the sheriffts fuming tally. On the other
hand, they counted u?/l\s/i‘z shantytowns for Fort Peck, missing the actual

ten or so.
total by Sheriff Kinnick sat there not knowing what the
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hell to think, looking at the dead-accurate pictures (including the
one of some anonymous blonde number tossing down a drink under that
damned FDR campaign poster in the Blus Eagle) and the haywire lingo,

until he turned to the very front of the magazine. There the editors

to expi[:re
ammounced that in sending their camera eye\ﬁ)eplepé:nﬂhis exciting time

would be known as
in history that the American century, they were presenting Fort Peck

Dam on the cover, although it wasn't. The structure pictured, looking
like the kind ] of massive parapet Mussolini would love to strut on while
he made speeches, was the concre"'be piers of the spillway gates, three
miles away from the actual dirt dam. This, said the editors and the
cover of the new magazine, was LIFE, Well, maybe.

i = i

The truth is not in that woman.!! Meg, masked with I-am-after-all-
DROP CAP

a-Milne~-of -Inverley Sundgy-best manners, watched as Proxy held the

attention of Hugh and Darius and even Owen and apparently even Charlene.

aﬁ Although, really, it must be--she doesn't expend any of it when she talks.

",..but that's how those dance marathons are," Praxy concluded
with a flourish, looking around the Smﬂa;;inner table at them all.
"Real longe" This latest story had been about the time in Hibbing,

Mirmmesota, when she and her partner danced for so many hours straight
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that the contest judges gave up and paid them to quit.

n"You've got more constitution than I have, then," Charlene said

A f Comnn par Do L" > Y
"T'd have perished of boredom first, Prox."

"Just in case any of us take up marathon dancing, what did you do

to keep yourself occupied?" Owen prodded Proxy along some more. He always
liked to see how far out on 2 limb she would let herself get, when she
started storyinge

"Urm, nothing worth mentioning," was all he could draw out of her,
though. Proxy tried to watch her step where Owen was concerned--after all,

who in her right mind would want to cross tamahawks with Charlene?
"Spent the time reading the Good Book, naturally," Darius interposed.
"You're one to talk," that brought him from Hugh. "You'd have
parroted
\Teei-ted/poetry the whole while,"

"That reminds me," Proxy sailed on again, "do you know this one?"

Prim as a spelling-bee contestant, she reeled off:

"She offered her honor,

He honored her offer;

And so all night long,

it was on ter and off ter,"

Charlene giggled at that more than Owen thought was strictly
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deserved, but then he let loose a laugh, too. Hugh and Darius gave
their indecipherable chuckles, so close to identical. Meg pasted on

what she was pretty sure was the last smile in her and reminded herself
that she had a full week ahead to get over Proxy before they all went
through this againe For the benefit of Hugh, which was to say in

the furtherance of his Carteret cure, she had enlisted Darius and Owen
and Charlene for these Sud-a?—zgnd-robins of what amounted to sentry

duty, and that meant putting up with Proxy, bag of yarn that she is.

Meg fiddled with her spoon and then her fork and listened to the January

freshet of wind in the kitchen stovepipe as the others razzed Praxy's
Carlyle

taste in poetry.cﬁ So, happy 1937, H@Wf. Year one of

/1

your Reform Act, When we shall see whether the mend holds. For now,

she would shoo them all into the Blue Room and follow up with more

coffee armd poundcake, whenever Proxy shut up.

She thinks she is somebody, Proxy retaliated against the fidgets

of Meg's fork and spoon. Face it though, Prox, therefto have been
(A}

a time back in that thistle patch they're all from when she could have

had her pick of Hugh or Darius. So maybe she ise

H—
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”) DROP CAP Janus is the two-faced god, and while}!{tmd-e/could not have specifically

told you that, she knew all about the fickle behavior of his namesake month,
Snow and blow, clear away and then gray, with mocking icicle grins hung
this
on the Rondola's eaves-- was January for you. Every start of every
year of her life had taken place in such weather, Fort Peck weather, and
Bruce's talk of Louisiana and California notwithstanding, anywhere with
w eru—~"

a sunshire coast and water to be dived, she would not be surprised to
find herself still here when the next ice age came by. Although, she
did mention to herself in this mood, there were women who punched their
own tickets in life, got themselves to elsewhere; Proxy was wellﬁeled,
you could say that for her in more ways than one,

January, though, probably made even Proxy hole up on the houseboat,

Kate figurede Snuggle in there with Darius; breakfast, lunch, and dinmer

in bed, she wouldn't be surprised. Noontimes past, Bruce and herself

used to about beat down the door getting at each other, hadn't they.

Not so much any more. Jackie's presence in the shack, that of course
-

made a difference. But even on those occasions when Meg, bless her cactus

heart, kept Jackie a while extra, it wasn't a sure thing that Bruce would
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find his way home in time for an opportunity together. Kate wanted to be
fair to him on this score of settling down, so-called, in some parts of
life and not others. Bruce was always going to go around inviting lightning,
as Owen said about him., Yet he was a good enough father toward Jackie.
Better than that, actually. When he was around.

For now, all that I;(ate decided was to take January in sips, times
like this when meal business went slack and she could carry a cup of
coffee for herself over by the cafe's front windowe She rubbed the usual
spot in the window frost to see out again., Out there, the river, iced

ard white, the source of her Chri'}i)

Cam of samebody--lately it had been Jackie and her, both--tied to the
ferried wagon the way Grandmere Henriette had been. %ﬂéﬁ/didn‘t put
much credit in dreams. Didn't think she did, anyway. Nearer in view,

cut in a long channel pointing toward the Rondola, was the winter harbor,

Pe 6198 follows
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the dredges moored there. She remembered every detail of how her father,
late each year when the Missouri grew dangerous with ice, would skid the
flatbottomed ferry out onto the riverbank, drain the converted Fordson
tractor engine that powered its windlass, take down the bridle pully
from the long cable across the river, and begin to wait out winter,

All the harbors in the head,

4#;._____

B DROP CAP

here on the ridge above the Duff homestead. Winter had swept through

Neil climbed down from the truck into the snow, only ankle-deep

without murderous cold, at least to this point of early March, and after

testing the weather he decided he could work without his coat on.

Q\ow\ l
He\ta@&cross the ditch, his overshoes scrunching on the dry

snow, and went over to the white lump on the prairie. Owen and he had
taken care to pile the spilled lumber good and tight before they towed

the truck in to Glasgow last fall, and the stack looked intact, but

3 sizable b
\) even in this mild, open winter it had collscted a of snow and 80
,) Mards were bourd to be frozen to each other. The worst

was going to be how wet his gloves would get, mauling the boards out

\.) of the snow, but he had a ecupie—e?;;are old pairj;mnewhare under the



seat of the trucke
He'd had every intention of
: d 7in

but
Wwefm himself

stalling, giving in. At last he turned around and took the look he had

been dreading, down the lorng slope to the river amd the stand of trees

beyond the stark patch that had been the hamestead buildings.

-
[ he Wore dimestore fd_;rk glasses when he drove the truc 4-1’19 wag aware
3 . ~ J i > m
it 1 t\lt ke taking out insurance after the guillot had already

£ ,vq.(/ﬁ i o 3
)/ 1 your\h{ad of#‘*’ and now ‘he hesitantly reache up and took them off
for a fullest possipls 1&017[9.1'. the suddginfpi' gravé. bar where hs bad’

.<I'he. leaves, in the time since

he stared so desperately into them that eclipse dawn, had turned and

fallem and the cottomwoods stood bare and skeletal. My God, what if

' een
it'd happensd this time of year. T;%":ﬁng would still be crawling

71

5
in my-=~
umbled the flimsy dark glasses back on, the river valley

E \
~ - %
_— A i + \
o

L ‘r’! . & v. - l\y ,/ i
going the color of mossy watey’ through them. He knew he shouldn't let,
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4‘: He knew it was batty to resent the blind bad luck of being singled
out by the sun. That one unerasable moment here when all he'd done
was to glance up from the verge of the road in curiosity about the
out—of ~kilter sunrise, and bang: everything turned upside down amd a
bell of a repair bill on the trucke 42 happenstance he couldn 't have

over and ovels ,
done anything about, he'd told himelf}n!—)w But there

were times ever since then when he wanted to take a swing at somethinge
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't do anythirg about \}/out there were

resent\ a happenstance that he "coul
;’

RVSP yines See | i unerasable
times when ihe wan,d to ta&ns a swing t something. \Tbat one\jb:mtﬂ:r/
2 ’-;: : l; / f“' 8 ", 3 l\
moment “4n-<the%2uol here, when he 'd g].‘;mced wp from ebhe verge of the
e { ¢ :
\ e G i 4
road in curiosity sb the ot\t-of"kiltqr sunrise; ;j}mt when a guy
belisved he was gaiping :l.n the world, bang: _ :
f,,.,,,.f 4 a; and a hell of a rapair bill an the trucke /
\ ( ~
Proh A | shrotenedsthin-tife-wad, While Rosellen had chosen the exact same time

\t P GJOA to turn fierce about sticking with Fort Peck, instead of seeing about

M‘f Aj,u'fi- reacherous
oo life for themselves somewhere less ’ He couldn'’t put his finger

on it, why he and she couldn't seem to commect better on this one argumeni.)

hauling at the dam weren't going to last, so before awful long she was

was going to hawe to argue with the calendar as well as him about their

time to E0e

He discovered he was shivering, and turned and dived to work on
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the gentlest of stirrings. Come, this breeze laughed, help me

chase the grass and set the wildflowers to Jigging on their

stem legs.

Laughing along with it, Juanita and Gilbert next...

04 Nhn, what do they do next, old Nita and Gil, about whom I barely give

a hang? Ieaning back from her typewriter, Rosellen ran both hands
through her hair and checked on the sundial of spring she had been
watching out the Ad Building wimiow: a patch of sow, gone gray and
ugly, which clurg to the side of a coulee between the Corps townsite
and Wheeler, That snowbank dwindled markedly these April days, but

ke spring was coming more easily out there than it was on her pages. So,

) are stories going into hibernation on me? That's interesting. What

) would be the opposite, when warm weather-- She got out Know Your Antorymsi
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\
and there hibernation's reverse was,“\g.pgtivat‘ion: a state of dormancy ,
7

R { { 4 7
"
Q;Ltorpor I,during the, summer or periods of drought.L She had to chuckle,
7 7 7 =

That could explain a lot about Juanita's and Gilbert's reluctance to

show any life on the paper this noon hour, they were out there asstivating,

down-on-paper-somehow. She sorted thrmgb/p@ﬂ_w

bww
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to keep watch so that Owen didn't suddenly show up over her shoulder
wanting his dratted montihly dredging report and become curious about
what was in ber typewriter. She'd tried to get the report off her desk
and onto his, but Max Sangster was in with him and they were talking over
something about the dam hot and heavy. The clock wasn't doing her amny

favors either., Why was noon always the shortest howr?
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glazed
*Q*—‘Bustr-end daydreamy as a}oreehim/i‘igurine, Rosellen did not look

——

like someone with all of 1life on her desk., Yet there she sat? ,ébeaming

to know people's sensations, stories, the private roads of their lives,
Right now what she really wished she had the story of, knew how to tell, was
Neil rumming into the eclipse the way he had, But he was like a porcupins

about that ome topic. When she had tried to coax details out of him, he asked

right
he‘ﬁ'whether she wanted to kmow about it or just write about it.

Both. All, She was surprised he would even put the question like that.,

Neil, sugarboat, why won't you twrn loose of that eye episode? I know

it must have been awful for you at the time., But it didn't even leave

a sty, did it? He shook his head. Then why--? All he would say after

that was that she should stick to making stories upe

=
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Stickum wasn't the only ingredient, whatever Neil thoughte. %wnd/

had told her last fall that the famous photographer ate supper in the

Rondola every night with Gone With The Wind propped open in front of her,

That book was longer than the Bible, and a good deal more windy, despite
its titles Yet people read it until they almost passed out from the

. efforte Disgruntled--is there gruntled?--mﬁgosellen took a hard look

into her typewriter at Juanita and Gilbert and the laughing breeze, ard

pulled out the sheet of paper and crumpled it.
:}JP =
Time to move the circus. Owen as ringmaster, fillmaster, scarcely
DROP CAP

but that beehive of a
took time to breathe; his figure, thin as a ramww

head, seemed to be wherever anyone looked while twenty total miles of
dredgeline were being uncoupled in 123-foot sections of massive pipe and
hauled by an army of trucks to new strutworks waiting on the downstream

side of the dam. All four dredges, Owen's great white wagons of the

Missouri, were going to parade one final time through the river channel
between the halves of the dam and take ready positions, downstream, to

gnaw at the river's banks and bottom afresh. From here on out, all of the

dredging would happen downstream, because after the start of this summer the
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river would be plugged. No more channel, once the boulder-and-gravel
barrier was dumped into place at the upstream face. Even by Owen's
impatient standards, the mouth of the chammel there was already changing
in startling fashion--an 800-foot trestle, sudden forest of pilings

shooting up out of the water, was going into place in the gap between

the dam halves,

With this final trestle and its railroad track being highballed into

i

place, the damsite now from, say, famous-photographer altitude looked

like a model-railroad layout: the track vaulting the bottomland and
high pilings of the,

river on thelnew trestle and following the east bluff of the river

then
arourd to the downstream top of the dam crossing back over the

water on the steel truss bridge there. This oval was going to be
used relentlessly for closure of the river, trains steaming out onto
the trestle with barrier material amd exiting back across the truss
bridge, the go-round continuing with train after train until the river
no longer flowed. Owen and Sangster and the other engineers looked

forward to it like kids promised a train set for good behavior,

be done.
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o his head didn't spin with all there was to do, this beautiful

frantic spring. He felt_ almost as if he w

being flirted at by the

of soil across

e the river was shut off, he {11 into that huge waitd

‘?%et, as he prowled a&oag; pipelines

and booster stations amd dredges, he had the sensation of lsaving a

Fort Peck valley; )

neighborhood he loved, this upstream stretch of the river where the

earth had been made to flow into new form. For certain, he amd his

*Q\——milessani. tons of apparatus had changed the neighborhood no 1little bitg

.Dredging cuts lay around him like square flooded fields., Time, though,

the
Owen paused, to pull out his Eversharp agﬁﬁ'r;tebook. He had two
of them going now, one in each shirt pocket, for the day~by-day dredging
and for the big move downstream. He quirked a little smile at himself

as he made sure he had the right notebook. To readily tell them apart
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from hgre on, he wrote in crisp lead on the cover of the one for the

move :

Exodus,

Scmeone on high, whom he correctly suspected to be Owen, had taken

¥
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pity on Darius this past winter and instead of freezing half to death

at ice/zttirg, he had been merely chilled to the marrow every day

in a pour job down in the tunnel-gate shafts. Then and now, concrete

was being poured furiously, and to Darius's surprise, with hoisting cranss
going overhead and the operatic clamor of machinery and the odd crammies
of workspots down in the shaft forms and the way the silo-like walls

took gradual curvaceous form, the work reminded him of shipyard life

more than anything had yet at Fort Peck. Now that the weather was

momentarily so winsome, though, he lingered up top before going down
bullgang

with the other m the next batch of pours

"Duff, what the dickens they doing up there?" Rosocki called wp
out of the bottom of the shaft to him. "We been waiting forever on this
pour. Tell them to get their ass in gear, would you, so we can be out
of this gopher hole."

Darius peered around over his shoulder. Down the dam slope from

him and the shaft mouth, a driver of a cement truck had swung out onto
the running board to take a dublous look at the rise where he had to

back up. Darius watched the rear of the truck approaching as the driver
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revved it in reverse gear, but then the vehicle shuddered ahead, short

of the pouring hopper, before the driver could get the brakss on. The
Miliron

foreman\l’tbbotr{as on his way over, looking dire.

Darius reported into the shaft, "They're trying to teach the truck

marmers," then went down the ladder steps nailed to two-by-fours of the
the
shaftwall form wi‘b!i")&s'5 odd shambling grace that always made others stop

ard watch him A dery’ a scarecrow dancing ballet. As Darius touched
) Miliron
foot to the bottom of the shaft, he heard yell at the truck driver,

"We're behind on this pour! Damm it, get that thing up herel"

Darius chuckled and turned toward Rosocki and Cates to say something
about the universal tone of voice of foremen, Clydeside to Fort Peck.
As he did, a shadow fell over the three of them, instantly followed by

the sound of metal slammed into metal.

Rosocki and Cates squeezed themselves against the side of the
shaft as if papering themselves to it, Darius flinging himself into

their clutching arms. The pouring hopper, struck by the Mda?/t‘ruck,

plunged into the shaft Mh a grating roare.

rash
The 4 deafened them for a moment, then the stunned three
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stared at the shaftwall. The hopper as it plummeted had scraped down
the wall, breaking like matchsticks every step of the two-by-four ladder
Darius had just shimmied down.

"God Almighty had his hamd on your shoulder that time, Duff,"
Rosocki said shgkily.

Darivus said absolutely nothing. Even after an extension ladder
was brought and he and Cates and Rosocki climbed out to the scared
apologies of the truckdriver and the grudging commendation of the foreman

for not getting themselves killed, Darius still did not have a word

to say.
That night, someone lodged a wrench in the gearteeth of the project's

biggest hoisting crame, crippling ite

By the tens of tons, rock was flowing onto the dam now. Trainloads

of quarry stone were being brought in from two hours away, at Snake

Butte~--as the name promised, rattlesnakes accompanied the cargoes of

boulders, and caused everybody at Fort Peck te think more carefully

-
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about where they stepped--and then the loads were discharged on the

slope at the west end of the dam, where heavy equipment was beginning
to place all this rock to form riprap, the breakwater-like artificial
shore which would withstand the waves of Fort Peck Lake when the dam

filled,

Bruce wished rock had never been invented. All spring, he had

been diving to the footings of the new trestle, which straddled the

river at the upstream face of the dam and in effect was going to be the

haul road for the mountain of rock as riprap was emplaced on the full

four-mile width of the dam. I% was the middle of May now. The dammed=_ .
engineers, Owen very much included, demanded that the trestle be done

by the start of June so that they could run their rock trains across it

to the eastern half of the dam; then by the end of June, they wanted to

be able to stand trains on top of the trestle and merrily dump boulders
and gravel over the side until they had the river pluggede All well

and good and dandy-fine for the engineers, it seemed to Bruce; for

him, it meant underwater handling of braces and bolting in the hardest

part of the river, the heart of the current. Unlike Sangster's
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truss bridge at the downstream end of the channel, an elegant cat's-tradle
that 3
of steel girders suspended itself across the river, the trestle

e
walked through the river on stilts) and every one of th l EI

actually thick wooden pilings ,@: braceecif:.catiors that made Bruce
sweat beads of his soul, If he messed up, went woozy from the berds
and forgot to bolt down one end of a braceplate, then when the weight
of a sitting trainload of rock came onto--he didn't want to think about
it, ard couldn't get it off his mind,

Up throwgh the water, aloft in the strutwark of the trestle, Neil

had been called in as brace monkey. Swaying over the river on a
ha. the

safety belt- e [ swore he could feel\g/tl;rmn of the current, hum-of—<—

h /
the Hissouri;:Lg the wood of the pilings--he didn't like the looksef”

channe
the [trestle project any better than Bruce did,

Floodwater, they both gladly could have done withoute

‘-H;'.__——_
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In that pleassntest spring, the water traditionally trickling down

rock faces and soft coulees began to swell as the snowpack in the Rocky

Mountains turned to mush. Down a 50,000-square-mile slab of the continent
the trickles began to feed the creeks, Blackta:Li and Newlin and English
and Cut Bank and Hound and Cow and some hundreds of others that were

the capillaries of the vast geography of drainage from Bozeman to

St. Louis. One by one the myriad creeks began to 1lift the rivers,

the basic trio of Gallatin, Madison, and Jefferson in their collecting-
basin valleys of southnost‘l{ontana; then, beyond where those three formed

into the headwaters of the Missouri, north across six hundred miles,

other river after other river}began to !muscularly!contribute high water,

the Dearborn, the Smith, the Sun, the Teton, the Marias, the Judith,
the Musselshell, By the time the water reached Fort Peck, several hundred

brimming creeks and ten enlarged rivers were rumning as onee.

Great, :)usf sonofabitching greate The one spring when we could use

2 little cooperation from the river, it's running twice as much water

as it did other springs. Where does it even get it all from, the Colonel

and the Major peeing their pants about the schedule? Sangster is going
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conniptions

to have lttens 1f they have to shut down on bracing that trestle.
/1

I'm going to have something myself if all this sets back the plug date.

Where the hell am I supposed to put fill by then if the channel isn't--

"Eh, Owen. A minute of your time?"

Hugh had headed him of f before he could reach the govermment

pickup amd start for the briefing at the trestle. "Dad," he acknowledged,

trying to think why his father wasn't over at the dredgeline poking treps.

clogged
Christ, was the dredgeline ? Had the 01d Man and Birdie let--

Cn "There's a job I want on," said his father, just like that.

At long wonderful last. Owen tried not to spoil this by looking

too pleased, "Well, sure, goode Anythmg short of my own, just name
it."

"Snakecatcher."

"Sn--? Are you out of your pickled mind 7"

"Not pickled any more, remember?"

But what's the difference, if you're going to behave like this.

Owen warked his mouth without saying anything, trying to study his

father afresh. Now that Hugh had turned dry, he went around with
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the willed aplomb of a firewalker. But, thought Owen, refurbished dignity

or rectitude or whatever the blazes it was didn't particularly qualify
@@/‘
him for-- "Dad, listen. Since when do you know anything about handling Snakes?"
Unfazed, Hugh told him:
"My idea of it is, it would give a man something to<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>