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that I would like a series of drinks."

"Don't get too plotzed to polka, later on," she decided was the
Ao

best she cou].;l\';;ith him for nowe "Listen, I have to go be dancing, this >

we've had in here
L PR S Yo = niwe the Fourth of July."

Darius felt her kiss on his temple, then was alone in the celebrating mob.

A very drunk constituent tottered in next to Darius, imparted

"Here's to the greates' pfésdent ever, Frank'n Eleanor Rooéevelt,"

clinked his beer bottle against Darius's before Dariuns could whisk

his away, then surged deeper into the saloon. May you have a dozen noses

and pepper in your snuff, Darius bestowed after him. Yet Darius had to

grant, even through the beers he himself was polishing off, that Roosevelt
was only the, what did they call it, proximate cause of his dreadful state
of mind, Plentywood. Mott, The Red Corner that had paled outs Those were
the real shafts in the ribs., Mott had been soundly defeated. No, trounced.

No, ground into the dirt of Sheridan Countye So much for Fusion, the

fuse that fiszzled., Back to square one again. No, Darius, be honest

with yourself; if you can't, who will? Back before square one, that's

tands
where the movanentiﬁ-toed/nw, somewhere of f the damnable politdcal

YAl
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checkerboard entirely. That funeral..e.the boye.e.the same with Crswfurd...

why does blind chance forever have to intrude every blasted tims weses

Darius brought himself to, amd twrned to face the next tormentor
awaiting him, griming sardonically dowm the bar. The election bet he
had lost to Tom Harry amounted to twenty dollars, fortunately unbeimownst

to Proxy,

{ :ﬂa?“"
N Hugh had not intended to be drawn into the election celebration,

but wasn't it forever being said that Franklin Delano Roosevelt was

magnetic? Here in the screeching Wheeler Inn therefore *hnj Hugh,)::as 3
attracted by the historic moment, joiming in every toast to the shantytowns'

favorite President, the begetter of Fort Peck Dam, the big wheel of the

New Deal. What was that joke, yas}he had it nowzch—yees’A men's got to

believe in something, so I believe I'll have another drink. Beer

providentially in hand., Bottle in either hamd, now that he took conscious
inventory. Hugh shrewdly put one back on the bar in reserve, pleased
with his reasoning pover. He had handed his wages over to Meg as usual,
last week's payday; she'd be baffled how he had the money to go on this

toot. Confusion to our nemeses, eh, Darins? Wiping beer foam from his
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mouth with the back of his hand, drunk but still capable, Hugh bit
the skin there gently but firmly to keep from laughing aloud. Wouldn't

do to laugh out loud at Meg.

*
% The way Bruce had it figured, he was owed a little fun. Wasn't

diving season all but over, now that Owen was putting the dredges into

wintﬁlarbor? Hadn't he weathered the bends, survived the river again,

a—"
soldiered through this tricky damned year, ice to overheated, liks a

Kate :
good fellow? Wouldn't be home until after midnight from dishing

#
out T=-pones to the election celebrants, and he could swing by and pick

up Jackie from Mother and the 01d Man before that amd put him snug abed,

Katy's
then be waiting up casually to hear hw\ghend-ieia/night had gone.

Meamwhile, there was his own to be tended toe

am |
ol Look, Tam Harry just had explained to Darius, think of the United
= great states
States as a envelope, and the only that hadn't voted for Roosavelt

were the two pitiful little stamps up in the cornmer.

Barius had begun remarking what an infuriating bastard Tom Harry

could be without even half trying, when he heard at his ear:



595 T 679
"Hey, unk, celebrating the election? 01d FDR sure showed them his

rosy rear end, didn't he?"

Darius said with resignation, "Another country heard from." He
made room for Bruce at the bar, "For the love of heaven, man, buy us
a round b;fore this- barkeep steals the shoeé off us,"

Bruce in fact bought more than one, standing there spectating the

fate of the world as argued by Darius amd Tom Harry, but his heart wasn't
Minstrelaires

in philosophy. Up on the bandstard, theWre braying out

dance music. A nice familiar tension started at the back of Bruce's

throat. He peered over a bunch of heads and spied the whitish-blonde
hair,
L Ny
"T haven't said hello to Pro;%/Bruce let drop to Darius. "Guess

I'11 go pay my regards, maybe see if she'd like to dance with a relative

for a change. Be okay with you?"

His uncle gave him a glance, then waved a dismissing hand and
resumed on the education of Tom Harry.

Maybe it was his imagination, but Bruce thought Proxy studied him

1like he was horseflssh when he went over to her. "Everybody is on the
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loose tonight, huh?" she met him with but included a smilee

"You in here irrigating yowr way to health like the rest of them, Bruce?"
"A person can do better than lipping on a bottle," he observed,

which cocked Proxy's smile a little sideways. "I know you get your f£ill

of dancing," he went right on to, "but could you stand one more?"

K aka i
She had to admit she was an eeny bit curious about Bruce.\fncrde(

hung onto this flirtface for some reason. Maybe the kid had something

to flirt about all the way down, so to speake

Checking in Darius's direction, she made out that he was deep into /

telling Tom Harry the history lssson of the workers at The Times of London

i-é

comirg back from teabreak and finding that the owners had settled their

Gatling
labor dispute by wheeling in guns, The bloody Times of toffee-nose

London, man! Which proved that not even the most elegant of the big bugs

27T N\
could be trusted, not FDR nor any--

nm

To Proxy, history was ome thing, commerce was another. "Sure, if
you want to give it a whirl," she said to Bruce, taking care to make it

seem a natuwral transaction. "If your morey's no good, I can sic the rest

of the family on you,"
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Hugh patted himself dc&n three times, more surprised with each pat

to find his pockets draimed, Quite a feat, really, that the half of

-
rmpare s

Darius's sum 4e—his that he had set aside for this sort of liquid

He ;
expenditure had already been expended, not to mention liquidated.\#qgtx;"

shook his head in wonder at himself. Wouldn't he be up a dry creek
without a tiddle if he didn't know precisely amd exac'bly;ifah hal prezactly -

where to obtain further funds., Taking a woozy bearing toward an

elaborately embroidered horseshoe on the back of a shirt, perched where
its wearer could kibitz down at the Wheeler Imn's ceaseless poker game,
Hugh began plowing through the press of bodiese
) ——
. Proxy had danced with every kimd of specimen, tall, short, neither,
drunk to the gills, shy as virgins, obvious tomcats, puffy deacons in
suits and vests, amd once even with a traveling salesman with a wooden
leg, and as far as she was concerned surprises were few and far betweens

Bruce was one. He danced like somebody who-had been studying up on it

since grade school,

"Will this do?" he asked as if he had a patent pending on ite.

"Suits me," she had to admit, "In this job, people do more walking
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on my feet than I do,"
Bruce gave her the winning grin of a kid who always counts on getting

the large half of anything, "Your tootsies will get good care from me."

bHe hugged her into him a 1ittls more, as other dancers squashed past

%

on both sides of them. Dancej-staps were mostly only a matter of survival,

in a crush of couples like this., Yet and so, Proxy could tell that

~

Bruce had a first;:glass sense of rhythm, surprising in somebody with

the male Duffs' customary build of long extremities joined with hard
knotss her main complaint about Darius so far had been that his bony

knees were wicked in bed,

"Not much rumning room on the floor tonight, is there," Bruce now /

observed softly, and pressed her close enough that she could feel the
bump in nis pantse

I~
O_WEWWPTW if—ehefwanted to lure a

Sha
potential John D, out to the Pe.ckart)i Lcould put herself on him like

melting besswax. But that wasn't the case with Bruce. She wasn't
volunteering much, but he was front ard center on her and exploring

for more.
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"Speaking of room, how about a little breathing space?" she made

it sourd 1like a suggestion,

Bruce!s concentration was elsewheres Among his fascinations were

Proxy'!s slacks. Peter-cheaters. Is that why she always wears them,

to string things out a while longer? Then her bountiful blousee She's

got a full house there, for sure, Maybe it was his imagina{;ion again,
(g

but he believed that her nipples were stamding out more and more at

attention, the cozier they danced,

Proxy got his attention by pulling on his earlobes

"This is not such a real great idea," she told him.

"Bought this dance fair and square, didn't I?" he murmured, looking
at her as if spooning her up. "So I get to lead. Relax and put yourself
(_;}_
on automatic, why notp) M
Instead, she lifted onto her tiptoes to peer around Bruce toward

the bar. The back of Darius's head was still evident as he stayed busy

being disputatious with Tom Harry. The swaying throng of other dancers was
solidly elbow to elbow surrounding her and Bruce, which was ths only way

you could get away with this, She smiled her smile of long practice
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at Bruce and decided to give-him& buckle job,
He appeared startled, then thrilled, then beyond that, when her

right hand slid away from his back and crept around front amd gripped
onto his belt buckle, riding there jammed recklessly between them as

they danced closer than close, then slowly the finger:'mg reach down

behind the buckle, touching exploratorily, skin greeting skin, the tips

hard-on
of her fingers cupping down over the tip of his and staying there.

There was not much motion to dancing like this, but what motion
there was Bruce could feel with embarrassing intensity.
"Proxy, whoa," she could hear the strain in his whisper, "can we

go -_"

"Hm me 4 little buckle=fuck will fix you right up, don't you

think?" she whispered mockingly backe "You bought yourself a dance.

This is a dance,"
In alarm, agony, and a dizziness that seemed to extend all the way

down to that place in his throat, Bruce thought the music would never /

let upe The instant it did, he was saying thickly: 'gane on now,

I'1l wait out back or wherever until ym;--"
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"Bzzz," Proxy said pleasantly but drew away, hard 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 rinses "Think that over the next time you try buy a

dance axd 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 bare

Minstrelaires

As the 7 tore into another twme, unrepeatable thoughts

£i1led 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

- —— et o ——— A S A b ety S o A (4

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,

Dardus'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 a new arguing partner at the moment. Bruce

squared himself up and moved in shoulder to shoulder with his uncle.
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"Chemp dancer," Darius greeted him and shoved a bottle of beer to
him,

Darius,
"Needed that," Bruce said after a swig and a sunshine smile at -hs

- untiee.
"You're also a damn chancer,”" Darius saide
The smile dropped off Bruce as if cut free with a knife.
"Don't be fiddling arourd with Proxy," Darius told him softly.
He
Wtook a beer swig of his own, but his eyes never left Bruce'se
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 mustere "A turn

around the dancefloor is all it was."

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

depended on 1t. Hugh's old failing, -Owen-and-maybe-Neil were another

x;a'bter, but Darius was sure he and Meg could have produced a better ome

| than tiis,

o

#H) — hop
Birdie Hinch nearly jumped out of his skin, and did down from

his perch in poker table territory, when Hugh spoke up behind him,
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"Birdis, 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 sober."j / ’

"Sober is a relative term. Now Hﬁdﬁ?ﬁou please, fork it over,"
e
"Stone cold sober, is what you said@ﬁug-hsi'—p'/
"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 1lip 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 maks me give you a knuckie sandwichl My money, go
ge'l;;-"

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

the groin, then turned and ran,
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"Whu--1" Hugh let out, half doubled over, Birdie hadn't laid into

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

& ve until
mmaymm—spm\xﬁstayed hunched a moment:,\\kﬁf'

fury overcame his hurte Still clutching hijelf,.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 people in the
Wheeler Inn. Birdie was squirming through the outer edge of the crowd,
_iﬁ nearly to the door, as Hugh took out after him,
"::&;dn't mean anything by it, that's the way people dance,"
Bruce was saying.

"——not accusing you of anything, merely informing you for your

own health," Darius was saying.

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

wished it was. "Hugh is on a tear. Somebody better do something about
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him besides me." Birdie's words were still in the air as he ducked

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

& g ——— the

+

Hugh swayed iaﬁont 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 Hughe Birdie forgotten, he lunged off toward the bar and

the cap and Darius,

"-;-if that'!s the way you feel about it," Bruce was sounding hurte

"eothe only way there is to feel about it," Darius was sounding

N\

—
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-- Speask of the devil,"

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

and such, eh?" Hugh barged in to the bunch, proud to declaim with the
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best of them. Old Ninian Duff and the Reverend Neverless Milme, 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 next."

him
"In due course," his father granted, giving 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," AsMpoke it, it amounted to a sumons to
etiquette. "The last I heard, it doesn't cost anything 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—="
A
"The electioni" Hugh exclaimed, remembering., "Darius, you've

ever been quite a follower of politics, haven't you. Always trying

to make new britches out of o0ld 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,

"ﬁol" Hugh let out, 21l amazement, "Do you suppose the big bugs /
conspired at things sgain, Darius?" Hugh brought his right thumb up
to eye;ieml, 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.'"

. TN

"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 Hugh.

"Eh, the harness bull of justiced Watch out now, miscreants.

Officer, sir, I wish to report a matter of considerable missing mon-f_-*‘



"Hush, Hugh." Darius forced a smile at Peyser and squeezed the
back of Hugh's neck as hard as he could with one hand.

Bruce, blinking a mile a minute at the sudden}quﬁeadaj;man,

stepped in close on the other side,\whera his father stood wobbling.
e

Proxy, the only one.in the bunch who appeared to Peyser to be in a
sane condition, was pursed up like a radish testers

In the background, Peyser saw Tam Harry throw up his hands am
stalk off to the farthest end of the saloons

Shifting his weight, the urdersheriff studied this collection of

Duffs, them glanced over his shoulder. Sheriff Kinnick himself was in

town tonight, trying to hold the 1lid 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 hos to celabrate, 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 M—yo?,-;;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?"

"Ye'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 farmer

madcap motorcyclist, With great obviowriasé 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 monsy,

r N

e

you tin=star Puckaroon? he bellowed;;* |Peyser warily considered him,

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

p—

The guy really was as pie=eyed as a boiled owle The undersheriff looked /

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

mucketymuck
would have felt a lot better about this if the high}ﬁdq-z'nmuﬁ

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."

vowed s
"We 're on our way," Darius\xﬁ&%od’f "After you, constable,"

Proxy, though, was the first to move in the wake of the big
undersheriff, "Tom is going 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.

"Tf 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 Brucee

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

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

I I .
glimpsed the open gap at the front of Hugh's pantse damn it,

-

man, you're unbuttonede You'll get us all arrested yet for letting

your steed out of your barn,"
“E‘l?"

e

Darius let out a royal sigh. "Hers, I'1l do you upe" 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 out:
"Aren't you the clever whore, too."

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

Darius's hands stopped, then did up the last. button of Hugh's flye
As he step;‘)ed\ba.ck 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."

¥ —

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

Reluctant
beyond dismals The record for morning-after heebis-jeebies.) He tried

rumning his tongue around the inside of his cottony mouth, at—the—same~——
Mes

kmm only half;‘-hearing what s-l'{ was telling
him from the other side of the kdtchen 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."
"You?" Meg erupted. "You? Where is there for you go to?"

He turned around %o her, her outburst stoppered at the sight of

his face. Hugh had a look on him she had not fully seen since his days

of courting her in Inverley.

% M
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."
++—
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 jag 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 ;
roam? Hughfoo well knew he had another twenty-five days ahead 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 drunkse.

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

third morning in a row. He cocked his ear to the sourmd of #he cart in

the hallway. "And here comes yowr slug of concretes”

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

be taken every two hours, tasted 1like bad whiskey, hot malted milk, and

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

flavor hsre.

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

were in him., He jumped O'Shea the fifth morming--the relentless
cleanliness of angel's drawers no doubt accounted for it:-ahd after
0'Shea pimmed him and then stepped back with a grin, Hugh realized

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

Surday, Watching his el Dabarioy from, Ehei on, Hugh without a stumble

_____ - ; - _Something or other,

advanced to shots in the arm, hypodermics of pink) and omward to jiggers

of the nasty yellow goop which was the Carteret secret remedy; all of it
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dope of some kind, he figured, but he didn't care as long as it did the

O
| g e
job on him. Outside the Institute windows, Chicago\blared in the night. /

After the first week the jag boss was gome; 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
stra:fght in the Amen Cormer sessions every afternoon along with ma?’éacld.ng
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
immates 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}pﬂw’fheatre.

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

vials
men simultaneously took out 1ittle Wm drenk them in one toss,

~ their community gulp of\n.ldn?; Carteret cure.
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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 Mu§§$mppm moment over the 6peni.rg frieze:-:ghoto
of taxi-”-d%ncers mi‘damworloars draped over one another and the big

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

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

for the next four years.

Even so, Carl Kimnick 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 old harres Stomp and the lackadaisical stroll of
7 7t

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 sheriff's fuming tally. On the other

hand, they counted u;j\s/i'z shantytowns for Fort Peck, missing the actual

ten or so. m)/
total by Sheriff Kinnick sat there not knowing\what
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_(0 hell to think, looking at the dead=accurate pictures (including the
one of some anonymous blonde number tossing down a drink urnder 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 explore

amounced that in sending their camera eyeWhis excidng time

would be known as /
in history that the American century, they were presenting Fort Peck
Dam on the covers although it wasn't., The structure pictured, looking
like the Ikdnd of massive parapet Mussoliml would love to strut on whils
he made speeches, was the concre-te piers of the spillway gates, three
mikes sway from the actual dirt dame This, said the editors and the
cover of the new magazine, was LIFE, Well, maybe.

=+ — & oD O
The truth is not in that woman,'| Meg, masked with I-am=after=all=

DROP CAP |
a;‘-lﬁlne“-of‘&]'nverlay‘smrm—’bes?;nners, watched as Proxy held the

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

é?{ 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

"Real longe" This latest story had been about the time in Hibtding,

Mirmesota, 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.

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

Y

as if comparing histories e
' mva 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 storying,.

"Umm, 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, maturally," Darius interposed.
"You're one to talk," that brought him from Hugh. "You'd have
parroted

\Xeenee/poetz—y 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, :

e

it was on 'er axd off ‘er.,"

Charlens 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
Sqndayfbe‘sj/
what she was pretty sure was the last)/smile in her and reminded herself

that she had a full week 2head 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

y, »
and Charleme for these Sumday’ round=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 foark amd 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, Hngtmf. Year one of

/1

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

she would shoo them all into the Blus 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 is.

H—_—
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), ROP C‘!P Janus is the two-faced god, and while)h-vrd-a/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

warm
a sunshire coast %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 1life, got themselves to elsewhere; Proxy was well-traveled,
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 dimmer

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 theye.
Not so much any more. Jackle's presence in the shack, that of course
made a ;liffarome. 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



619A R

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 s—aid about'l'xim. Yot he was a good enough father toward Jackie.
Better than that, actually. When he was arourd.

For now, all that f(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 windows She rubbed the usual

spot in the window frost to see out again. Out there, the river, iced

ard white, the source of her chr‘g{:_i—c:/)

g;n of sumbody;:hte]y it bad been Jackie and her, bothff-’(';;.ad to the
ferried wagon the way Grandmere Henriette had been. ﬁa.t::/didn't put
much credit in dreams. Didn't think she did, anyway., Nearer in view,

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

P. 619B follows
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the dredges moored there, éhe vremembered every detail of how her father,
late each year when the Missouri grew dangerous with ice, would skdd the
flatbottomed ferry out onto the riverbank, drain the converted Fordson
tractor engine that powered its windlass, take down the bridle pully
from the Iong cable across the river, and begin to wait out winter.

! All the harbors in the head,
—
DROP C AP Keil climbed down from the truck into the snow, only ankle -deep

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

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

testing the weather he decided hs could work without his coat on,

clomped '
He : across 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, amd the stack looked intact, but

sizable b
\ even in this mild, open winter it had collscted a of snow and 8o

--) Warﬁs were bound 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 eoup&e—e?s;are old pa.irj;cmewhare under the
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seat of the trucke

He'd had every intention of
V ) cang W ‘
’plungﬁ’fight at the work,\

N\
) he knew-thet-bothering -with-this-stack- of-stuff-was-pot-strictly-necessary.
~ ( but
@) 3 t—a-nice—bonfire?"Bruce-had proposeds) "%et/he found himself

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

been dreading, down the long slope to the river and the stand of trees

|

beyond the stark patch that had been the homestead buildings.  Amy-more—
he wore dimestore dark glasses when he drove the truck--he wag aware
: m /
F

it was a bit like taking out insurance after the guillot:!zzﬁ/ had already

! 1opped/ your ‘Head off--and now he hesitantly reached”up and took them off

| I
i i3

| for a fullest possible look/ at the smidgin of gravexl bar where he had

{ Mﬂwﬁm—ep. \-v»iﬂufleaves , in the time since

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

fallen and the cottormwoods stood bare and skeletal. My God, what if

een
it'd happened this time of year. Th\%g would still be crawling

71

- e
} Mumbled the flimsy dark glasses back on, the river valley

/ /
N 4

> | goil/.ng the color of mossy water through them. He knew he shouldn't let

=

/
”
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0 vemembertnr-the-ecTipses.

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
hell of a2 repair bill on the truck. 4~ happenstance he couldn't have

over and overs
done anything about, he'd told himselt?iméhoh—&ma( But there

were times ever since then when he wanted to take a swing at somethinge
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e membepirg_‘m gg:npsa, /the blind bad luck of being singled out by

. // : s W_%m'/t batty

the s‘u@fkeep—betherhg“hm'; ----- So- why did it? 'He knew it was

resent a happens‘bance that he couldn't do any'bhixg about \/But there were

ver sinee then,) ' | unerasable
times(when he wanted to take a swing at something, |That one*;!mm’o

moment we, when he 'd glanced up from the verge of the

road in curiositj“r_. about’ the outof-kilter synrise; just when 2 guy

Gl
believed he was ga:l.nin.g :Ln the world bang )a-pemtee'bkmdq»wm‘b
—" 4 and a hell bf a yepair bill on the trucke

f > MMMG*MW&EGWt ‘had-shown-him oW —

'f*t;.A’ *‘ ,uu ) sﬂe‘bohed-ﬁhﬂm—ﬁfszn&.;/ While Rosellen had chosen the exact same time
Wit —
[\ OA

VP, 6:‘“ . f to turn fierce about sticking with Fort Peck, instead of seeing about

JATdurS= / reacherous
';ﬂ } v f/"i .
R 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 argument,

2 (He-imewBruge Would have- tom»hngggxm%&%twww» ought—

Wmmﬁ“ﬁm}w&tg:kept telling her, trestle work and

s

hauling at the dam weren't going to last, so before awful long she was
was going to hawve to argue with the calendar as well as him about their

time to goe

He discovered he was shivering, and turned and dived to work on
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the lumber pile. -Between-iicldng-the -boards-loose- £rom-the -snow-and~ '

ice')__ and dragging them across, the ditch and loading them onto the truck,

i

5 _ he #oon was breathing hard, but he didn't let up on the exertion. This

i \ / :,
Z2\, | _he-wanted over and donme with.

=

N ‘\ DRQP CAP In a h{f usually beholden to wind, today's breeze wa\.s only

\ S

the gentlest of stirrings. Come, this breeze laughed, help me
Z -

chase the grass and set the wildflowers to Jigging on their
X N\ 3 -

stem legs.

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

S Nhn, what do they do next, old Nita and Gil, about wham I barely give

a2 hang? Leaning back fram her typewriter, Rosellen ran both hands

through hsr 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 clurng to the side of a coulee between the Corps tawnsite

and Wheeler, That snowbank dwindled markedly these April days, but

’ J 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 Antoryms}
= ‘;'/
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\
ard there hibernation's reverse was,“‘g.pstivation: a state of dormancy .,
7

7 7 7 7 —7

: "
g} torpor during the, summer or periods of drought.L' She had to chuckle.
4 4 ( 4 /7

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

~)
shov any life on the paper this noon hour, they were out there asstivating,
U _

" Jot) she commanded herself. Jot a little, jot a tittle, put something

brand oW/ dne with the rikht nd of leadd S

B
i

r
1

| down on paper somehow. She sorted through pencils until she found a
l

1

% ¥
|

w \ ‘//} a needlé.-’-ahérp 2 3/8, which she'd read was advantageous for a writer,

|

) 5

' mt—%oo—-soi!t,—»n’&t"-too%hard--ttnnwlecateéwber~s'benograpw»'notenﬁ”dk; then

S

— Antonyms put aside, she glanced around again (ing
~_had-to-clear paperwork on -her-desk out of- thewayaﬁﬂem!ﬁ:isvbs/needxd/

o5
to keep watch so that Owen didn't suddenly show up over her shoulder /
wanting his dratted menthly 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 thes dam hot and heavy. The clock wasn't doing her amy

o S —

favors either, Why was noon always the shortest howr? The-more-she——

thought about it; though, if time was short todsy, maybe she shouldn't

waste any by switching to pencil and paper when she already had Juanita

i
|
|
f
|

| and Gilbert in the typewriter.

A J | ______>
pe 622B follows

"W"‘
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. glazed .
daydreamy as a}meh-hﬁ‘igurine, Rosellen did not look

-
L

like someone with all of life on her desk. TYet there she sat? ,(teaming
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 rumnming into the eclipse the way he had. But he was like a porcupins

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

right
he‘:lﬁc:whether she wanted to know 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 turn loose of that eye episode? I know

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

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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N
Stickum wasn't the only ingredient, whatever Neil thoughte. %aon/

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 Yot people read it until they almost passed out from the

efforte Disgruntled--is there gruntled?- mj;osellen took a hard look
rv ‘
into her typewriter at Juanita and Gilbert and the laughing breeze, ard

_ pulled out the sheet of paper and crumpled it. /
=
it 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 raleww

head, seemed to be wherever anyone looked while twenty total miles of

4 < A i
dredgeline were being uncoupled in/ém%;foot sections of massive pipe and
hauled by an army of trucks to new strutworks waitdng on the downstream
side of the dam. All fowr dredges, Owen's great white wagons of the
Migsouri, 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 upstreaxﬁ face. Even by Owen's

impatient standards, the mouth of the chamnel there was already changing

;..
in startling fashiox}fian 6899-71‘00‘& trestle, sudden forest of pilings
4-'{‘ " & ’

Q1%

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

the dam halves,

With this final trestle and its railroad track being highballed into

+#

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

1ike a model-railrocad layout: the track vaulting the bottomland and

high pilings of the,
river on the‘new trestle and following the east bluff of the river

then
around 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 gé;rourzd cohtinuing 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 behaviore.

e‘/’—‘/ }

But it would take most of May and June yet, before the push to
| {

[
)|

be dones

| plug the river, and mearmwhile Owen had moving to ' had to watch

V,\
//p:—(;;hA fonm*:%
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himself 8o his head didn't spin with all there was to do, this beautiful

—

i

—

1 frantic spring, He felt almost as if he was being flirted at by the

waiting channel, the last gap in the skyscraper wall of soil across

~—

“\ !
the Fort Peck mlley;)

ge’th'e river was shut off, 'he could throw £ill into that huge waiting

N~——— N " ,
“had.'/ /Tet, as be prowled e&vg; pipelines

& vee-with-everything he

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

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

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

J
S _miles=ewn. tons of apparatus had changed the neighborhood no little bitg
Dredging cuts lay around him like square flooded fields. Time, though,

to go. To-start-thinking -about the-cubic-yards that would-glug through P

his-dredging setup from fresh fields on the other side of the dam..

the
Owen paused, to pull out his Eversharp aﬁi\gn/otebook. 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

To readily tell them apart

as he made sure he had the right notebook.
pe 625A follows >
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from here on, he wrote in crisp lead on the cover of the one far the
move :

Exodus,

Someone 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
(4
LJ‘ R
at icelcuttirg , he had been merely chilled to the marrow every day
in a pour job down in the tunnelZgate shafts. Then and now, concrete
was beirng poured furiously, and to Darius's surprise, with hoisting cranss
going overhead and the operatic clamor of machinery and the odd cramnies
of workspots down in the shaft forms and the way the siloflike 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 t?oﬁn;—i(u- the next batch of poure

"Duff, what the dickens they doing up there?" Rosocki called up
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 holse,"

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

him and the shaft mouth, a driver of a cement truck had swung out onto
the rumning 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

foremanM on his way over, looking dire.

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

mammers," then went down the ladder steps nailed to two=by-fours of the
the |,

shaftwall form witﬁ‘)ﬁee‘: odd shambling grace that always made others stop

ard watch him A a scarecrow dancing ballet, As Darius touched
. Miliron
foot to the bottam 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 somsthing
about the universal tone of voice of foremen, Clydeside to Fort Pecke.
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 pape:fing themselves to it, Darius flinging himself into
their clutching arms. The pouring hopper, struck by the bﬁiﬁiﬁ?/t‘r‘mks
plunged into the shaft Mﬁbh a grating roar.

rash
The % 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 hand on your shoulder that time, Duff,"
Rosocki sa::.d shald.ly..

Darius 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 crane, crippling it. /

=

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 to think more carefully
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about where they stepped--and then the loads were discharged on the

slope at ths 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

f11led,

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

Q-
four-mile width of the dam. It was the middls 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 pluggeds 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



I

oy '_)_r"’
630 ' J

:"/
truss bridge at the downstresm end of the channel, an elegant cat'sicradle

of steel girders%suspended itself across the river, the trestle

e them TR
walked through the river on stilts{and every oms of these-stiiha
-2

| e s

brace
actvally thick wooden pilings, carﬂ%ﬁicatiom 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 on'bo-fhe didn't want to think about

it, axd 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
the

heo

N '~

safety belt--?eﬂ swore he could fee%rm of the current, hm-e@—/‘L
humming

the Missourifin the wood of the pilings--he didn't like the 2ookse2”

channe
the (trestle project any better than Bruce did,

Floodwater, they both gladly could have done withoute

=
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In that pleasantest spring, the water ‘trﬁ&&ﬂnaﬂy’/fricmm 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, Blacktail armd 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 sout}most'Hontana; then, beyond where those three formed

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

other river after other river}began to !muscnﬂ.arlylcontribute 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 rurming as onee.

D

Great, just; sonofabitching greate The one spring when we could use

a little cooperation from the river, it's rumning twice as much water

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

L ,Mﬁ3°r peeing their pants about the schedule? Sangster is going
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conniptions

to hava\iptunt/ﬁ‘ they have to shut down on bracing that trestle.
71

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 TN
Christ, was the dredgeline ? Had the 01d Man and Birdie let—

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

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

too pleased,s "Well, sure, goode. Anything short of my owm, jJust name
it."

"Snakecatcher."

"&x-{?? Are you out of your pickled mind?"

"Not pickled amr 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, be 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

i \5@/

him for-- "Dad, listen. Since when do you know anything about handling Bnakes?"
Unfazed, Hugh told him:
"My idea of it is, it would give a man something to concentrate on."

#J_

dam chanrel,
Snagboats were on busy duty upstream from the grappling out

¢

. dangerously , 7%
the most threateming tree trunks aml logs before they could bu\il_E-FA/

against the shins of the 'l;restil.%D
Still, everyone aboard the diving barge was keeping half an eye on that
stretch of the river, Colonel's briefing or no Ct;lonel 's briefingp étf,
say, a floating forest of big cottomwoods suddenly showed up around that
bend of the Missouri, there was going to be a unanimous footrace for

the high ground of the dam,

By now even the color of the river looked mean, a sullen muddy
tone as if lava was corrupting the water.

"But you can see enough to work down there?" Colonel Pmbeﬁm,

askad,

Q
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untimely

"Yeah," Bruce answered thhomsty. "Just enough."

All in God's world they wanted from this day, the Corps officers
and the engineers and the apprehensive diving barge crew and for that
matter Bruce, was the one more diving shift it would take to finish

. . : channel '
bracing the footings of thaXtrestle. If they could get the bracing done,
in Sangster's estimation, everything ought to hold. If they didn't,
and higher water ard a Jamg/up of snags and other trash found ths right
pressure to put against an unbraced section, ttxenf-Sangster mourned out

in Dear John tones--that's all she wrote.
need ood
"I still say we\iﬁ-w/to wait and see how long beforekt%Xc/rést is
dus to get here," Owen maintained. He watched for the effect on Colonel
Pember%an, never easy to gauge either. Then he swung toward Bruce.

Come on, Bruce. For once in your life, take it a little slow. "What

does our govermmsnt diver think?"

"That this would be a nice time," Bruce said as if the idea had

Just hit him, "for about a two=week vacation."

The bullgang, languishing along the top of the dam next to the trestls,

heard the round of laughter come up from the diving barge and wondered
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to each other what was so d-rab‘bvdji‘:»nny down there in the big drink."

/

/
>

\
1

qu:.te some time@ nobody, in authority or othemse, wa.nted to be out on

\
A

that %raéfle if the flood starfed to take it (Neil had shed his climbing

A
gear amd was 1fying back with his hands under his head, trying to just
(g

listen to the laughter come and go or to nap or anything except to think
about the trestle and high water and randam danger flicked down like
a playing card out of the sky, but the thinking would not go awaye, Next

to him, unusually untalkative, sat Dariu.s_?

'
&
]

\_~of-the-haul-trucks....Darius, pensivse, 'wa'bcﬁxgg'down the slope of the dam

to the diving barge ar:i the specific figure of Bruce.

"You know, though, sir," Bruce spoke up again, with Owen snapping

a look at him, "I'd kind of like to get it over with. I'm ready to go

he '
down"-\B\mca‘a little theatrically peered at the lusty water--"whenever

you say,"

Jesus, where does he get it from, piped in hot from the 0l1d Man?
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Owen was trying to hold his temper, knowing himself already riled /

about the screw=up in the pipe haulingg if he could get his hands on
\— =
oured in the frbj;s,,#hagl trucks /
the joker who(augar'%\)(ﬁqeae/gas tankg... Bruce, though, was the immediate

issue. Here's Bruce Duff for you, warld--never happy unless he's in trouble

uwp to his bottom lip. Aloud, actually quite loud, Owen said??"Am I

think we don't want to go off half=cocked here. Look, how about this,
Ay ¢

everybody," by which he meant Colonel Pemberten. '"We get the noon

—~— DEEEYN
reading from Tansy Creeké";;the nearest upriver measuring station,, ’;}f
the river is cresting at Tansy, okay, we'll know it'll hit hsre a couple
of hours from then. That'll make it tight, but there'll still be time
enough for Bruce to go down and finish his bracingg right, Bruce?"

”~

Saure, you bet, Ownie know=it-all, if everything goes right. If

I don't drop my wrench in the silt. If I don't black out any too many

minutes at a time, If this and if that., "I'd still rather start the

dive now," Bruce argued, "and have a little more time down there  just

in case everything -‘-'n'

"Damn it, though," Owen broke in, "what if we get the noon reading
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and the crest is past Tansy Creek? What if it's at about"-+-he took a
breath and looked blsakly at Bruce--"the Nettle Creek coulee? Then it'd
hit here while you're down on the dive. That wouldn't be such a hot

thing to have bappen, would it, Bruce?"

"T can't guarahtee holding this barge in the middle of something
like that," the barge boss Taine spoke up.

Bruce cut Taine off with an angry swipe of his hard. "Hey, here,”

he was still directing his argument to Owen, "I'm the goddam one on the
spot who has tol;"

"I still say it's a matter of timing," Owen insisted, "we've got

-

to know when the sonofabitching crest will get here and work frome-"
"Gentlameno“
Both Duff brothers appeared startlsd at the word from Colonel

g

et

~ A _The Colonel gazed back and forth between Bruce amd Owen.
"I don't wish to lose a diver, I don't wish to lose this barge,

I don't wish to lose the trestle," he solemnly enumerated, even if

those didn't particularly add up. "Everyone take a break. We'll wait

for the noon reading from the Tansy Creek station."
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looking steamed, Bruce climbed the face of the dam as though he
was charging up San Juan Hill. Near the top, the sight of Darius slowed
he
him considerab]y;\?moe/had been treading with care around his urcls,
not to mention Proxy's volcanic vicinity, ever simce the night in the /

Blue Eagle. Aw, va-uj;l, he can just hunker up and stay sore, if T

that's what he wants, Bruce decided. am

G—U—n;,‘“ he acknowledged stiffly,
o

"Nephie," Darius returned cormensurate]y W

Neil was sitting up yawning but impatienbwt's

the deal?" he asked Bruce. "You bigwigs got the river figured out?"

Bruce stopped short. Christ Jesus, now him. Neil seemed to be

on the prod pretty often, any more,

Holding his taxper-:f‘bhere had to be some limit to how many brothers,
uncles, ard whatnot a guy could take on in one day--Bruce laid out
river matters for Neil, primarily in profanity, then glanced over his
shoulder as if the barge argument was following him., "Iet's clear out

of here untll Owen gets off the warpath," he concluded. "Come on, I'1l

stand you to coffee and pie,"
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Tactics. Take care of those and they'll take care of=--

e e S 5 SR

ArSE ﬂ \"Mind if I tag along?" Darius spoke up.
Bruce thawed so visibly Darius was almost embarrassed. "You bet,

Unk.. You can explain to us how one Duff can be such a horse's patoot!=-
he jerked his head in the vicinity of the barge and Owen;-:-"while the
rest of us are so perfectly nice’."

The Rondola was brimming with customers as usual, but places at

railroad
the end of the counter were being vacated by Mew, and the three

Duffs moved right onto stools still warm from the gandydancers' fannies.

~head-was-so-full of “the trestle problem it took-him a moment. te

sort out.what time of day it must bewa/ﬁe bad been ;;pefs%ling

N

L . p
with the[trestl .\from time immemorial, it seemed like.

"Jesus, I hate i‘i\? Owen gets this way," be said, rubbing his

} eyes. "And he's this way nok\t

; M Jbracing the real
'; "Yeah, but he's right that tb;ther be done before]high
5 , stayed CONbA%i‘Y\B.
water shows up here,” Neili\x&abmw "You let the river

| soup itself up a 1ittls more and you aren't going to want to be under it

.and I damn sure-won't want to be out over it atxiﬁ-" Za

. i
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| ﬂ Q‘”&ue&cw him-of f-with. an-upraised-hand.”  "No more Missouri-River
- - T Bruce
)—unti2 e et bhpiech \He’”m winkiee -hhauﬂr*e&lﬁat the
"/__,../

waitress, "We came to brighten your day, Better Half,"

) Kotz
2 "Surrounded, am I," greeted them, dealing out

! Q) three cups and pouring coffee. "Won't the dam fall down without you

i characters leaning against it?"

muttered,
- "We left Owen in charge," Brm:e}oMso it wouldn't dare."

"Hi, Kate, how you doing?® Neil was pleased to get her in on this.
4

He had forgotten she'd be on shift or he would have proposed this Rondola

) '
sideshow himself, to try to settle Bruce down some, m

-
-
-

trying to drill some common sense into this husband of yours, about how
much water it's wise to walk under."

"Better get a big auger,"” she said.

1 } : Neil shot a glance at Bruce, expecting him to blow up. Instead,
l looking less riled than when he'd stomped away from the river, Bruce

said so soberly it was comical: "There, hear that? This is what

she does to me,'
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"Kate, merciful," Darius flashed in with. "Tell us, what's
the pastry prosﬁect?" /

"There's pie, and it's rhubarb,"

"Saves on the strain of deciding, a.nyway,." Bruce said. '"Hon, put
this on our f;ab, will yog--I went out of my mind and told these guys
I'd treat.”

Neil and Bruce watched restlessly as Darius poured cream and sugar

on his slice of rhubarb pie, then dug into theirs unadorned. While Bruce
and Darius--mostly Bruce--talked trestle through mouthfuls, Neil let
his gaze drift after Kate as she wielded the relentless coffe;_:pot and

swept dishes to and from customerse That little exchange between her

and Bruce, wham bam; nothing moony about the state of their marriage,

it looked like. Watching her at waitressing, he liked the way she nsver
scurried, just covered the territory in-tekestt=or-isave=it styles’ Kind
of interesting, actually, to rest the eyes on Kate's long siliky build,

although he was reminded of Bruce's original assessment that you couldn't

see her coming around a cormers

-
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On her next pass along the counter she came over to them again
<y

with the coffee pote
N

"Not I," Darius declined again, one cup of the stuff more than

adequate with him.

"Had all I can stand, too," Neil said against another refill., Which

Kola

sounded stiffer than he'd intended, so he glanced up at ard kidded:
"Bruce claims there's something in the coffee here and that's how you

got hj-m."

!

Rhenda Jjudiciously looked in the eoﬁom she was holding as"—

as Bruce chortled and the other two sat there grinning.
She killed off Bruce's chortle by pouring Neil's amd Darius's cups

to overflowing aml skipping his, With all the nonchalance in the world

she told him, "You already had some, remember?"

—

The noon reading of the river depth left no further room for
argument. The flood crest had just passed Tansy Creek, it would hit
Fort Peck in another few hours, and while Bruce could grind his teeth

his
all he wantedA‘jﬁ also had to hustle in‘a:\fhﬁiving suit. There
9)

was time enough left for a standard dive, Owen had been right about thatg

but where the hell does he get the idea, Bruce was still thinicing furicusly
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as his helmet snicked into place, that this'll be a stardard dive?

ﬁ-“’"—‘__

nThe dammed knothead of a kid did it, Charlalenel Bruce goosed
the moosel"

Owen bounced into the house so full of strange beans that she
at first thought he had come home drunk. Now she recognized it as /
engineer elation. "You're pinning medals on Bruce?" Charlene checked

to make sure. "Since when?"

_ "The trestlel He--"

H—

| “-%/got done with the bracing in jig time," Neil was telling rapt
/'

—~

Rosellen, "he didn't even take his whole diving shift. The barge bun<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>