
I 
I 

,. 

fr~ from his horse perch. 

"What • s you:r button number?" 

n 
"A=-1, 11 joked Bruce, still jaunty. 

-._/ 

Grilmlade leaned d<Mn in bis saddle an:l inspected Bruce numericaJ.11'. 

-
"The point of this whole sbitaree is to give you gu,s jobs, not frr ,-au 

to figure out ways to break your mck. Arry- more antics like riding stumps, 

~ 
Little Mister 57 Ditferent Varietiesl.\~am you're going to 

:) 

draw your walking papers instead." 

Ott rode Grimwade, and now the rest ot t he crew razzed Bruce 

to make histor.r as the !irst man ti.red from Fort_ Peck. Bruce's f'ace 

burned as be marched behind the skidding stumps. He watched his chance. 

At noon, when Grlmwade tied the reins of bis horse to the bumper of a 

crew truck and ducked in1'o the cook tent for lune h, Bruce slipped over, 

took the lariat off the saddle and slWJg it on his shoulder, then quick:cy-

uncinched the saddle and lifted it arr the horse. He had singled out 

an especial.ly tall yo~ sapling, poking out of a thick tangle of willows, 

am ploughed bis way through the brush carr.r1ng the saddle. When he 



( 

l. 

it 
reached~~ he formed a dab loop in the lariat and on b:1.s 

upward toss caught the t.op of t!E sapling. Drawing the ~e OV"er 

in a bewlike bend as far as he could, Bruce knelt on the saddle while 

he knotted the taut lariat in through the hole beneath the saddlehorn. 

-;-~he . care£ully got off the saddJ.e while holding d~n the rope and 
, / .... ::. 

tree~ Jhen jumped back arxl let them all fly, the sapling springing back 
) 

into place and catapult~ the sadd1e up with it, like a fish on a line. 

Gri.nlwade 1 s saddle swayed there a satisfying twenty feet in the air amid 

the jungle of brtEh. 

() 

After being fired, Bruce barely hai his half:.day's wages in his .._.. 

pocket before Owen collared him. 

11 I hear you treed Grinllade 's saddle for him." 

Bruce couldn't help gr~, but changed his face when he saw Owen's. 

11 He had it coming, Ownie. He jumped on m for no real reason at all, 

so iG 
M 

r 
Owen hit him. abave his left ear, an open~ded swat but enough 

C/" 

of a clout to rattle Bruce's brainbox. 

r-\ 

"Heyl Wha t1-L" Bruce's ~ul.se to hit back wrinkled away un:ier 
ff} 
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Owen• s forthright grab and twi.s t of the throat o£ his shirt. In theory 

0 
Bruce kne·w he was tDo grm·m.'=up to be cut'.fed around like an errant bear 

\_.... 

cub, but Owen was doing just that. 

"'lbi.s isn •t tiddlywinks," Owen growxi out. aWhat the hell do ym 

think you 1 re goi.ni to do if' you can't hang 
his ~ther's 

tightened the twist ~apple 
('..._ 

~a job here? Hmmh?" Hee
in rei tera ti.on. "What ?11 

"I -" Bruce realized he had not thought quite that far ahead yet • 
. W\ 

"That's right, duckbutt, you don 1t have any least idea, do you. 

Yet you figure you can toss away a paying job far the sake o£ some joke? 

There's unemployed guys every damn inch of this coantr.,. right now, · and 

. 0 
it 1s about five minutes until winter Will be here~hat 1d you think 

. t'f\ 

you 1d do then, hunt with the snow snakes? You better get yourself go~ 

here, kid." 

abruptly released the shirtfront and Bruce coughed for air. 

"'nlis once," Owen told him, "I'm going to save your hide. I had 

bmnmer 
to tallc like a good fellal to do it, but I lmxled you on tbe~ang 

Neil ~ 

wit~ I! ;you mess that ap*" 
Owen lett th! ii' danglillg, which he hoped wu1d leave Br\x: e at tbs 



. ; ~ his Clim imagination. 

\.!_) At the ~Di oi lthat day, Hugh sti£ny eased himself' daln the cellar 

steps in Glasgow. He sat d<:Mn heavily. Next, Meg kmw, he was going 

to sigb. like a ptmctured philosopher, and he elide 

"My hip pockets are dragg~ out my tracks. By God, Meg, if I 

never meet up with an axe again in fI't1' life, that'll be soon Elloo.gh." 

"You '11 toughen in, 11 she said, although sbe hati started wondering 

. Hugh 
whether he would. No, never miixl whether. ')i'had to. 

He stared around the basement, the coal bin and furna:e at one end 

and the shelves or garden c~ at the other. The ma:idle of sagg:l.Dg 

~ bed am rickety chairs, in between, which amounted to their rented 

"\~ 
room.Y 

CJ 
"I almost can't believei -" he murmured, than blinked as if coming 

W\ 

ta. He turned toward Meg. "Enough about fI't1' day at the races. Did 

you shON' that cook how to cook?" 

?9 

=If 
DROP CAP Suggest tell h.iJll POOOP, Owen scr&led in the margin o£ a contractor's 

amvoida~e 

letter which cited innumerable reasons why a delay was~ that 

ri 
particular contracted~for portion of the dam project, and routed it back 

i._... 



; 

~---- . - . 

80 

~he / (1 ~~ ~ .. , ' 
to 4jer San'Me '1J( gl.ass- aneled corner off'iceA" called 'f"'the cage.'~ 

/' v 
~ . ~te__y 

Owen did not . really expect \mf squishy little Majo~r--also knaln as 

" \' .. 
'flthe marshmallow in the cage, V"" to tell the contractor, Piss I r Get arr 

(" C1..f_ e, \.-W"' 
~ Pane1tonv 

the Pot. But as chief' of' operations um.er ~ Col~ho had never 

seen a schedule that was not sacred, the jor was sooner or later 

(I 

go~ to have to tell the foot=dragging contractor sanething along that 
\...,/ 

line, Owen figured. 

Or was that, as the~jor periodically accused OWen ani Sangster 

0, \'I- '~ 
and the other non..!.Corps engineers of', lcivilian logic.Y 

N 

Owen stretched at his desk. Atop his heaped m box the next sheet 

of paper began: 

4' Fram: Division Engineer, Missouri River Division! Kansas City, ~ 

Missouri. 

Subject: Construction of Fort Peck Dam on the Missouri River. 

1. Under separate cover are being forwarded ten copies of 

operation· plans pursuant to this topic. 

Owen puffed out his cheeks and tried to uncross his ej'eS from the 

r 
Corps:.ese • . v 
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2. Dredging operations will be executed with a view o£ making & 

-·-
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the closure of the dam beginning 1 August, 1937 • 

Yeah, well. No kidding. Here we thought we were supposed to drop 

FDR'S hundred million dollars directg into the river. 

3. Dredging operations in the interim Will entail a gross 

yardage of suitable material in the upstream borrow pits 

totaling 8u,9001000 cu. yards and in the downstream borrow pits 

38,800,000 yards; or a grand total or 123 J 700,000 cu. yards._ 

Jesus fiddling Christ. Look at thati Actual numbers! What •s got 

into them back there in Kay Cee? They aren 1t just woofing, now. 

Owen did sons rapid figuring, working out tbs monthly- average or 

dredging it would take to add up to that total, allowing r or 2 

of the fill material, winter shutd~ and so on. He looked for a while 

at bis result. It was a lot. It was more than plenty. But he let 

himself dream ahead to his dredges am their output _ of fill, .flying 

through the air like mucky magic. 

First, though, Durr, back to the heavy lifting. 

He picked up the next piece of paperwork. 
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/ 

Hugh had waited as long as he could starxi to ea ta'S'{ a total week. 

By now he utterly bad to drop by the cookhouse a1'Xi make sure this JNia 
was as much of an old maid as Meg ·advertised him to be. 

e... 
The cook (btg bruiser J damp near an ~~ across, , there in bac~ 

-- . \ ' '° < ' \ \ ' ' ·· · .,_ · · loomed 

of,those .,should~rs, Hugh uneasily estimated)~ kitchen count.er 

" fussing with whatever cooks fuss with, neamhils semi: histllng a set of 

soands lfhich registered on Hugh as yoo hoo hootioo; .. ; HOO HOO HOO. Meg, E-
though, was nowhere in sight. 

"Hello then," Hugh announced in through the doorwa7. He went as if 

to put a foot in the kitchen. Jffia stared down at it, ani Hagh 

withdrew the foot. 

"Help 7ou?" J~la husked. 

~ 
"I •m, eh-LH..rgaret Dutt 's 'frf3' better halt. Came by to, ubm, walk 

tf\ 

her home." 

him 
"The mister are you." J ... ~la gave~an inch of nod, as if 

L ~ I I I , i'" "'1°' ~ Cl 

he had been expecting this ndstortune, then reached behind himself to 

the counter and with a lightning move was thrusting somethi~ at Hagh's 

midsection. 
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Hugh was glad he bad stood his grouni when he realized what was 
; 

aimed at his middle was a platter of deviled eggs. He reached and took 

one between his thumb ancfforefi.nger, Ja.Naia•s baggy flaming face 

banging over him. 

~"·~ohb," Hugh mumbled as he ate the filled egg. It was actually 

r" 

leagues better than good, it was mouth atering~ delectable, it was 
'-"" 

0 
supreme art in deviled- gg form. 

J~ala nodded two inches this time. 

gawked · 
Hug¥around the kitchen as if Meg might be on top of one 

of the cupboards. "Guess I missed her?" 

"That's what you did," Jap/aia conclad.ed, presenting that expame 

of back and shoulders again. 

The Fort Peck Dam project kapt growing so tast that its myths 

(I 

couldn 1t kaep up with it. The original seventyc;.ve men, the Octoberists 

who had set to work with axes am pulasld.s aai saws, peeked arourn in 

the brush at the eni of two weeks and thought, · holy Pete, there must be _,. --
three ar four times as many of us in here whaling away at this stuff; 

there actually were five hundred in the bottml.ani workf'orce by ttBn. 
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By the eni of November when they went arourJi boasting that several 

hundred ot them were letting daylight into the Fort Peck thicket, the 

thousarxlth man was being handed a job brass. 

By then, the farms were being burned. 

·- r 
On each of the ·brush:Clearing crews you could pick out the bottomland 

~ 

honyockers, the al!alf'a~seed farmers an:1 those who had held small riverbank 
"""""' 

ranches, by their petrified minute of staring upward as the 

0 
black geyser of smoke rose from the kerosene':soaked houses, barns, am 

'-"" 
('o 

sheds. Each time, Hugh hoped that it was the farm of that hiredE9ut 

mouthpiece Siderius. -7> 
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("'i 
The forenoon when the stepped- oot barn next to the white line ._.... 

of t~ dam axis want up in crisp flames, Brtx:e poked into sight at Hugh •s 

patch of brush am gave him a single rueful shake of the head. A moment 

la tar, Neil appeared ani did the same. 

Hugh attacked his work a.gain as the boys each went back to theirs. 

f "If we keep at it, the wages will pile up, 11 Meg had maintained to him 

in their latest go'lrourrl. "It's a chance." 
\......-"' 

"So was th3 damned f a.nn," Hugh had retorted. And he 1 d had it on 

the tip of his tongue to add: So was English Creek before that. So was 

Inverlq 
)r~ack before that. Anciently fought am lost, by all concerned. 

Wouldn't you think, Hugh brooded, that a man and a woman oould at least 

agree on the grcurxi un:ier their feet? 

''Margaret, I 111 do this. I'd paint the private parts of monkeys 

if it meant a wage. But don't ask ma to blind m;yself' to what we •re at, 

(') r r-i 
here. Thia pidclly work~by:=the-=bour, this coal .bin we have to live in, 

~ 
this is all forced on us by--" 

W> 
r-'\ 

11 -Lthe weight o£ circumstances, 11 Meg clipped in. "Hugh, I don't 
W\ 

even care what is to blame, a:a:r more. I oncy- want some thing promising 
~ 



L 

for us from he re on. If that has. to start with an axe am a spoon, 

then le t 's • " 

Disgusted that he had let her have that last word, Hugh kept to 

\~hicket, which might keep him chopping t~ eternit~ 

him.self aDi smashed away at the ~et gt CM bft,r"" 

~ ' 

A new man, scrawn;y everywhere except for a notable ha.wk,nose, 
\:/"' 

and whose clothes didn't look even warm enoo.gh to work in, sidled over 

~ckers me ouy. to h:im.. "Don't take this wrong, but itkes BIS 'ire to watch you. 11 

11 Eh?11 Hugh needed a moment to fathom the f'irst Oklahana accent 

he had ever heard. He stood up as erect as bis canplaining back w0t1ld 

I . 
allow him, his axe still in tam. "We re being paid to work. Consequently, 

I'm working." 

"You go at it the long wrq around, 11 the other DBn ~ 

high drawl. 

"Hister, I have chopped more ungod~ dam wood than you have 
l L '" I l 

~ 
ever laid eyes on, so ck>n 1 t be giving meL 11 

M 

The scrawny- visitor reached over to the sapling next to Hugh ani 

~!;astauy 
with one haDi bent the small a lazy swipe of the axe 

in his other han:i, severed the trunk. He gave H~h a glance, shrugged, 
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-. 

and started to turn away. 

"Wait 11 Hugh _called. "Wait, wait. 11 __ , 
He considered tt2 cleanly sliced shaft of sapling. By comparison 

0---
! 

his array of stumps 6:remrl tdm'
1

looked like an assault by beavers. 

"Maybe, 11 Hugh suggested, "you could show me the do~ of that?" 

Thereafter Hugh worked devastation on his area or thicket, once 

Birdie Hinch had taught him the knack of bending a sapling into tension 

am then givillg it a clip with the axe. The gossip mill promptly 

provided ~ derivation or Hinch' s nickname: arrest am conviction 

tor stealing chickens. ("Buggers think they're fUllD1'," Birdie drawled 

withoat rancor. "Just because a man draws a littls hoosegow tiM9 ror 

trying to f'eed himself'.u) Hugh also discerned that, aside f'rom Birdie's 

lmack with an axe and possibly with poultry, he was an absolute fiub 

at anything requiring manual dexterity. Birdie could barely work 

the cork in am out of the water bag. Hugh woniered about Birdie Hinch 1 s 

prospects at Fort Peck once t~y were done slaughtering timber. For 

that mtter, Hugh won:iered about Hugh Duff's• 

At quitt~ time, and Birdie trudged t~ ether 1x> the crew 
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truck. They met op with Neil am Bruce, both full of oounce • 

When Hugh introduced Birdie, the hadaiosed man peered at the 

· ~ 
younger Du.rf s ~ 

n Be you twins, or brothers?" 

'!'he··. ptir wrinklsd their noses 

a mirror, then laughed. 

Neil was the one who said, "We •re guilty on botb. counts." 

Two more sons at once, before noon on a bright September day in 

1914, had multiplied Hugh Duff bey'om any prior estimate of himself'. 

Giddy with pride, be carried the Win bun:lles around the kitchen 

table as if' he coul.dn 1t wait to start these dazzlers going on the world. 

Father of three, jmt like that. His own father, blusterbax though he 

was, had only mnaged two; am Hugh's younger brother Darius back in 

~.._11.C!M to shor. \hi\~~~~/ \be ncme ") sc~ _.,. 
Scotlarli ~even n-e ~ (At leas tar r lttmf7*be ~rn111Mrei 

('"\ 

t had /n8'19r!married.) No, this was fami.~:fouming with no doubt about it, 
'--"" 

(."'\ 

Hugh Durr! tyle, Missouri River (style, he and his would fill this vall91' 

before they were done, work this fresh Nile to a perfection. It dizzied 

r> 
him, the complete turnaround from only a i"n years ago: this altalt' -:.seed 

fam, sons in triplicate nCM, axxl Meg there in the bedroom having come 
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through the birthings fine, a bit peaked but ~ne. 

One of thi!!t babies began to squall·, an::l that set off the other one. 

Hugh hooted with pleasure at the duet. Out of the bedroom swooped the 

midwife Mrs. Austin, chiding him with a sca1l. Before yielding the 

treasures 

singers?" 

"Can't sa:y." This was the point of the September baby season where 

she always got disgusted, blaming men ani December wren they didn't have 

enough to do outdoors. 11 ! lost track, which one came first." 

• "But that's frightful, Mrs. Austin," Hugh haJ.r pulled away from 

her in mock reproach, bun:lle of noise still held in the crook of each 

ha. 
am. "How will we ever know, then," ~eeked from one to the other 

with delicious exaggeration, "which-~ cal.1 Pete and which ~eat?n 
hA.. 

For s~thing else to-do,~tarted ~ard the bedroom to look 

""' in on Meg again, t b!n· remembered. He swung arouni, out onto tm porch, 
'-' 

and called: 

"Owen! Come seel Something in here:: tor you1" 
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After a moment the boy materialized f'rom the mouth of the coulee 

west of the house~rt. Even across this distance, 

~ 

h011ever, Hugh could see he was pinched with li0rl7• ~~ti~gentl.y 
·-'" he / 

for the boy to come to the house,~ hurried back in to pluck the twins 
;(_ . 

away from Mrs. Austin again. He did not know quite everything about 

this multiple fathering yet, bu.t ha was determined to be the one to show 

Owen the amazing little brothers. 

Mrs. Austin was clatter~ at the cookstove and his father was 

~ 
sitt~ in the armchair gently' bounc~ a wrapped: up baby in eax:h ann 

. i..._;; 

wh9n Owen slipped in from outside. Twol Nobody had warned lWn there 

would be this maey! 

, A pai~ 
"Brothers for you, Ownie. ~or th! cost of om, what do you 

think of tbat ?" 

The boy considered the newcomers. He drew enough breath for honesty, 

then told it out: 

"They look like mice." 

"Eh?" With Mrs. Austin in the same mom, Hugh chose to mishear. 

"Yes, they do look nice, don 1 t they. Best babies ever. Why- don 't you 
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trot on in an:i tell your mother you think so • 11 

In the bed·, his mother looked tired, tireder even than a.f ter washda:y, 

an:i slE turned her head ta.rard him as if' even that was a lat of work. 

"Ownie, did you see your brothers?" 

His worried "Yes, Mama 11 was barely above a whisper. 

She whispered back as if it was just their secret: 11Aren 1 t t tEy 

funny little monkeybunnie s ?" 

Owen 1 s heart raced wi. th relief. <S; knew J) Now he wou ldn 't need 
~ 

to point out to her, as he 'c tried to with bis father, these babies' 

p 
('°" 

er, squinc~, general ballsd~up helpless kind of look. His 
"--'"' 

mother lalew they were an awful disappointment, why had he ever been 

afraid she wouldn't? 

"Ownie, they '11 take some getting used to," bis motti er kept in a 

whisper. 

He certainly didn 1t doubt that. "Uh huh." 

11 Somet1Jnes thSy 111 be a real handf'ul for DB," she whispered on. 

"You knCJf there are times when your daddy has to be gom. That's when 

I'll need you £ to be my' help, with yrm:r brothers. Will you do that 
. W) 
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for me?" 

In the ki. tchen, Mrs. Austin walloped some food onto a plate for 

Hugh, ~17 to get him fed alli out from wxie~oot in 
\..,/ 

/" 

c,/ 
the house1 so that sbe could pat the situation of the new mother and 

twu:i b~bies into place. To look at h:im, you would think Hugh Du:r.r had 

in town 
just invented parenthood. Yet she ha:i seen thi~ as a sk'link _) 

~~ 
en 'b he s tx ee b ot)m!S • l~ not a month ago • Whi.c h- meant that his pregnant 

wife and the little ooy Owen were here hane by themselves while he was 

~ gett~ himself soused. True, · at the time he bad been at bis 

~on loading his groceries with the concentration o:C a 

gave him no marks for heading hane while it was still daylight; if 

he hadn 1 t he would be a brute on top of being a spree hourn. 

Her civility was in short supply, then, when she observed to Hugh 

that twins were no simple newconm-s to a haisehold. "The mother can't 

help but feel dom in, for a while. I can serxi our girl Cora to help 

mind the babies am their brother soma afternoons. I 1d think your wife 

would like that • " 
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Hugh : "' 
~ounded on her so quickly it scared he~a-lit'bli9 • ltll eele'ElPatioA.Jl--

"You 're a doubly adequate midwife, Mrs. Austin," he told her softly. 

"But you don 1t kn.CM thi~ one about Margaret Duff•" @ 
Neither of t~m was ever able to pass up a mirror. And neither 

wanted to see any twin exactness refiacted back. 

Hugh am Meg Duff's double helping of sons were not identicals, 

that was never the question. Naturally they'd bad all the mysterious 

pacts that twins start out with. As toddlers, Bruce and Neil, Neil and 

Bruce, prattled away in their private language for everything from the 

spoon in t~ir mush to petting the dog. As growing boys, they were 

possessed of that spooky knack of al.ways knating what the other one was 

up to, even when out or sight. (Owen sonetimes speculated whether they 

navigated off each otb!r like bats in the dark.) But by- something like 

instantaneous mutual decision, at about thirteen they'd had enough of 

being a matched set. (Their father, they already lalew, was eternally" 

~ going to see them that way, as two halves of the one thinghhis~workhorse 

~~~y;; ~ Their mother, they equally sensed, could always catch thsn at c: 82A foll:]~ 
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their differences before they themselves could.) Bruce let the world 

know so by- his war. paint. Neil came out of the wallpaper at you. 

The truth of the looking glass, though: there was no total cure 

-- ~C ed 
for being twins. At Fort Peck they still habitually iil•ti ;,) t~und 

... - 0 . 
with each other ai'ter-=-hours, to see what that might provoke; while at .._,,, 

the same time you could not have paid than enough o'f a wage to make 

them work side by side. By keeping some distance between them on the 

0, 
job, they at least could avoid the name m:lx~s. Neil and Bruce, Bruce 

. Cicy 
and Neil., grudgin~ aeeept,{that they shared a resemblance~ but for 

the life or them they' didn 1 t see how 8J110n& could think either of them 

was the other. 

(i"\ ~ 
Winter came early to Fort Peek that year M here,.\ .,hose who claimed 

r;J 
it did every yearL and, at least to the Dutfs, telt oddly welcome. 

fv\ 
f"r 

Birdie Hinch aDi other out =of':ataters tor whmn this was tbt first 
\,.,.. 

Montana winter thought it was cold when the temperature sank to zero or 

so, and tlw)fontanans lJlughed at tham ani~~t this was an open 
no three:day blizzards, . 

winter, next thing tO shirtsleeve weather. Maybe so, but the route from 

Glasgow to the dam site, dim. excuse for a road in 8J17 season, now had 
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0 
ample windshield':high snowdrifts to create work for squadrons ot shovelers 

"-"' 

(Bruce among tbem, ~ although Neil had been picked as a carpenter's helper 
;t 

in the setting- up of the boatyard), Teams of horses were called into 
/ 

use to pull out stuck trucks (briefly giving Hugh sam thing he cmld 

hatldle the reins of) and to draw haysleds carrying massive constrnction 

timbers, apparitions in harness tr\Xigil'lg their load across snowy prairie 

to this most modern of dam sites. In Glasgow, though, winter waa simply 

the white calemar outside tbe win:iOW's while of'ficework kept on f'uriousl.1' 

as ever (Owen, ~ted with blaeprin~cilications, ~ 
-?> 
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Sti 
~ 

1;elaxm1ce"'i would have told you it blizzarded inside all that winter~ 
r r _n_f_.,_ 

as did the round:;~e~lock feeding (J~, Meg was pretty sure, had 

actually smacked his lips after tasting one of her dozens of batches of 

dough far cookhouse Christmas coolci.es) ani other necessities to keep up 

with the Fert Peck project •s constant spasms of growth. 

r-1 
Eight5 hirty, Saturday morning, December 23rd, Charlene worked the 

pair of nightlock keys t.o let herself in the big double doors of Cunningham 1s. 

A nice fresh inch of damp doughy snCM squelked beneath her overshoes; on 

that entire block of Main, about a good sna1ball fight •s worth. Just 

enough tD pretty tbe street, put a holiday cap of white on dCllll tDm Bozeman. 

though r.:' 
She hoped,'Fts1_0 , that the man sleep~ it off behind the steering wheel 

of the maidy Ford coupe '{doubtless one of the hick bachelor ranchers from 

the gumbo coantr.r arou:nd Maud.low, her Toston prejudice said) parked at 

the curb hadn't frozen to death d ur~ the night • Probably" not; the 

coupe •s windows were merely fogged up, not iced over; serve him right if 

he had, though. 

rJ 

She ·went on into the department store and turned on a side=aisle v 

bank of lights, so she could see her way up to the cloakroan. While she 
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still had her coat an:l scarf anf overshoes on, she real.ly ought to go 

back out and wake up the swackecGout sleeper in the car, she knew. She 
~ 

considered lea~ him for one of the yoo.nger salesgirls, Aggie or Wilma, 

C' 
when they came in at nine. Tell them there was a readrde lx>~iem 

wait~ fQ.r them outside, just needed a little tttawing out. Oh sure, 

em if the snoozehound froze stiff in tbe lll!lant:!Jlel Ii Charlene giggled J 

r~ 
o~ in any other part or h:llnse ... 

store 
As she opened ~rand stepped back out ·onto the sna.17 sidewalk, 

the window of the coupe rolled daln mi Charlene Dutr realized sb.e was 

loolclng at another Duff. 

(,\ 
"Bru-Neill Isn't it2l" Sbe crossed the si.dewal.k while tbs breath 

"' 
of her words still hung in the air. 

"Yeah, hi, Charlene." He accomplished tba feat of' yawn:lng am 

~ 
aDi.dn 1 t knar just where 70u : 11 ved, so I-". · 

VY} 

<Manl The world fell arouni her-. . Owen had drawn Christms d~ 

__::7 :Jan his Job) but was c~ng down next weekend to spend New Year 1s with he71> 

Something had haPPened~ ·-~ ~ 
~t -new ha 'd bee:a tbe iriic tim of wba'b v;· Sanething so aful -+ittell they couldn 1 t 
I\ 

~ 
resort · to a telegram, had to se?Xl a member of the ilnmedia tel... Charlene 

VY) 



c 

( 

SS 00 -.......... . 

¥ 
stared, glared, at Neil. She Tltl'lt' umerstood why olden peoples killed 

,...., 
messe~ers who showed up w i th bad news. 

'-

11 0wEll 1s good," Neil recited, still a little sleepily. 

when I left yesterday f'orenoon." 

"Or was , 

"Tben what -why're you--" Charlene knew that hEr mouth was hanging 

open, arxl when other people did that sm askad them if they were catching 

f:'\ 
flies • . "Neil, tell me what your being herel -what this is about•" 

W\ 

11 Came to see if I could take you up north. 11 

Charlene •s silence seemed to fill the street. Nail fidgeted beh:lni 

the steering wheel. 

"I figured I'd give Own:i.e a lcln:i or a Christmas present," he said, 

sudd~. s~. "That 1 s . U ~yaa. like tla ide'} too•" 

She~ immediate~ what Neil hai put into th:l.s. 

_),~US"tt eae ih Talking sa11eb~ into worlc1ng a double shi£t to cover for 

- ~ the dam~ / 
him rm dau ob.,) having to pay it back later. Borrowing sanebody else's 

car; probably tha~ would need to be paid off', too, with extra work. Then 

wackier 
coming all this ~' presenting himself' on her doorstep. Eve~ 

on the department store •s doorstep. 



99 

"There's one thing, though." Neil seenEd reluctant to sq it. 

"I drOV'e all of yesterday an:i most ar last night getti~ here. U I 

play out, can you drive some?" 

This was dopey. To the utmost. Owen •s kid brother needed 1U:3 head 

examiDed~ breezing in here to cart her off to Gl.a.sgow am. Fort Peck as 

~ 
if 

t(\ ~ 
\ 
I 

Charlene brolrn off ta.at thoaghh lfheA sb«!f heard hersel! s~~, 

" I can drive lots." 

"So, do you mini?" she whispered, her f~ertip playing at his 

earlobe. 

"I sure as hell do," he murmured. 11 '1'bis having to ~ep the noise 

down cramps a person's style. Hotel roans might as well not even have 

walls." 

"I mant If'I3' showing up. Out of nowhere •11 

,.... 
"Out from umer Neil's hat, more like. That goddamn mil.k:Calf kid 

~ 

anyway." Owen laughed, Charlene joining in, the bed shaking. "What did 

you think, when he hung his face out that car wirxiow at you?" 

(,'-. 
"I thought he was crazy. Sweet, but crazyL n 

N\ 
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"Huh uh. You want crazy, that's Bruce." 

~ 
11 --atxi then I thought, maybe he has somethi~ there." 

"Sweet, huh? That the kind of guy you go for?" 

"I go for Bozemaniacs, you may have noticed." 

~ 

"I-did notice something of that sort." In the semi ark, Owen •s 
v 

hand had started up again, doing om of the things sl'a liked done. "But 

~ 
that was way last night, am this 's this morn n 

rY\ 

A starm of coughing armounced that th3 occupant of the room mxt 

door had come awake. 

Tbe7 went still, t~ U> hold in tb:tir laughter. Owen nudged 

(' •s bare ht with his own. 
11 Go sell that guy a box of cough drops, wh7 don't you." 

1f 
"Oh, sure, !!!.• ADi what if' he wants a slide rule, Mister Smartie 

Ownie, where would that leave you?" 

on 
11Nevar mird~ tbe cough drops. I'll go next door and P8'Y' h:1m 

not to cough." 

They talked on in low tones, catc~ up on having each other 

1 Char:i-ne felt as though she had sonehow kidnapped so mar, so avail.ab e. .J-C 

herself, dared to take herself away into another custody, Owen's, Owen's 
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( 
'""' 

aul her IMl• The car trip had bean more t~ra .a.a, -• 9ha:n :;:;--

--... ···-

.cutting catercorner across Montana far a hurried Christmas with a husbani. 

More like the world's longest free taxi ride, near endless but exhilarating. 

Neil had driven like a person newly back from blind. Like most farm 

kids, he could banil.e a steering wheel and sti.11 be seeing arr in a 

dozen directions o Sha would have bet that his gaze bad registered every 

butte, mountain, coulee, fencepost, and jackrabbit between Bozeman azxi 

GlasgCM. While she conjured the only direction that interested her 

( one whit, ahead, a.rd sneaked peeks at Neil to make sure bis eyelids 

c were still up. In profile he looked startlingl;r like Owen at the age 

when she bad met b:iJn am fallen for b:1m like nobody •s business, but in 

Nail 
the ru!Xt momentywould gawk om way or another and all she a>uld read 

"!'l:..& .·~ -

hiJI ~ ~ rrr M 
on ~was w=e~t behind the e=a:.r"B. But so what, i~had had no 
~~· '-"- "-"I....-"' ~r-

notion ot hCll thoroug~ he was fetchir.g her to Owen, to Glasgow sue h 

as it was. Every minute that Neil's borrowed coupe had scooted north, 

sbe bid been that · much farther alo~ in aban:ioning lonely. For Chris1znas, 

Charlene was giving herself' Owen. 

' "Nobody has aey real place to be," he was la~ out the Duffs ' holiday 
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situation to her, "right nCJl. 11 Including us, he thought. Sangster had 

nobly vacated his share of this hotel room and moved in down the hall 

with Cody, but Cody's room partner would be back from Kansas City a few 

(,'\ 
da-ys after Christmas-~en had half his mind gohg, all the time now, 

M 

on where, to pat Chal-lene -~ h:imselt. D:ld he ~ that Neil bad deposited 

her · · -4 
.... - • - · - · · · • - • • • • 

~practi~ like a bedwarmer on Christmas Eve? No. Did he 

~ that he was go~ t.o ha:V'e tD scramble to a>me up with lodging for 

- ~ 

tb9m in chockt'ul Glasgm? He sure as hell <lid. Charlene 1s unwrappillg: 
. ~ 

<' ('\ r 
us=.ror:.Christmas-Eve mmowx:emant that sba ha::l ha.Dded in her job at the 

"- ........,., 

b , 
department store ·u · :Bozeman threw hlll for a minu~ gere she was, 

-
for permanent, way ahead of schedule. In the desperate matter of bousillg, 

He supposed that •s what colonels am majors were for. 

---- . . .. ··- ·------------ -······---------· . . - ·- --
r-

11 A.a far as Christmas d.imle r, the cookhous e i• about it," he went on 

now. Charlene watched him from horimntal inches Dl87• "We 111 grab a 

table for the six or us, am Mother can get off long enough to eat with 

us all." 
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"We 're on our CJ1n far Christmas~," Charlene asked, ttyit:g not --
to somxi relieved, "unti. l than?" 

"I have plans," Owen said. "Some of them may even talcs place out 

ot this bed." 

- --------. - ·--·- ·· --· -- ------ ---------
The day was cloudless, the snCJl brightly silken in tte fields 

Thay 
along the road to tta river. ']wen am Sft8rlea(°both were a little woozy 

r" r' 
aDl. ~ from their start~~ l.OVemald.Iig, aDi OWen honked the turn 

~ 

am gave a languid two~fillgered wave to eve17 truck thq mat, while .....,. 

Char lane- sat over next to him so close you couldn't have pu.t the edge 

ot a dime between them. Sile ii~~ a capacious pair ot his wool -
and one of his t:Laanel shirt -;be felt 

pants am her own heaviest coat~nderi'~ swaddled in clothes. 

OWen wu spiffy all the way down, even in winter getupJ she md al.wa1S 
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liked his habit of fully buckling his overshoes with his pants legs 

; neatly bloused into them, so that he looked like something instead o£ 

flapping alo~ buckle less like most men. 
I./ 

ha 
At the Fort Peck bluff ~ulled into a turnaroUDi banked high 

witn p~~e? snow, p~ked the government pickup, an:l with a straight face 

. her / 
told~1Pl1u tlmff this was it, Mrs. Nanook, they had to mush on foot 

the rest of the way. 

Charlene could tell he was ld..~ but not hCM much. The sne11 stood 

as high as her head, everywhere aroam. Oh, OWen, don't do this to 1111, @ 
not when I'm trying, reaJ.l.l I am. Before knotting the headscarf' she 

was putting on, she swallowed 8lld asked: "HCM far?" 

he 
"As far as you can see," "i-f said but grinning now. "Right there, 

the top of that biggest snowbank, is all. Come on, I'll give you. a 

ham up." 

'Ibey clambered onto the firm pile of snow, an1 the site where the 

0 r 
dam: to~ had risen to Owen rs eyes tbat spring am the bot tomla.Di f'arms 

and fields put their pattem 

autunm, now stunned Charlene with stark winter river. 
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The first snc:M, more than a month ago, had cbne away with the 

chalked outline or the dam, but the cutting by timber 

crews had incised the boatyard into the landscape. Work was schechled 

~ to begin on the hull or J.,."" first dredge on4r two weeks from now, so the 

immense 
boatyard was automatic~ tba first place Olren looked. Tha~al.l 

170 ,..., ('t 

timbers could be seen wait~, asking to be envisioned into his~ootL-

long vessels, the whi t.e neat oi' the Missouri River :=It Beside him Charlena 

peered jast as hard, but she could not have told yo\l at speciticall;r what. 

Ruts ran everywhere, gray muddy' tracks of trucks a.Di heavy equipment 

dar~ streaki~ the 8J10lf o1' tba bottmlani. There we~udd;r 

gasb.es alo~ the ri wrbanks where timber had been torn oat• War, fought 

with mad, this mainly looked like. Wba t appeared to be a cross between 

a lmuberyard and a junkyard held all of Oven's attention, she saw, in 

. ~-~/ 
fact had him smil1Dg wide with satisfaction. Yet if r-- were to turn 

now - •;~ 
to he,, righ~ am say, "Surprise! We're in a dream;R"n Siberia or 

r... ~ J!>~--
somewhere, she wouldiit4.(have been surprised. The Missouri, which she had \\ ,\ 
been picturing as a bigger version of the stretch of the river past Toston, 

looked nothing whatsoever like its younger self there; this was an eternity 
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vast r 
of river, something beyond~ winter~ly even in the rare December 

sun. The split c ha.nnels around Cat Island were edged with ice. The 

color or the water, even, said colder than you can inagine. 

am Owen came am put 

. 
his anns aroum her from be hin:i to help out. He rocked from side to side 

gazed 
a little, her enclasped body swaying with his, as they both ~out 

over the valley and the start of the darn-rork. Then he asked: 

"So what do you think, prettypants?11 

"It 1 s lots of river •11 

"The bigger the better, for mald.ng people some work." He might 

have._been commending the room capacity of paradise to her. "The PWA g1J1S 

about wet their pants when they hear we can put five hunired man 

onto the boat)"&rd down there, am near a thousam on the spur railroad, 

and on an:l on. This is going to be one or the population centers or 

Montana before we •re done, know that4She telt IWn stop tbe gentle 

swaying, as U hav:Uig come t.o what he needed to sq next:lf..You maybe 

can't tell from the looks of it yet, but it's on its way to being one Sweet 
~ 

Charlalena 
hell or a dam,~ele..:S1 He laug~d, close above her ear. ~~ 
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~ I ems a:bnuai9 feel-it, har it'• ~ 
11 goi:l'Jg ~o .a ehape ~ I 

(.' 
know what you 're about to say- hat's the sense in hanging around to build 

fl\ 

it if'. I've already got the thing built in my head, hmm?" 

"Owen, now, I was not," she maintain~ hettgh her-thoughts-were Q 

_,O defhdtulf ih tb&t oJ:ch:d:ty._ "It's just that for somebody who isn't you, 

(\ 
it •s so--ao hard to put together." 

M you bet 
"The d9'Vil is in the details,~But the big thing here is 

,..., 
pretty simple when you think about it. Thia is an even-steven process, 

real.17 that's all in hell it is. Using the river •s own water and riverbed 

Dredge the f'ill pi it to where u want to mice our dam. 1 

to regal.ate it. That's the trick. You don't need to pile concrete a 

mile high to haTa a dam, or hmre 1'lll1 heard me say that beiore?~Be laughed 

once more, while she wished again she had gone to Panama and Pennsylvania 

tba bad 
with ~~S111JJll'l!r at b1a thesis research. Not simp]¥ because s~sed 

rt (' () 
him lilce everything, the long days am slower nights 'Mtha hal!~sick n ~Yl 

that 
reeling'w~aa aa.t'told her definitely there was no mistake, -she loved 

~ ~ OWau}. 11u the base o_r. her being--but so she might have seen with him, 

all along the way, the earthf'ill history that entranced h:im. From here 

on out, she told herself as she leaned back against him with determination, 



.. • 
at least she could join him in his Fort Pee~ vision. She could begin 

by swallCMing the fact that what looked to her like the most haggard country 

in the world looked to Owen like dirt engineers' heaven. 

Charlene had vowed to he rs elf she would pull her tor:gm out by the 

roots rather than tussle him about the domicile topic on t t2 very- day o£ 

Christmas, but Owen thcxight ot it himself, glancing at her a little gu:lJ.ti.l.y. 

4\ 11 0ops, the townsite. It 111 be right darn over there, on that apron ot lam 

jast up from the base o£ the blutt, see it?" She thought sbe more or leas 

did. "When they get ro~ on the construction next spri~, 11 <Men was 

assuring her, "the tCMD'll go up so fast it'll make your head swim." 
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'"aren:~t· ·.tbeY_W 
to name it Owenta1n,~ teased 

to reward Mm. 

"Hrm nn, no such luck. The Corps boys came up with something real 

original-·' the Fort Peck townsite.' But tell you what, we 111 do better 

than that, right nov •" 

Owen struck a pose, one overshoe puttee out in front or the other. 

~ 
"I claim this territory in the sovereign name of Charlene, tne.l.what rank · 

(fl 

do yoa want?--11 

"Empress, wey- not." 

1'7'-

"-tbe Princess-" 

"QueenJ" 

11 -tba Duchess ot tm Big Mmd:y prairi:.e." . 

"Oh, swell, just what I 1ve sat up nights wanting to be, 11 sbe gaw 

-------- - Re . 

b1lll with a poka tarard bis ribs. ~dodged, then grabbed her in 

a roundhouse hug. 'l'he:y laughed at each other at extreme~ close quarters. 

When thE\V' had to break their clinch or risk freezing together into 

r-r 
naae~~nose statll8r7, OWen glanced at the sun a.Di said. they'd better 

"--"' "-

be heading back to Glasgow. As Charlene turned to find her tooting 

• 
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down the snowbank, she heard him make another pronouncement: 

"That •s the .t'amil7 dam. Now for the damn family." 

~ 
So, Charlalene, no matter haw we set oar faces for it, this is 

how a Duff gathering goes. Bruce won't give me the time of day, 

which suits me fine. The Old Man am I agree we 're going bl disagree 

without quite taking an axe handle to each other. And as you already 

noticed about Neil, he •s got his own set of tracks he follOW'Se Sometims 

it's a pretty close call, isn't it, whether enough of us are speaking 

to the rest of us to get the salt am pepper passed. With a dozenth 

sideways glance OWen checked to see hm she was doing. From the look 

of her, Charlene was taking it like an ace. Determined to dress up for 

Christmas dinner even it it did mean squoos~ in at a cookhouse tabla 

0 
where tha plank bench an:i oilcloth;.:supported :f'orty"~two other fannies aul ....._.,, 

sets ot elbows besides those of the six Duffs, she had put on her green 

velvet outfit. It definitely paid orr, Dwen thoaght J with her bair 

gleaming dark and her anns a.rd just enough neckline gleaing white, ha 

could not remember when he had last seen her this smzzy. 

Glos97 as a mgpie, thought Hugh, giving one mtre regard to Charlene's 



111 

everything prospers,' sang the checkered bird. tt Better get used to marital 

prosperity again, eh, Owen? 

Fawnc:r came to mini in Meg, the old Inverley term for those who took 

their tea in thin caps, although she told herself she did not like tD 

think that of Owen 1s choice of a wife, re~ sne djdn •t. 

(.\ 
" J_knows his stuff when it canes to Christmas presents, don •t you, 

ryl\ 

Neil," Charlene felt forced tD carry ~e than her share of the diimer 

conversation. "Delivered me tor this right on time. NOW' all you've got 

to do is go shopp~ for yourself. Something that comes in redhead, 

maybe?" She could tell that Neil, poor kid, had a crush on her, and 

figured the sooner she razzed hilll out of it~ the better. 

mment was going to stay with Bruce trom this Christmas, 

r 
which otherwise seemed to h1m pretty much a sad soup~ld.tchen affair; 

~ 

with the cookhouse horde for involuntary holiday canp&DT, he missed the 

hamastead in a sizable way for the first time. 



112 

~:::--fti!t-e~~-ncrt-aec~mt-nlr-~t~, ""'hf...._.he- &'l&P 

--t:;-~'fltWr-m!t+'irtff-a'i=~,..,. ~ail was si tt~ next to h:lm, more than a little 

ansettled from OWen 's roughing his hair aDi asking him it he had a patent 

yet ~n . coaxing wanen to ride in a car with him a.11 weekend. Next to 

Neil, the Old Man automatically perfonned his "We 111 came to the table 

as long as we 're able am eat everything this side o£ the stable, 11 which 

all but Charlene had heard him do ~number of times before, ani she 

did not seem overly impressed. Across frcm the 01d Man, their mother 

seemed to be t~ to make Charlene welcome for 'EJwen 's sake, bat not 

necessari]¥ for Charlene's mm.1 Here she was, then, Bruce suddenly safI' 
W\ 

-highly attractive Charlene with that black hair aey man would want 

to bury his face in, midnight jewel among the worktanned Duffs~ 
IVl 

yet, lae~Owen seemed a bit eleewhere. Bruce tucked that away, this 

that Owen could have more on his mind than he knew what to 

do with. 

-
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/ No one in all the pl.amlillg at Fort ~ ' t\)ROP cP..P J1-ee, in ell the i'ar11 Peek pW~ ad foreseen the town without 

-------- 1imi ts, Wheeler. 

The town that picked up tl'2 name of Montana 1s senior senator and 

~4) :lust.~ 
~ .../"' Fiielrof·Ktt\~ a day that was ndther quite the end ot the winter 

of 1933 nor the start or the spring ot 193u, om lone trailer hoase 

~ ~ 
(the cookie ,cut~ tarn, as that Corps version ot municipality aJ.read7 

\ '\ \ 

was bei.Jlg called), brought in bJ' some arithmetician who bad torn out 

the modest double bed am installed eight bunks for wcrkmen wear:r ot the 

drive back and forth tram Glasgow. Not much sooner was that trailer house 

he rt 
unhitched than.-... came a tavam or two ar was it three; they replicated 

/\ 
so rut it was hard to keep track. In a dead heat' housing and house• 
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that were not to be confused with housing started mushrooming. Happy 

Hollow, snug in a little dip at the back em of Wheeler, was the distiret 

area where the houses of prostitution proliferated, under niclalames such 

as the Riding Academy and the Isague of Nations. Some of that particular 

. 
trade also freelanced in the dancehalls that kept springing up until 

d<Mntc:Mn Wheeler was rife with them. 

As to housing in a more dCITl8stic sense, everything was built on 

the principle that temporary was good enough. When the dam was done, 

Wheeler rs population would pick up am move anyway. So, tumbleweed 

structures built ap and built up along streets that drew themselves 

~ 
onto the prairie. Into your shack, shanty, le ~o, or dugout you could 

~ 
barely fit such basics as bedsprings am kitchen tabls--all over Wheeler, 

m 

family trunks sat outside the doer u.rxler a drape ot canvas tarp--an:i 

for decoration, a framed famous picture such as that wolf gazing down 

at a ranch house: on a midwinter night, his breath smoking, would suffice. 

ri 
Squalid, flirty, hopeless, hopeful, nocturnal and red=eyed, Wheelar 

u 
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almost immediate~:: thousand strong (f'il'teen hundred du!Horkers 

am fifteen hundred camp foll.overs, the demography was usually given as) 

1~~~ and st In 
a coup~ 

the midst of this, acrosS')-o--weeken:is the Duff's 

~ . r 
whacked together ~sets or Wheeler lodging, a rough~lmnber cabin of 

. '--

0 
two roans for Hugh am Meg, an:i a one~oan beaverboard special for tbe 

enthusiastic new bachelor householders, Neil and Bruce. 

Sherit.t Carl Kinnick took up th9 implications of the Wheeler frontier 

with the coant:r commissioners in Glasgow. 

"I •m about to have a nondike on M1' hands. What do you want done 

about it?" 

What they wanted, when translated, was .tar blood not t,o fiCJI openly 

in the Wheeler streets but the gush of d&Zm1orkars r wages taf ard cash 

registers to stay unobstructed in arty' way. 

The sherif'f at least sl'Bmed them into granting him another 

undersheriff. He would have told you it was coincidental that the one 

he hired and assigned to Wheeler stood six feet three inches taJ.l arxi 

looked bigger. 
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Owen swung by to see his parents 1 new place o£ residence. 

He sat in the. governn.ent pickup a minute, detenn::l.Ied to swal.l.cw 

the lump in his throat. Every day now he had been drivi~ past Wheeler 

0 
and its alley~at aspects, but it never fully registered on him until see~ 

. . . 0 
this particular clappe -together shack. Worse, he felt obscurely guilt,-, 

\./ 

although it was none of his doing that the cookie cutter town of Fort Peck 

was being built for the Corps personnel arxi the civvie engineers and 

a big swatch of barracks for manual laborers who weren 1t narried, while 

those with families were left to f'en:l out here on the prairie~-what the 
ff\ 

hell, the Corps would build aeything you pointed it toward, am ll1 this 

particular instance it simp'.cy' had not been told to house people uni versa~. 

it 

such a swell time of it in Glasgow either, mald.llg do in one o£ the breadbox 

trailer houses out back of the temporary Corps offices. 

But no two ways about this, Meg am. Hugh Duff's mw hme was a 

tough looker. Rough raw boards am a couple of small wimaws and, 

as the Old Man doubtless had alread7 said, not enough roan to cuss a 

cat without getting fur in your mouth. Ob, Owen kmw the place was 

still ll1 process, his father and the twins would bank dirt arotmi 
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the base of the house before next winter ani ~mother woo.ld coax 

, he / 
out nOW'ers, even if it was only morning glories. But ~- still felt 

burdened by what he was seeing, as he opened the door of the pickup and 

headed.t-o.r the house~ 

"OWen! Welcome to the holy city." 

- ~ 
The sight of his mother didn't help. ~ hai just come off 

her morning S'hift at ttm cookhouse new~ installed near the boatyard 

and while she had all the usual smile for Owen, the .._MIM.-e~Mlet""-

sale H~ 
~!Mit!ta--:~~ a rummage~ ~recognized household itElllS 

f'rom the homestead, stacked and piled into corners, with no particular 

order nor apparent p~spect of lllJ7t 'Meg gestured as if she would take 

care of it in a manent • "We 're in, an:i a roof aver us • That 1 s at least 

something." 

"I 111 get Charlene to cons dain am gi. ve you a hand." 

~ 
"Ob, that •s not -" Meg said, too swiftly, then did a major repea1. 

Yt\ 

_ ·--Char~~Of course, t\'at 1d be appreciated." 

"She can came dOKn with me Monday, stay the day here with you. 

C: lOlA touif} 

• 
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~~-~ . 
Do her good." He grinned bro~ av~ "110 ~ both good. Maybe 

do the •tropolia or Wheeler some good, even. Haw •s the coold.n•?' 

(} 
"Aciventurom. Those dredge builders af yours are on an onion: 

L/ 1..,.1 

sandld.ch kick. One of them started it, a.rd now Mr. J~ am I sp!nd 

. .. --_ . . ~ . 

half oir ti.DB in tears, slic~~en, whatever are you loo~ at?'' 

"What I'm afraid it is, is daylight • ,f(t~ went .J:: the back wall 

an:i felt at the join of the uneven lumber. Sure enough, he c01ld put the 

em of his 1i ttle fll:ger in smm of the cracks between the boards. 

"Your father hasn't come arouni to accept~ tarpaper quite yet,," 

her wards barely reached him. "There's time, luc~, before next 

winter." 

Owen blew out a depressurizll:g breath to keep from sqiI:g anyt~. 

Meg busied hersel.f at pourillg -eh ei tA• • cop J'":ree, as P 
that wml.d put etiquette between them am the matter of Hugh. When 

she han::led Owen his cup, though, his expression said tb:ly weren't done 

theU:,. +-: ~ 
with~· oldest· topi~ Ths,y knew each other t.oo well. If""'"" took 

one sip and asked her outright : • 
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"Ha-1 's his behavior?" 

"Predictable, . at least. " Meg laughed her la.ugh that played with 

her ~ft SQD• .,,,, 

what she had just said. Then she looked over~• 11 Not what you 

tbink. He. hasn't __ gone on om ot his ~ars simeJ-well, , . M 
. - . . '\honestq, it has, OWen.:J 

s0Jtl9 little while $\ 

Which means '.Jhe 's overdue. ~elt it traveli 

JJ> mi ht . 
~whether it~-~ve come out differently whm 

/\ 

r"I {"'\ 

it's 'been 

in h:lln again, blS 

Hugh and the eighteet5year:;<>ld Owen .were finishing the seed harvest, 

r-i 
Financial 

the late"!.summer loriotm time of the year there on the homestead. 

a ., 

. ~ ~uch~. 9-
at last, =ftnaneii.eJJlC,t Hugh was sure with a er~~. 'I?M.k a"eea-9 

-~ ~~ needn't even 
s ortcut to the bank: with alfalfa seed you~dftal'9 euen z:eed ..(build 

livestock DUJers in gabardine You mere]J: 
at the mercy of sacked 

up its rich little seeds an:i sold the sackfuls. Infinitely easier than 

,......., 

flax, which was slippery stuff to make cooperate with a binder reel, 
\.../ 

and a better payoff, much better, than oats or barley. By now, a--decade 

and a haJL hA.. 
j )' into the homestead, ~ad the to~-~!.or aJ!all'a seed, if' he did 
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c 
say so h:ilnsel!. It takes anyone ten years to learn how to farm a particular 

piece ot land. But when y-ou got it right, learning to live with one 

year 1s rainfall and the next year 1s lack of it, f'iguri~ out the pattern 

or yi.eld hidden in the soil, am the splerxlid alfalfa sprang into gallant 

green and bursting purple, which led at last to this harvest . of the valuable 

r-. 
buckshot':.size seeds: this was as close aa Hugh Duf'f could come to 

And there would be more such fields. He and Owen simply had to keep 

at it. "We 're very near:cy- there, Own:i.e. That la·rlying acreage will set 

us ap, something womertul. Tba two or out yet this 

(,\. ~ 
£all, eh?"-'-owen gave a short uninf'lected response-~-"th!n next spring 

"' v11 

we can work 1 t H1 j;hat 'd ;you just say?" 

-
"Not me•" 

Hugh peered at him, trying to compreheni. 

"More schooling, is what I've got in mind," Owen answered the 

question unspoken. Then he swallowed, am said it entirely": "College, 

at Bozeman." 

Here again how l.ii'e could c~e in the space of a word or twof -
\ Hugh had always hated that ani torever would. Just when a person thought 

\ 
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~aved it out fro 

he had fowJi his footing, that's wtmn something like t~- 1'9ale h'<." 

He controlled · himsel! to the extent necessary .to say: 

11 I need to ask yo~.\ .. to hold off on that , a year • 11 

\ 

Owen was ready for that one. n Then there r 11 be another year • 

. 
Something else you need me for. No, this is quits. This :year. 11 

Hugh did not want ~ ask further, but had to. "Just whEll is it 

you 're taking yourself off to such great things?" 

"Not fer a week ,et." Owen had this readiest of ~~-~~ can 

take care of the place while you go to town." 

While you go on your bender. fWtnJ.e you hide in a bottle:} While 

you fall off the water wagon as en m:igh t as well 

have spoken the charges every conceivable wa:y, it would not have mattered 

more. What hit Hugh was his son 1s basic calculation, Owen 1s calm 

allOW'ance of time for his fat her to behave in the 

"Throw salt on it am walk away, eh, Ownie?" Hugh spoke with fury_~ 

"That's going to b_e your notion of life, is it? Don 1t trouble yotrself 

any he re. Your moth er am the twins will get by while I'm in town. 

Those of us who can take a knock for each other's sake will get by. 11 
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0 
"Has he said--will he stick with th! work here, 

V'f\ -------- ' - ---

Owen asked his mot he~ original. intenti.o ns. 

do you t hink?:e 

What the hall else 

can I do, when sl'B 1s sitti~ here in a shack t~ wind will pour through? 

0 Damn him anyway, why is it always so rough--

.· · - · · - · his 
"There is no other choice whatsoever," Meg willed awa~e11·rf" 

question just as she had done all the times it rose up in her. 

His mother am he ./' 
"That hasn't ahlays sblpped him, has it?" r- al!d l?iO!I lllDthet'" had 

na;~- ~ 
a.JJlays b~llies0~ Yes, go, she had told him the su11111Br at k1s 

break from hane. Have it better for yourselt than we've been able to. 

You are special to m , Owen, am. I want to see you mka your wa:y to fine 

":\ 
things. "Hanging on to the hanestead p;ractica.J.l.JP' forever," Owen ci tad 

\:... 

as if prosecuting in absentia, "the way he did. You saw he was thrOlliJ:g 

~ 
good money after bad, I saw itl har did he get to be the onl.1' Scotchman 

hi 

who doesn't know how to keep his ham aroun:i a dollar?11 

"He's Hugh Duff'," Meg said. "He takes slowly to persuasion." 

"He 1d better take to the chance ~e, 11 Owen said 
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reflectively, eyes on the chinks of daylight through that back wall, 

0 11 or he'll find himself sweeping out whorehouses, the damned old--" 
M 

"Don 1tJ" 

-5 h.a-
~as giving mm a look that peeled h:im back to boy, the scold 

- ~ that seemed to hurt her twice as much as hlln. ,.-- felt his face 

flush. Then his mother seemed to come tA:> herself, am smiled the apology. 

"I •m never going to like hearing you take on against your father, even 

when I feel like knocld.ng his ears dawn mysel£." 

11All right, I guess we better ka ep our priorities straight," Owen 

resorted to. "N~ his hide to the wall isn 1t near~ enough tD help 

this place any." He figured he knew just the t~ that wmld, though. 

The Blue Room, it cmre to be called, after <Men snuck back the next 

day with an ann.ful of discarded blueprints an:i a pot of wallp~er i:aste. 

Paper hanging was not his strong point an:i the room •s corners ran every-

way _but square, but tha heavy plan aper covered aver tha cracks and 

lmotholes. 

When Hugh came home that night, be stood for a long minute loold.ng 

0 (' 
at the whi te-=:on: blue lines o£ the cross section of the dam, the elevations 

\..,.,-\..-) 
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and dimensions of Owen's engineer~ war Id. 

Watching him; Meg bit her lip, won:iering which way this would go. 

It sanehaw went more than one. Hugh first of all said with savage 

satisf'act1on, :-"Have him perform a tew more hundred domestic miracles 

around here, ani we'll almost be living lil<B people again. 11 But tb:tn 

he passed a bani over his face, a downcast it. 

"Hugh, wash for supper," Meg urged quicklYJ 

He shook bis tl:tad. "I 1m goi~ down tcwn. I may be-a while • 11 

"I wish you wouldn't." The:r both paused, a.rd when he ma:le no answer, 

she said with familiar anger, "But don't let tbat stop you, I suppose." 

"It never 19t bas," he dropped ovEr his shou.lder as he went out 

the door. 

Two days later. 

Heil arx:l Bruce were in their cinematic period. A Wheeler entrepreneur 

100 
had deduced that people could not drink an:i dance e hundred percent ot 

the tl.m, am opened a moviahouse; the two Dutf brothers becaJ'll9 instant 

-=;;> 



';:;;;) 
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-..., Reed / 
', ... / 

addicts. For days after seeing George Arlia s arxi ~ Beddow in Souad.ron 

from the Clouds, · they piled into tb3 crew tr0ck with the cr.y, "Pilots, to 

·your machines J" They yow'led for a week . af'ter Charlotta Hoving, playing 

the advertising agency secretary in Stupendous, attained the halibut 

A 
magnate 1s hand by thinki~ up the winning slogan "Lutefisk, the hominy' 

of the sea." Night after night the pair of them goggled in the dark 

of th:! movie theater, in the congregation of htmdreds like tbem, am 

swaggered out as if they 1d bean to harems and casiDDJs. When they 

piled into their parents 1 house on their w;;q hams and retold that night's 

tw:in 
movie, Hugh and Meg had ::t>methillg to agree on--that th~ns had not 

""""' £', 

behaved this way since they were .five: ,a ar=oias. 
'-" I../ 

This particular e?Xl of .an a.:f'ternoO?l., Bruce and Nei1 were a bit 

~ral.lJ:-ahead of themselves, as th._., ~-were . in trying to burn u:p tlEir leisure 

time, arxl so decided to sample the latest sights along the main street 

of Wheeler tmt1.l the sacred moviehouse opened. As usual the town reeked 

of newly cut lumber and fresh pitch, as i£ tb3 communi1:g" perfume were 

turpentine. Construction would nare up in one spot, ttim seem to 

......._This / . 
change its mind and hop across town. ~·was one o£ the 



-· 
things about Wheeler, it built am built and changed and changed but 

wasn't nearly all in working order yet. Directly in front of them dotm 

0 
the block, a top":.heavy man in a suit and vest shot out from a :Vacant 

sl.apboard building, turned, aIIi gave the fresh construction a kick. He 

seemed ·· to think it over briefly, tb:m kicked the' structure twice as hard. 

"I .fel.t that from here," Bruce said aside to Neil. "!£ that guy 

keeps on, be '11 be in the market for assistant kickers." 

11Wait a minute," Neil said. "Let's just see." He went over to 

the edifice assailant. "You putt~ up this building, mister?" 
I ~ ,,,,,. 

"No," tm man said with. supreme disgust, "I'm just thrcw:i.ng mOIJ!T 

at the goddanm place tor exercise.n 

"What 's left to do?" 
("'. 

Neil peeked into the walled.:in shell of bli.lding, ._.. 
bluish 

atop~rt Peck clllif• "OnlJ' the ll.ooring? My brother and I can handle 

a hammer." 

"look, junior, the last jacklag sono£abitch of a carpenter left me 

in the lurch here. I need th:! real. item. Every minute this pl.ace isn't 

making me money it's costing~ money. Fort Peck's got carpenters up 
A 

~~ " ~ 
tbs~ an:! they 're al1 out there" M he waved toward the damSite-
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"on Franklin D. •s payroll, God bless him." 

By now Bruce had his head in tbt structure beside Neil's. otr behind 

'- t~t_/ 
the stack of floorboards stood & pile or cardboard boxes '~ advertised 

Mighty Mac bib overalls ani Peerless worksocks am so on. n0pen:tng a 

lin& or-'dey goods' huh?" 

"Wet, 11 came the sarcastic correction. "Buddy'boy, you 're looking at 

the Blue Eagle Tavem. Or would be, if it had a sonotabitc~ noor in it." 

"We can lay your noor for you.t" Neil asserted. "Give us a crack 

at it, Mr ..l-?n 

"Harry. Tom Harry-." The man in the suit looked at the pair of them 

aa skeptically as if checking the sc on n• papp18s. 11 This 1d need to be 

ri"' 
done on a strict contract basis. Meet the deadline, or no pay I can 1 t 

Vf\ 

be !ork:ilg out to jacklegs who don 1t com through on the job. You two 

ever worked that way before?" 

"All our lives," Bru:e tried to testily, Neil cuttiilg him off with: 

"Say we do contract it, what •d be the pq?" 

Tom Harry named his price. 

"You 're onl" Neil and Bruce told hil1I in choras ~twas Neil who 



... ---.... 

-· 
<""' ·--- 128 

·cast a secam look at the stack of n.aor:.boards and thoagt:rt to ask: 
..._,,,, 

11H~ long have we got to do ttlis . flooring?'' 

"To~h t, 11 said Tom Harry. 

(\ 
Nei1 and Bruce hammered while Hagll he£ted lengths of flocr boards 

v 
and Tom Hairy sat and . smoked cigarettes. 

The hamme sotmds racketed into the Wheeler night. Wham wham wham, 

n 
Nei1 's ~as a steady three;;()ea t deliver. onto each na; 1 head; Bruce's tended 

\..../' . 

to surround the matter, WHAM wham:am WHAM=am. While the hammers hit 

those higher notes, a.pile driver gave bass whumos bes:ide the river. 

C'. 
The blu££s o£ the Missouri here had beard dm be£orel -the bawling rumble 

fl\ 
(' 

0£ buffalo herds, the last:Sta.Di discom-se ot Sitting Bull's winter camp 
v 

before the summer o£ the Little Big Horn, the axes of steamboat woodhawks r 
f/) 

but there had been half a century o:£ a>mparative silen:e since any of 

those. N~ and for years to come, a river o£ samd waited to drown down 

onto the site of Fort Pec~he opera shrislcs of shale sss, the incessant 

comings ana goings of locomotives am. bulldazers and trncks, tm ceB1'ratEY9--

falsetto o£ steam whistles, the attacks of jackhammers. Ton:ight the 

Du.f.f's began ttsir accompaniment o£ tbat full clanor 0£ work. To~ht 



the true first piniom of the Fort Peck project were being .Iriv • 9 

the pilings of the railroad trestls, the nails of the Blue Eagle's noor. 

To the great surprise of the Duffs, the fiooring proved to be 

n r ~ 
hardwood, high-:. rade. Nice seasoned tightgraimd tongue~: cove oak; 

lovely,- r~ally, if you weren't trying to drive nails into it or lugging 

r 
twelve- oot boards o£ it all night long. Hugh, at the lumber pile, had 

....,; 

r 
a bit o£ perspective that Bruce and Meil, kneeling in am=earr.est 

'-""' 

exertion on the fresh nooring, la.ck2d. "You could dance on this stuff•" 

Tom Harry blew a cumulus o£ blue smoka and said, "What 'the hell did 

you think the point o! this is? Civic beautification?" 

~ 
"Taxi ancing," Hugh identi.!ied, as i£ he knew the boulevards 0£ 

the world. "Hate to be t1'2 or.e to tell you, but the Wheeler Inn has 

beat you tD it. Ha.1£ the women ~-Test o£ Chicago are already working 

that dive." 

"Check out the arithmetic," Tam Harry said mipertirbed. "Soon as 
~ 

~ 
this dam project realJ.Y" gets geared up, there'll be three shifts a day..l 

. ~ 
,,,,.. 

one gang world.ng, one sleeping, and that ~ still leave about thirtye:_,, 

five hundred men off shift, any- hour 0£ the d~ ar night. Not going 
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to be any shortage of g~ hanging around hot t.o trot, don't worr.r." 

0 
Neil tried to take the fioor':.la:y'ing tasic: in little seasons. He 

\....,-

would f'i t his end of' a board into pla.c e, imrediatel.y" drive the nails 

the tar 
to snug it, catch his breath while Bruce wbaled away~end eJf ~heO 

. r A"~ '} 

~ .C.eetboaz~ then start; da.rn the l.mgth o:£ tbe wood,- '!'ailing it at every 

~ 
joist while Bruce similarly' worked talard the middle. 

Before tonight, Neil was exulti~ to h:imsel.f, he wculdn 't have said 

-...:t ~;wt Peck_.i 
his prospect of becoming a contr hiilg t.o ~rite home about. 

/J..Q. 
He sti11 wondered "'~hether a handshake with Tom Harry constituted f'ul1 basis 

. A 

of a contract. But only as long ago as this mornil:lg, he hadn't knam 

enough about it to even wo?Xier, had be. One major fact stood out clearly 

n ri r 
~ to him: this nooring deal wasn •t arr:r so-:uiuc ::.pere Cllr as decided 

{' 
by somebody else, it was going to be a lum;J=sum payoff far Du!i's working 

\,......-" 

like Duf!'s. And wasn't that something? 

Either hi:! hammer ar Bruce's consistently- drowned out parts o£ 

the COIIV'ersa ti.on between Hngh and Tom Harry, so that they seemed to 

be carryi.llg on a grave discussion in addled . sbortbani: 

fJ ,,--. /" ' 
nyou really~~J-there•ri be--~-thausami peopls in ttii:I-
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~hamblamJ-excu.se for a town?" 

00 
"Trice that. _ Simple arithmeticL blam--thousand making a living 

M- fYI 

~ (.\ f"" I . 
from the dam and-bang-thousan:l making a-lwhammedy~am--living of'! 

M M 

tt2m." 

·- - ~ ~ . I \ 
11Where 's--~--good in that?" 

0 r 0 "I didn 1t say a-bla.m--thing about good, I'm just--w~--you it •s 
fr\- ~ hA 

going to happen." 

I Bruce/~ midnig~was convinced that his future was going t~ die out 

in nailheads. He had a vision of himself ;b:is rigtrl; arm.~o~ 
v 

eighteen inches longer than his left, tbe entire right side or his body 

swollen 
from his cramped f'oot to his raw knee to his aching shoulde;.ts:ld auau< 

A. 

up irreparab~ from all this hammering® r would cone out of this night 

loold.ng like half' a gorillaj\ he was convinced. 

He nearly keeled onil> his face in relief' when Tom Harry anncnnced 

he al.ways ate a bite at this time of' night ani i! tbe Duffs were 

interested, he supposed tlBy could chCM down with him. 

stack 
The saloon owner resorted to his~f cardboard boxes, pul.ling 

one out with a grunt, t~ n began handing arcnn:i t.o Hugh and Neil arxl 
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that ' 
Bnice tin cam~ had no labels. 

One of them asked,· "What 've we got here?" 

"HOW' would I k:nCJrl?u Tom Harry answered. nTbe labels cmm o:f:f at 

SODE forest flre camp, that •s how I was able to b~ the stuff cheap." 

The mn ate, plums preceding beam. '!'ban tt:J.e three Du£:fs were back 

at the fioori.Dg. 

It was Bruce, head down, who hammered bis Wfl3' to the footings at 

the back o£ the bni 1 ding am' still on his knees' reared back with a 

grateful sigh t.o rest • He :immediate~ f'oand that he was looking :cot 

~+ 
at tbs footings o£ the back wal.1, bat tJie supports ~Uorm 0£ 

considerable size. 

"Bandstand," Tom Harry identi!ied it tor b:f.m. 

Even in his stupefied state, Bruce gave it a try: 

"Nai1, the fioor o£ a bandstani wasn't brought up in our deal. 11 

"Floor is floor," stated Tom Harr.re 

e a.m., Tom Harry said: ~There's an outside chance 

you knotheads might get this dom. "•· ~~~~~JIE1---emt:l:d:-1'JD'h:M.tee-~ 

~ The tavern impresario stepped aver to his ~dboard boxes 
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again. Out o£ the top one he lifted a mounted deer head, lugged it over 

to the wal1 aloq; the !loored ·section, stood an a sawhorse Slld htmg 

the piece of taxideJ:mY' as high as he could reach. Back to · his next 

box, which produced the snarling head of a grizz~ bear• 

-~qm Harry cradled the tremendous head, he. am it glowering back 

at the bleary stares of the Duffs. 

grizzly 
11Deecor, n he explained, ani went 0££ t.o a£.!ix the ba1e£a~ 

' \. \\_ ' 

abave the front door1 An entire safari o£ stuffed heads graduall:y 

aligned the !our wal.l3 of the Blue Fagle saloon, until Tom Harry came 

r--
at last to a nat bax:. Reverently' he plucked out the wadded= newspapers 

protecting the picture ft-ame, an:l, just above where h:1:I cash register 

campaign portrait and its bold print: 

0i 
A Gallant Leader / - [_ Franklin D. Roosevelt 

By dawn, Hugh and Neil looked done in and Bruce could barely creep, 

figure eig~ 
but you could have ska~ross the !rash .nocr of tbe Blue Eagle 

~ 
With a practiced thumb, Tom Harry ri!fied out the green bills o£ 
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the contract price and held the money out to Neil. 

"Tell you what," the saloonkeeper. gruffly' invited the numb trio, 

n COIIB back in half an hour when I get the bar set u.p and a bottle opened, 

anf I '11 let you buy- the f'irst rou.Di ot driJlks ever served :in the Blue 

Eagle .. ". - . 

~ou c'ji~y d\n ~th me~Owen ha:! said, reasonable as pie, 

help ' 
!>and cane back on your own after you get Mother's place kicked intD shape.<!! 

Here then they and the Morxiay morning of it were. Outside the Da11ntawner 

Cafe in Glasgow, Charlene and Owen am two dozen dazm.rorkers trooped onto 

the first jitmy bus of the day. The workers were quiet, in honor of a 

wif'e, and sl'B could 'feel the generalized envy, which mde her even a 

little more proud of Owen and herself' than usual. 

When the jitney drove daln over t~ Fort Peck bluff, miles of muck 

~ 
an:l machimry sprawled across the bottanlani twice as m~ h of everything, 

IY\ 

,-: 
it sesned, since Charlene had last seen the 'ite. Other jitney buses 

and crew trucks were disgorging worlanen by t~ hundreds, a human chaos 

pouring out on top of the mechanical one. Owen again pointed out b> her 

the preparations at the Fort Peck townsite, but she couldn't tell if there 

had been any real progress yet. The one sure measurement she la18W how to 

make here was that she could see more of the river each time, the channel 
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edge sharper/ as new sections of the riverbank were )\'ki:znted of timber. 

off. If the Fort Peck d+ite was becoming a jungle of mud and grotesque 

_iniixac;,Y 
.~~, ~~ The bus made a stop in dls 0£ Wheeler, an:i Owen an:i sb;i stepped 

·~ 

0 
equipment, the so:Called tCMn of Wheeler was running amok like an overgrc:Mn 

I./ 

Hoovervilla. Everytbing looked like a back alley. Am from all the 

bottornla.Di clearance effort, everyone had woodpiles the size of haystacks. 

(Cotto?lW'ocxl was about the worst firewood there was, but free wood was 

free wood.) 
~ f", 

It crossed ~rlene '~mind that a lot of Wheeler's so~a1lsd 

houses would be better burned in the stave a.Di the firewood stacked up 

But . 

for shelter~ kept that to herself' as she an:i Owen picked their ws.7 

~ 
to his parents' twu=ree11r shanty-. 

"Here you go, Mother," Owen announced. "Brought you the other love 

of JT17 lif'e.11 Then Owen Duff strode off to engimer his dam, and Meg Milne 

Duff am Charlene Tebbet Du.ff w.:re left to fend with each other am the 

long day ahead. 

"Charlene." Meg had a way of saying the name as if it was a 

senteme unto 1 tself'. She keenly asked, pretty sure she knew: "HOW' 

are you liking Glasg011?" 
(,.---· P• 117A follows"") -:.:~ 

~ ----· ---------~-
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Charlene restra:in3 d herself to s q:tng Glasgow was quite a place, 
;;. 

different, going mght and day. 

"Funny that they put that name to it, I still think," Meg seaned 

to muse to herself', the Scottish burr vel7 much in her throaty voice. 

Charlene was apprehensive that this was going to lead inm some k:l.m or 

Old Country story-J -old countries were part of the territory Charlene was 

determiped 

( 

L ..... . 
\ 

( 



137 

to climb away from in life-and so she rapidly changed the topic to the 

surefire: 

"HOW' 1s everyone doing?" 

Meg brightened right up at that, am al though Charlene mainly 

still -thought of Neil as a sldm~l.ker alXl Bruce as a wild jackass 

and Hugh as she wasn •t quite sure 'what, she found herself a little 

intrigued by Meg 's bleni s or tart pride in each of the Duffs ot the dam. 

The first dredge, the Gallatin, was aawarm with timberers am 

have to .f'igure out in a hur?T, u he reported aboard. He knaw this was 

r 
a break, being shifted up onix> tha dredge-outfitt~ crew, am he 

couldn't help looking pleased with himself as the boatyard foreman, 

Madwick, had hill sign onto the roster. 

ti' Bruce cocked his head and uked, "8&7, are you azry- relation toM" 

"No," the stocky foreman said by rote, heartily' sick of having to 

tell the world he was no kin to Ducky Medwick, the St. Louis Cardinals 

outfielder. He wish9d Ducky- Medwick had gone into the priesthood. 
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He took a look at Bruce and wished, too, that he had been sent 

said only, "Draw your tools at the ransack shack and we'll see what we 

can do with you.11 

Now that he had been picked far the trestle crew, Neil had risen 

spectacular 11'. He had become brace monkey. 

It fatigued arr:r normal human be~ U> watch him. Using telephone 

hAL... trestle 
poleman 1 s clllllbing spila3 s, ~Ollld scale a~~, dragging 

up with him the pneumatic drill mi tbs length 0£ air hose that pa1ered 

it. In place up there, twice as high as a house, he hlJd to bring the 

r" r 
hefty drill and its twenii1'.='inch- ong bit above his bead, position the 

~ \._,/ 

apparatus so that it WOllld bore through tba w t ? Ja11.lpll: at the 

desired angle, an:i hold it there while the air pressure fed the dr.l.11 

into the wocxJ. • Whenever they could, Bruce mxi Hugh am Meg am Oven 

sneaked glances at Neil up there, the ribbons of drilled woai festooning 

down from him, the drill held overhead as if he were nald.ng a matador's 

0 ~ 
stiff~ed plunge into the bull. The other Duffs knew this was out -L, 

or: thi -world work, but they didn't know the half of it either, the 
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tricks of' the trade ~as picking up. In the ~lini:>ing, be hai 

J.39 

needed to unlearn the natural tendency to shinny and instead climb with 

one side of his 'tx:>dy at a time, right leg am arm up atd clanped into 

("I 

place, then left leg and arm up in the same clamp'=step, then both rig ht 

limbs .. again, on and .on. That was the first trick', mi the next, once 

he was up there thirty feet, was to lean back into thin air, absolutely 

trusting the climber 's harness around his waist while he put all his 

strength to the pneumatic drill. 

"Takes a . little getting used to," was all Neil said of this. 

Hugh, though. Hugh was having none of the spur:l.om notion that 

r- . 
there was such a thing as advancement, in make~ork such as th:iB. He 

(""i 

would do as he was doing. Go each dq in a bone- attling crew truck 

a little .farther~ the bottoml.and. Hop dcwn and head with bis 

axe into the reachable enemy, the Missouri 1s arm;y of brush. Work himself 

nmnbe 

Under her report on the man •s jobs, Meg was wotdering abcnt Charlene. 

HOW' much time she spent on keep~ her lm.ir so perfect, and the extent 

to which she was kicking herself for having tossed her job in Bozeman 
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over her shoulder, and why she and Owen were waiting so lo~ to have 

~ldran. I wonder why I even bother to. wonder, though. Meg was 

~ alone among the Duffs in thinld.ng the answers were on the surface 

(I 

of Charlene; everything about her seemed a bit selfe_levated. But, Meg 

had to-reml.Di herself again, If' 
it Owen--

rt\ 

Owen's mother seemed tD have a mood a minute, as tar aa Charlene 

could S88. Meanwhile, Cbarlem waa tairl.1' itc~ to do som thi~ about 

,-... 
the housekaeping in this shack, which somebat seened gaunt]1' anlived=in 

aDi wildly' cluttered at the same tLm. Wouldn't zou jwrt know, the onl1' 

thing in here that looks l1lm anything 18 Owen's blueprint{ "Well, 

better put DB to work,"~1lsa/1110re tlan '1!>lunteered. 

The:y spent considerable tim deploying boxes am shut tllng .furnit are 

either ot them~ · 
aroum be.fore~Mllffi.ea.Lized th97 were puttirg together two opposite 

'-~r~ 0 
households. ,_,-would clear a boxfttl ("These are all knicklaacks-it •s ,, - ~ 

a sham you don't have space tar them here") out of sight wder the bed 

only to have Meg shortly resurrect it ("I need these where I can get 

-------7 
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.... ........-<- bal¥i i:A 4eeJ'ePata mw Wfteel&r-, !_be7 sparred through balr the moming --
with ~C~S ani UDJ>8Cld.ngs. 

"IBt's say," Meg at last said carefully, "this will do, for now." 

"If you think so," Charlene replied with determined neutrality. 

She couldn't manage, though, to stop glancing around the two roans 

of shambles, still not sure what she was seeing here in the house of Me~ 
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~ A cravillg tor disorder? Some ~eeiee,.e~ brand o£ order that was 

all Meg's own? Whichever, Charlene could have done without it in a 

-- -- -- -- · pe.r£ormed 
Out came cups a.Di coffee, a ritual either woman could have -..:a~--

under ether. But instead Meg produced a plateful 

golden nnf:atiaped ones 
of'). S\lfll'H •lF - fwy leelal'l8 IEl:~with a delicate dusting of~ 

~t~ 
sugarT Charlene disliked sugary dustings, but went through the obligation 

of picking .up one of the things. It was so light it almost new up out 

or her hand. She took a bite. Tbe most delicious item she had ever 

tasted. 

"Mmm. What do you call these?" 

11! ~ them booty from the cookhouse," Meg said with a wry 

"· ~;'r~ion~~ ~ 11 olitl . J~a cal.ls them ballenacr\lllchers." Jafflaia took 

considerable expl.a~, as did his coo~ wizardry, ooth women glad 

to have something definite to fill the air with• 

But when that topic ran dry, both women simW.taneously kmw that 

Charlene h3rself was going to be their next. 

Meg did manage to put most of a smile on it as she asked: 
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"What do you .find to do with yourself'?" 

Good question·. See the sights of Glasgow, by wal.kir.g to tte post 

office am back. Correspon:i with her salesgirl chums at C~ham•s, 

but that had been dropping off lately, at the B~eman end. Cook three 

meals a day on the trailer house 1s tiny sheepherder stove, at least tbtre 

was some challenge to that •. Read. Sit. Breathe. Yawn. 

"Crosswords, a lot," Charlene .foun::i to reply. 

"Those puzzle t~ies?" Meg could not help looking surprised, if 

not shocked. 

"Mmbmm. You can learn a lot. New words. It ld.ni of tllnlS a person 

into a dictionary." Owen was already ane~or scme~ beyoui. "Ownie, 
) 

I've looked up eveeything on water there is..!-what can they possib 

'shortest name !or a river~two letters?" He thought !or~ seconds 

am said, "Po•" And naturally I it fit • 

"Well, 11 said Meg, letting it stani as a full sentence• Thai 

0 
resorted tD :··"Whan· th9y build that Fort Peck taln and you •re right here~" 

()"' ~,.~~/ . 
"-- t should be better then, yes, 11 Charlene filled in before ,~ could. 

It was bourxi to be better, in an actual house in a real neighborhood with 
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all th9 other wives of engineers and Corps officers, close at ha.Di to 

Owen's work. These days, this Glasga1 captivity, the problem With 

watching Owen engineer the Fort Peck Dam was that she never saw Owen. 

Her Owen. The one who kept being a surprise, alllays putting some fresh 

tickle into life for her. Here a.Di now in this session with Meg, tho~h, 

she kept to "Everybody is pretty much on the rmi until then," loyally 

. To her great surprise, Meg said it for her. "He can be devilis~ 

solitary, our Owen." 

Charlene nibbled at another ballemcruncher, thinking hard. Was 

Owen's own mother taking her side? If so, how tar? Lord, the ins and 

outs of these Duffs. 

"He's up t.o bis ears in what be 1s doing, I i:Jm.gim~ Meg went on. 
1-

She laugbtd a . little, as if inviting Charlene into her ruefu1 view of 

men named Du:Cf. "They 're all that sort. Fran. Hugh on down, they don't 

know any other way about it but to beat a job to death with work." 

r/' \ 
"Owen mqbe needs~ther work," Charlene produced. She watched her 

r 
startled mother-in:.law aIXi decided sm might as well put the next card 
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on the tabl~ too. "Away, maybe." 
J 

Meg looked wo~e than startled. I! Owen went, before the i:est of 

them could find their footing here at Fort Peck... . 

"I just mean,". Charlem brushed the sugar frcm the pastry off her 

fingers; ·ntre can go so far, he kna1s such a lot, if he gets the right 

thing to work on." 

':;/!eedn't ~ 
Ani you get to swish yourself someplace where you A7n ' b have w look 

at mud and shacks. Meg tried, tho~h, to be hearty with this next& 

"You can't mean that, ~ 
harlena~on 1t thq kaep saying this is the biggest 

dam or its kl.Di,, ever?" 

"Could be it 111 be the only o£ its kind, too. Then what, for 

Owen? There's only so much you can build with earth!ill. When he ha.s 

to move to concrete, the engineers at Grarxl Coulee and Boulder Dam and 

so on will be ~s up on lrllll." 

"Owen has always made a way for himself 1 11 Meg 1 s voice stepped out 

to his defense. "I 1m surprised his own wife would hold him back from 

what he most wants to do • " 
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SftiMrl:em w ae tJha stat tle& om new~ -
-------........-- ---- - - -- ---- - -- . . ,,.- - --- . --

to say?" 

"No, actually, Charlene, I'd say it's a matter for Owm," Meg gave 

to her 
~ b~east as instructively. "I've never known him to put a foot 

wrong11 -oexcept, Ytiniest pause-Gy ~s~ested, 
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the altar withl_"ani if he thinks this dam is the work for him, he should 
r/) 

see it through." · 

"It •s not that simple a proposition, it really isn •t. Owen b:imselt 

says that if Fort Peck works the way it •s supposed to, it'll be a feather 

. . 

in his cap, yes. But if sorrething goes wrong, it'll stick to the engineers 

~ 
here. Ba.ck we '11 all go to cow pasture dams, be says so himselJ_" 

W\ 

"Charlene. I am for Owen. I can't help that, am I won 1t even try." 

n 
"He 1s not just yours to be far any more, though, is he. He went out 

- v 

and added a vi! e. 11 

"I'm not try.l.Dg t.o talce him back from you. Tba t 's s~ to even 

~ 
think." {Oh1 is it?) "But he doesn't st beil:g 1111' son just becamei1" 

~ 
"Nobody~ he haa to stop being yoor--" 

VY\ 

11Well, then?" -.. 

"Well tben, what?" · 

"Haw'd it go?" 

Owen was perfectly cheery, chill>ing that out, wb!n he got home 

to Glasgow after work. He could afford to be, Charlene figured, before 

she r' ed (I 

~star¥ an answering him; he didn 1t have MfY' ~ws axouIXia 

) 



\ 
"We didn 1 t see eye to eye • n 

"On what ?11 

"Y it 4-... '"'~ ... 17 II 0\1 name • "'-4'\f "u .... ~ • 

in the world on his face, so she confessed the specific. 

"You. 
("' 

She am I got into it, a littls, over--" 
W\ 
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"~? Goddamn it, you two. Couldn •t you just unpack boxes and pat 

that shack int.a place a ~ifa wi tho11t getti.Ig into a battle royal 

(/I 
about;n4hat 1d I have to do with it, anyway?" 

is goiJlg to 
11Wbat you~ I have ta1kad abou.t, is aJ.1. Where Fort P~ 

lead to, as against the other d.ma." 

11 ! thou.ght you and I agreed we 1d look at that a little farther down 

(1 

the lim, 11 Owen said in the dead;ievel tone he emplOJed against surprises. 
L.,.,--

· "Lilm when we have an actual house to live in a.Di I have an actual 

r' the actual factuaV 
dredging operation to size up~-* aiMlr"to judge by, on ha-1 things 

are going, then ·dec:ide from there." 

"I know we did. It just came up somehow, with yoir mother." Back at 

the departmmt store in Bozeman, the first one to see Mr. Cunningham 

' 
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slip out o£ his office on one 0£ his inspection prowls would always 

scribble a note a~ zing it down in the change canister, Have you seen 

\)~ . \rir na1v 
/ the big scissors? Charlsm felt as if the big scissors of life had 

sneaked up on her unannounced. Here she was in tl'8 secom fight o:£ 

the day and ail she 'a been trying to do was to cache some damn boxes. 

"All right, tt8n, those things happen," Owen said as i£ he didn't 

at all see why tb:ty had :to. "Let's just get back to mainta.:i.n:Ug some 

peace." 

"And what is it 70u think I'm supposed to do about that?" 

"Maybe tone thillgs dam a bit, ~are the rest of tbs tan~ is 

concermd." 

"Owen, it was ~ a spat. It was not as it :your mother and I 

threw f'urni tura at each other. 11 

•L:i.sten om damn minute, Charlem, olcaT? I'm. tryi?Jg to help the 

. 0 
members of 'llr/' f'amiJ.T, a.Di mr mother is the main om we ~ve-I •ve got 

f(\ 

to team up with. The Old Man will ~ay attention to bar, same, an:! Nei1 

/'\. 
will pay attention to na, som, and aznaDg m we can maybe hogtie Bruce. 

I--/ 

But U you 're going to ba fight~ with 1lfT mother, that kills it all. 
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The whole bunch of them will turn their backs on 70u. On m. Ani that •s 

something I can't ~ve happen." 

"You knar, Owen, I only remeni>er mar~ one nut f." 
- --- · 
~ "The rest get thrown in free. Charlene, thi"'.,t only- until they can 

get trulmSelves squared say here. I have enough sq, here am there on 

the project, that I've managed for Neil and Bruce to co:ae up with pretty 

whenever he comes to his senses enough to take it. Tl'8y- a1l of them can 

keep on up the ladder, if they don 1t decide they- 'd rattBr put a foot in 

m;r face. So, all I'm sqing is it 1d help everybxi7 1s situation by not 

having ray mother on the outs with us•" Owen put a band into her hair, 

stroking ever so light~. "Ha1 about giving that a t17 for me, think 

you can?11 

What Charlene deep~ thought was that the circumstances had not yet 

been invented, in hwran annals, umer which Meg wou1d ever let hErsel! 

be on the outs with her perfect Owen, and that this was ahrqs goi~ to 

(') (' 

pose a problem for a daughter=in=law or Meg Duff. But wl'B.t she confined . ._. v 

her self to saying was : 

CP• l29A foll:::J > 

• 
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