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Or there's the fact of the floodinge English Creek most years

behaves predictably enough. The melt in the mountains comes down to

the valley as rap:ud tan water, about twice as much of it as the usual

clear flow of the creek. But one wihter & February thaw loosed some
of the runoff months ahead of time and the creek overflowed into the

meadows of the north fork at 00's placew-where it promptly froze with

the next switch in the weather and left the meadows like a series of

hockey rlnks. 00's cows slipped and slid on the ice, and he had any
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number of calves born backwards that spring




A blind man was staniing alongside a stack of orange newspapers,
the Great Falls Leader. I hawe always had fear for my eyes. Not
to see what is going on around me would be my edition of%ll. Yet
sightless people carry on lives, too. Suddemly the blind man called

out: Llleader. Llleeeader. Whadimp-whadimp-whadimp-whadAYYY,

Illeader. Llleeeader. Certainly if you were anywhere within earshot

and had any least notion of reading a newspaper that day, you would

step over and buy one from that blird crier.



For one instance, I never saw why it was necessary for 00,
the govermment trapper, to kill trapped coyotes in the manner he did--
by stomping his bootheel onto the coyote'!s chest to burst its heart.
The argument may be that dead is dead, the method doesn't matter,
mand of course I know that keeping the pelt whole and undamaged is
a consideration, too. But stille I just think there is a way to behave
and a way not to; and that it's unnecessary for man to disgrace himself

against the other creatures any more than he ordinarily doese
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A pair of yellow wings 1it on the fender of the truck. dJackie jyam e

pointed. "Buttafly,."

"No, sir," Owen advised him, "That's a flutterby." Normelly he
wouldn't have troubled to converse with a twomyear-old, but there was
something so judicious about Jackieess "There, don't you see how it
flutters by?"

Jackie considered this., "Fluttaby," he agreed.
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Jhe glacier of cold air slid down from the north until it covered

Montana from corner to cormer, then stood there for a solid week. Iemperature
readings were its cutting edges s red stubs of mercury in the bottoms of
thermometers across six hundred miles, saying implacably 35 degrees below
zero at noon, 38 degrees below zero at dusk, L5 degrees below zero in
the night.

On the dam progect, tha- engines of the bulldAc)érs were never shut

down in weather this cold, throttled onto idling all night long. Their

diesel monotony broke the silence of the frigid spell,|and down on the

g
river there was the periodic buzzsaw-sound of ice being cut,/ but the

——

Fort Peck project mainly was groggy with this weather. In the Wheeler
saloons and dancehalls the air went stale with cigarette smoke and the
accumulated pack of not recently bathed bodies, but then the instant you
stepped outside the fresh keenness would all but take the lungs out of
you.

The record winter of '36, the year they had all been looking for.

more to caome

g
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The damvork underwen® that same sort of (whiplash) (stupor and awakening)ee..
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If the Fort Peck townsite looked sickly, Wheeler looked leprouse

(;’\N ;’]‘J }’w‘i':.

As the snow went off, rubbish resppeared from the previous autumn,
usually amid a backyard swamp of mude 4£11 the new had faded from

the buflding fronts that had been fresh lumber when the Duffs arrived

s oloen brownieh™—
in 1933; the Blue Eagle'\by now had a venerable tint, like a weathered

pirates

Du:"‘

Spring couldn't come fast enough to suit Darius or Hugh or Meg

I PSR U I A P

Ry ¢,
or Neil or Kate or Rasellen or Bruce or Rhonda, Only Owen and Fester,

o accustomed to indoor work, had not particularly minded the confinement

S A

of winter.
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"Iet's clear out of here until Kittrell gets off the warpath,"
*L’r\
Sangster said. "Come on, I'll stand you to coffee ard pies" ‘{f\;ﬁ'
/

As usual the Rondola was brimming with customers. Owen's head
was so full of the 00 problem it took him a moment to sort out which
shifts these were, coming ard going. He and Sangster had been wrestling
with the 00 plan from time immemorizl, it seemed like,

(o

“Jesus, I hate it when Kitdwedd gets this way," Sangster said,
rubbing his eyes. "And he's this way now."

"Yeah, But he's right that we have to come up with a faster rate
of fill. We can't just let the river gain on us every--"

Sangster cut him of £ with an upraised handes "No more engi neering

we cam@lt with pie,"
until eksewelss” He was winking theatrically at the waitress. "I'm
surrounded, am I. Hov you doing, Kate?"

Owen looked at her in surprise, having forgotten she'd be on shift
now. "Hi," he said,

While Sangster talked through mouthfuls of rhubarb pie, Owen let

his gaze drift after Kate, curious to see whether she went at things

the way Rosellen would haves Not really, he decided: this Tibbett sister




scurried with the plateloads of food, the coffee pot. None of Rosellen's
take ~it-or-leave~it style%a‘bch:‘mg her, he saw that her figure was so
like Rosellen's that it stirred him up in a strange reminiscent way.

As if he'd been where he hadn't,



She came over to him again with the coffee pot and the question-grin.

"No, I better not," he said against another refill., Which sounded
stiffer than he'd intended, so he looked up at Kate and kidded: "Brwce
claims there's something in the coffee here--that's how Rhonda got him,"

Kate gave her half-chuckle, then looked in amusement at the coffee
pot she was holding,

And refilled his cupe




clear
"Tet 'Mut of here fsm until 00 gets off the warpath," Sangster

coplar ¥
said. "Come on, I'l1l stand you toﬁpie o8
As usual the Romdola was brimming with customers. Owen had to think

for a2 moment, which shift was coming, which going. He amd Sangster had

been wrestling with the 00 plan for a season, it seemed likes

"Jesus s 1 hate it when 00 get$ this way," Sangster said, rubbing

his eyes. "And he's this WY e nov,"

QW\‘" :s\-bT bU~| '
"Yeah., But he's right that we have to..."

Sangster was grinning at the waitress. "I'm surrounded, am I,™
How you doing, Kate?"
Owen liooked at her in surprise, having forgotten she'd be on shift

nowe "Hi," he said,
let his gaze drift
While Sangster talked, Owen webeclmd—ese after Kates She
scurried with the plateloads of food, the coffee pot. Her figure was

nowan T
so like Rosellen's that he felt himself stir... As if he'd been where

he coffee pot and the ques 'oFine

-

ther'w in the coffee here--that's how

he hadn't,.




In the next few years Peter Stapfer rose to become horse boss of

the Frenchman River Hutterite colony, in charge of the use of 180 workhorses.

zeﬂ yrs bepond that, colony
In 19k9, the Frenclman River hived, and Peter Stapfer was among the mambers

., 0D
who established P newAcolomr in northern Montana. That colony comverted

to tractors, and Peter Stapfer, horse boss withotrb horses, settled toward
Svrnaafsnt. atlt L"f}‘f‘c‘“ @ 00 Cotem ke t u o pAg b

s S
old age. ese0f himself, shﬁ‘fiﬁ';gsm.ling outside the back door of the

Blue Fagle saloone
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"I must trust you. The colony, they cannot know of this. We do
not...haf such thingé; ﬁ;.ilit, please, in this.," He thrust at her a
seed company emvelope of the sort that came to him as vegetable boss of
the colony.

Easter noddede

cos

Peter Stapfer gestured to his heads "They are thiefs, here."

There. He had not actwmlly said his cap was stolen, and among this
collection of people there surely were some who qualified as thieves,

The younger man, George, looked as excited as Peter felt. "The

constable, Peter! He can--but do we dare--?"



“Where begin and where end, Jackiejackes.s You've a grandfather, me,

N,

(RIS

who's 2 thordugh fool....Your father is something of the same; but
o

- A v St
motorized..eYour mother“,\by\great good fortune, d€ an apprentice saihte..
- i

You've a grand=-uncle who widtshe ifre _‘.' way chases after politics.

Not that the politics don't peed chasing.sswla've tried two countries
P | ‘ 5 o

and eleventy occupatjet 5, Jackie, and we're still on the drift. The

(Meg overhear this, ad Hugh tends to the baby?)




do an overlap of Mott making a2 Plentywood stump speech and FDR a
fireside radio speech?

Huﬁ& o
-=-and have one of the characters look up from 2 newspsper and ask:

"What's this Hitler?"



"There's this man Mott, a person hears of "
"Mott's got his own catechism," Darius said.

wouldn 't surprise me."

"Printed in red,




Hugh goes on the wagon for a while, but falls off,

-="Tie me to the wagon."
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"I-b'
s one way to keep warm."
"You can t
alk, You do
n't hav
: e to put up with cold feet 1d
2 , cold handsS..."
om as interested now. "Cold everyt .
Harry ything 2"
ng .
lose enough to everything."
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like—arabbit out of a hat, Toasty
Spring CW 7
as berserk as the winter had been /\Chinook winds

Hawaii, it seemed like, and Fort Peck's
billowed in all the way from the slopes of the Rocky Mountsins
:w*( Y-
dis'tilled into
snoname-promsddy fort Peck's mude As usual at the start of spring,

Wheeler looked leprous. With the snow going off in patches, rubbish
reappeared from the previous autumn, and the backyard coal piles had
became ash heaps (dishwater, gray tossed with gray)

By the first day of summer, just over two months since the dredges

started up, the dredging was nearly a month ahead of schedulee
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The river:

textbooked easily. (quote from 1920's geology or hydrology book?)

Nothing to it, savvying the Missouri River from the distance of a college

classroome

Owen Duff wondered about that a little upon first reading it in

Geology 301, his Jjunior year in civil engineering. But he was the one

vho had been capricious enough to abandon the family's foothold along

the Missouri, so maybe he ought to pay attention to the text version

of the river and see what he had missedes Geology professors were usually

rock docs, but 301 was taught by an exception named Zell who told them

the course was about process, which he pronounced as if it rhymed with

no less, In the next breath he was regaling them about ice, the edge of

; glaciation that had reached into Montana and royally rearranged things

for a few thousand years., It came as a relief when he shut up about

———the glacial pro-cess and warned the class to clear their lives for a

field=-trip all of the next week.

Zell was built like a dumpling, but that didn't stop him from

struttinc around as if he owned Montana State College. Norme of the
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Geology 301 students were much surprised when he showed up in jodhpurs

for the show-me tripe They jounced north along the Missowri, Zell and

the five students in a Model T touring car. Around Fort Benton, Zell

seamed to lose interest in the river and pottered on nortlward, up

the valley of dinky Big Sandy Creek, ignoring the Missouri's big bend

where it turred sharply south on itself and then swung eastward across

the rest of the state of Montana. The Big Sandy country wasn't much for

scenery, unless you had a taste for being down in a big swale for hours

at a time, then 2t last they clattered into Havre, and on through, Zell

choosing to mke camp in the Milk River Valley just east of town. The

next morning, they weren't entirely done with breakfast before Zell

cleared his throat, paced back and forth a dramatic few times, and said,

"Welcame to the Missowri River,"

The other four students bent sideways glances at Owen, on the basis

that he was the ore from up in this country., Owen furnished the corrective

as offhandedly as hs could:

"This's the Milk this morning, Praof,"

"You don't say," said Zell.

Uh oh, in Owen.
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"The Milk River, hmm?" In the jodhpurs, the professor seemed to

strut standing still. "Not much volume of flow, is it, to cut a valley

as broad as this? Better take a look, hadn't you?"

As a unit, the five young men stood up and took a lot of looks

at the overwide valley and the small milky river winding slowly through.

it. Zell was right, naturslly he would be. Where the hell were there

any rock forretions resistant enough to divert this river back and forth

into the big bends needed to carve this much valley? Or if the water

hadn't cut the valley this wide with centuries of patience, where then

was the till of glaciation, the boulders ard other gouging material?

The young men milled restlessly. Where was anything the damned textbook

said ought to be here?

"Ice had something to do with it," Zell gave them a hint, then

couldn't resist spelling it oute "An ice dam,"

Zell swept an arm toward their route of yesterdaye. "Somewhere

back around Fort Benton, the ice sheet blocked off the Missouwri and

contrituted its own meltwater until there was a glacial lake perhaps

as big as one of the Great Lakes nov ise Then the ice receded and
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and the flow resumed in the channel of the Missouri. Some of the

e el

channel. You of course were right, Duff. This morning, this is the

Milk River. But some thousands of mornings sgo, before that ice dam,

this was the Missouri. The big river itself--here, and...?"

Owen and a bright kid named Farrington caught on simultaneously.

"Big Sardy," they said together.

Zell almost smilede "Another valley that's too big for its britches,

isn't it,s That had to have the force of the Missouri to cut it, before

the ice dam changed the processe"

Owen's mind raced. The big bend of the Missouri; the White Cliffs,

the Breaks, the home place: "Where the Missouri goes now--that's all a...

shortcut?v

"The younger channel, yes. From the big bend to Fort Peck, about.

That must have been the edge of the ice sheet, and the Misspuri cut its

way along there while this"--Zell again swept his arm importantly arourd

in indication of the Milk River Valley and the Big Sardy Valley over the

horiz on--"was dammed off."

My God ry God my God, ran in Owen. The home place, the alfalfa-seed




change the Zell scene, possibly tightening it as well:

--drop "The river" device, saving it for later or just using it as is at
start of chapter and then "The dam" just once, later on.

-~Possibly peg this into Owen @ office work.

PO GOP =f + Conpd
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The power of watere. (link to glacial version of the Missowri )

--hydraulic: tearing down entire hills in Seattle, resheped the
gold-mining 3 Panama Canal.

citys



By the erd of the third day, Owen Duff already was office-famous
for POGOP,

Major Santee, the Corps' chief of operations, poked his head into
the temporary warren where the civvie engineers had their desks, He
had in his hand a contractor's letter, citing numerous z"easons why a
ten-day delay was needed in a contracted-for portion of the dam project,

and his thumb on Owen's penciled comment in the margin.
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Geology 301 students were much surprised when he showed up in jodhpurs

for the show-me tripe They jounced north along the Missouri, Zell and

the five students in a Model T towring car, Around Fort Benton, Zell

seamed to lose interest in the river and pottered on nortlward, up

the valley of dinky Big Sandy Creek, ignoring the Missouri's big bend

where it twrned sharply south on itself and then swung eastward across

the rest of the state of Montana. The Big Sandy country wasn't much for

scenery, unless you had a taste for being down in a big swale for hours

at a time, then 2t last they clattered into Havre, and on through, Zell

choosing to mke camp in the Milk River Valley just east of town. The

next morning, they weren't entirely done with breakfast before Zell

cleared his throat, paced back and forth a dramatic few times, and said,

"Welcome to the Missouri River,"

The other four students bent sideways glances at Owen, on the basis

that he was the ore from up in this country., Owen furnished the corresctive

as offhandedly as hs could:

"This's the Milk this morning, Prof,"

"You don't say," said Zell.

Uh oh, in Owen.
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"The Milk River, hmm?" In the jodhpurs, the professor seemed to

strut standing still., "Not much volume of flow, is it, to cut a valley

as broad as this? Better take a look, hadn't you?"

As a unit, the five young men stood up and took a lot of looks

at the overwide valley and the small milky river winding slowly through.

it. Zell was right, naturelly he would be. Where the hell were there

any rock forrations resistant enough to divert this river back and forth

into the big bends needed to carve this much valley? Or if the water

hadn't cut the valley this wide with centuries of patience, where then

was the ti1l1 of glaciation, the boulders amd other gouging material?

The young men milled restlessly. Where was anything the damned textbook

said ought to be here?

"Ice had something to do with i‘E," Zell gave them a hint, then

couldn't resist spelling it oute "An ice dam,"

Zell swept an arm toward their route of yesterday. "Somewhere

back around Fort Benton, the ice sheet blocked off the Missouri and

contrituted its own meltwater until there was a glacial lake perhaps

as big as one of the Great Lakes nos ise Then the ice receded and




~You knov by now that I am a noticer. What was worth noticing

vabou'b Malvina Peyser was the way those bib pants failed to defeat

/
|
]
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|
|

| her womanliness.
Not that she would ever cause men to turn their eyes inside-out,

Malvina was a bit short-legged,

in the way Leona or Velma Simms did.
or at least so she seemed in those overalls. As I say,



"Be awful careful of this stuff," the bait foreman warned them.
"It already gave me a little love bite." He pulled up his pantleg to
show them. A burn about the size of a dime was on his shin where the
top of his sock wem normally would reach. "Reminded me to watch what
the hell I'm doing."

"What's in the bait?" Hugh asked.

"Arsenic "



P
The infestation set preachers to thumbing their Bibles, and I 0 f’f
3 A (;

Pache' 3 j,b-(
imagine most of them ended up somewhere in Joel, where pestilence is  * ’/r’ LY
visited upon the Israelites(?): That which the palmerworm hath left
hath the locust eaten...'he field is wasted, the land mourneth...Be
ye ashamed, o ye husbandmen; howl O ye vicnedressers for the wheat

Cﬁ/‘v‘ c&d\
and the barley; because the harvest of the field is per:tlsktled. Because LR o |

of our nonatterdance habits to church, though, I don't know whether

iy

t.he?\rwﬁ:m to the part that reads, howl, ye ministers of the altar:

4 —

come, lie all night in sackcloth, ye ministers of my God...




Dale Copenhaver, bappy-eyed as if he was ending a long and terrible
A

day instead of just beginning one, was telling a farmer: Slow those

:,:J;l!ﬂ«&-
guys down in the field, don't let them roar across thejountry at

twenty miles an hour.




I remember that as a day when human life seemed to make no sense.

As if those of us in the infested fields were on some moon of Saturn

where insects ruled and we were but a marginal speciese



Halve that on the likelihood of exaggeration, and it's still a

world of grasshopperse



Bill Reinking of the Gleaner was there, carrying a big square camera.

I saw him sight through it a couple of times, then shake his head ard

put the camera back in his car. He was right, there was no capturing

this scene in anything as mx small as a photograph,



The infestation was heaviest in the eastern part of the county.

Ten thousand pounds ef bait a day was being spread there.



Drought, Depression, and now these goddamn ravenous bugse.




It became evident why Dale Copenhaver had called my father.

Crews had to be run, and my father's experience with fire crews made

him a natural.



" Be awful careful of this stuff, Dale Copenhaver warned us.

.

Inda,
It gave me a little love‘gﬁv),{..

A burn aboub{ half‘, the size of a dime was on his shin where kix the

3

top of his sock normally would reach, Reminded me to watch sk what

the hell I'm doing, is all.
thas

What's mﬁ bait? I asked.

Arsenic.
B e i



In the air the 'hoppers sounded bad enough, a whirring as if .~
sage chickens were taking of f, except that the noise wgs more distant
than that, thinner and sharper. But on the ground their noise was

of eating. You could actually hear the goddamn things making a meal

as——

of everything that grew, millions of tiny mouths each biting through

a ste;ﬁin of wheat. Commotion would have been less ominous than that

undersound of eating, eating, eating.

" And then there was the sound worse yet, the crackling as you
stepped on them on a road or iaek other hard surface. The closest
I can come x® is to say it resembled walking on peanut shells--but as

if the shells were alive arnd in motion and endless in their totale




I know of no way to tell this except to lay it out and let you
believe whatever you can stand to. I couldn't credit that day myself
if I had not been there and seen the fields begin to moves

How many grasshoppers there were in that creeping invasion is so
far beyord imagination that pmxmicfe people fell back on basic numbers.
At Malta iheg}_oug of m'hopp??sr filled the air for :'f‘ou‘x: hours. At

e ————

Havre, it was six and a half hourse They came as insect blizzardse



I don't recall that much was said between us as my father drove
toward Gros Ventre, and reaching there, went on across main street
and east out of town. Maybe it was on both our minds that this was
an unusual direction foz; us. To face the farming ceuntry. O,r view
of it was customarily from the meuntains; we thought of the farmland
as big patterns, blocks of green. To be down here driving ieeemgh
past the fields, the grain thicker than any forest, on each stem the

to imagine such sums was like--I don't know, counting stars. ,
individual kernels. “To think that there could be enough grasshoppers

m
to threaten eaeh=ef those kernels was stupefying.



Looking back on all this, I don't tmew why the poison didn't kill
dodas, o sty

farme rsl(i‘astn han it did the grasshoppers. What—it—amounted—to was
sawdust soaked with arsenic. The county men had an old cement mixer
into which they put the proportions of sawdust, arsenic and banana oil
and then some kmmx water, then spun it all up together into about the
consistency of mush., In the evening or before dawn, people lined up
for sacks of the stuff, because it was said to work best if spread in

the morning while the fields were still damp.

Dale Copenhaver told my father that one of the worst problems he

was having was with farmers who strewed the poison too heavily around

their fields, on the notion that if a little was good, a lot was better
b/V\VV ?(0
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yete Abs;t all I\aan”do Mac, is try head the knotheads off by askmg

O =8 A A

them if they work on that same principle when they take a laxative.

-9\
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My mother always rode herd on Alec ard me about calling older

e N

people Mr, and Mrs., but out of her hearirng we xiswgm lapsed inte our

father's natural inclination toward first names,



grasshoppers:

At Malta, they filled the r for four hours. O days

later at Havre, for si nd a half hours. Ministers turned
to (biblical citatibn for plague). The insect blizzard

whirled and ls#&ped.

(use early refce: the damp June had done in the
grasshoppers...) 1In 00, a farmer north of town Zewmi saw
motion in his winter wheat field, 2 crawling...

The grasshopper® reports flamed from there...

Retribution began its own flights. Planes showered

mixes of 00 onto the 'hoppers...



Malvina Peyser and I already knew each é6ther in a hello-trading

no more populous than
way, as almost everybody does in W Two country.

You're good to help, she saidp now.

Actually she needed only the minimum of help, somebody to feed
the sacks of 'hopper bait into the spreader. She had the spreader
hitched behind a 1929 Dodge touring car... As 1 studied the set-up,
a small tanred face popped up between the steering wheel and the

rolled-down window on the driver's side, and began scrutinizing me.

Norman,

Wsay morning to Jick, Malvina prompted.

[ =

pair
Marn!, the boy complied and stood examining thovewé of us. I
S, -
Norman
supposeMo be somewhere between two and three, whenever a
kid can just talk.
My curiosity about why I »mm instead of her husband was in this
angle

wheatfield with Malvina overcame my menrers. I did manage to the

question a 1little: What, is Lloyd laid up?

No, he's hired out this summer. On the Fresno dam job up by

= d

Havreo
.————““’

Havre .

had to hire out, go off to earn WPA wages for survival's sake.



Bill Reinking was sifting among the weary crews _.__)

{ were 'belln.ng hjm
\What they ike war, which in a way it wase I

bath,
started off on it 82 hours non-stop. Got 8 hours off, had a\”(

boiled my clothes, ate a couple hot meals and grabbed about 5 hours

Bill, my ™
sleep. Then went right back to another 32-hour shifte. o o o ip i

1

pockets are dragging out my trackse. By God, if I never see another

]

sonsabitches
grasshopper. « « o« You just can't believe how thejfare. I left my

coat hanging on the door handle of the pickup and they ate it %o,

there in the back of
shreds. And chewed hell out of ? the harﬂle of a shpveI‘* the »

pickups « o ¢ What I want to knos is, how much more of this can we

stand? One year it's drought and the next it's wheat rust and then

&

corr;nesa couple of years of these buggers. I just don't se€eee




Chinook » Malta
I know people up around Havre and M/\ andweven today

who tell me that a banana sliced onto their breakfast cereal will bring
back the scene of those grasshoppers. Bamana oil--it actually was
amyl acetate, which has a smell like ripe bananas--was the attraction

mixed into the 'hopper poison,



Eatoliz.
\ Newwman,
i*/don't touch any. Don't ever, ever touch any. Make

Chs
you sick, hon. Give you z tummy ache «

% S,;;}LLAA,,G_N L

“Newman",
\hi/fd/balled his little fists sgainst his chest and stered at

the mysterious uneatable mush we were dispensing. He seemed to

ponder, then asked: G'asshoppers get tummy ache?

Mrmmbmm. Grasshoppers eat a taste of this and they go to grasshopper

oo ng

7 W T adk

heaven. W‘looked out across the wheat of her field. Or someplace.

Just so they goe



Ased o 75"‘7*1“‘\

My hay was worth cutting only because it was better to have little

than none; I could cover the width of a windrow with my hat.!{’; As for

the Two country's grain crops, even on the irrigated acres of the Valier
water project the grain stood so short it looked like a color of the
ground itself, a tan flat panel of the earth; in the dry-land fields

of the 'steaders, not even that color met the eye--only dead staiks. /j

o

N



We had been hearing about grasshoppers the previous couple of
summers. The eastern part of the state was heaviest hit, for the
'hoppers preferred grainfields to range grass. On the scale by which
we would choose T-bone steak over dry crackers, according to accounts
of how they ate their way through that grain. (quote Gleansr descptn?)

Not just the loss of crop was involved here. People reacted to

the 'hopper invasion as if to say Djmn it,now that's just too mudl.'

The Depression, and then the drought, and now these hungry bugs trying
to outdo both of those.
There also was a spooky kind of suspense about the ‘hoppers.

Any given summer of those years, you couldn't know
Wﬁ it was going

to be a grasshopper season again, and if they did hatch, there was

no predicting which areas they would descend on, and which fields

within the areas. As if sameone was wildly waving a revolver in

a crowded room: no knowing if it was loaded, and if it did go off,

who would get struck.
wimarai ko skl



I suppose my father deliberately had me go with Dale Copenhaver's
half of the crew, on the theory that it might be good for me to be
bossed around by somebody outside the family for a change. That the
end result was any different is not at all certain, however. For when

dike
the truck stopped at the third wheatfield along the % road, the

person waiting there for a bait handler was a woman. Dals Copenhaver

cast a glance over the grown men in the truck and called, Jick, how

about you helping Mrs. Peyser here,

why
Now, I don't kmw\%nale thought owowistmememe anything was likely
to ensue between a woman and a man in an open field with a swarm of
grasshoppers imminent, Possibly his decision wasn't that explicit,
he only wanted not to embarrass either side--people not married to
each other, awkward time together, Which E nominated somebody
to
too milk-tootl'nd\’( be any cause for embarrassment of that sorte. I

swung off the trucke



How long 's lloyd been on the dam job?

Since it thawed enough for them ‘to work. Early Marche.

Then who

\g*aid this farming?

I did.

Norman
With Wekpef and 2117

Norman's A1l I could do was
\W’getting his start early. 3w leave him in the car

misokbm aside the field tere. Every round I plaved, I'd climb off tha Traclol

The-
and go over and check on him. She looked at « We made out okay,

ST

didn't we, hon?

Dumb me. If I had that moment back I would without hesitation say

what deserved to be said: Lady, you did a lot better 'bhal okaye

Instead I hefted the next sack of bait inte the spreader, and we set off

to give the grasshoppers some more hell,

The day was a swelterer, By rights the poison-spreading should have

been done hours before. Fakroimimymocienpensng-



Somet imes life has to be makeshift, though. If we were spreading
bait in the heat of the day instead of while the grasshoppers were
drinking dew, that was just the way it had to be.

Not only the day was hot; so was that Dodge. For one thing,
Malvina was doing what a lot of people did in those days--covered
the radiator with a gumny sack. That way, 00 could be burned instead
of gasoline,

“But the Dodge also was grinding along through this field in low
gear, for the sake of spreading the bait thoroughly. Between that,
and the 00, and the blistering weather, I had to put water in the
radigtor frequently, Which is another of my least favorite chores,
unscrewing the cap of a boiling radiator. All there was to do, though,
was to wrap my right arm in my coat each time, and with my gloved
hand camtiously loosen that cap a little at a time, until the pressure--
and the chance of me getting scalded like a hog--went down. Then

I would pour in some more ditch water, and off we would go againe
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Siderius was staying leery of all Duffs, but particularly that old

)( bearcat Hugh, He himself couldn't see that they had any gripe coming,
V’f;f g,
O,rf‘ L .
70 #2 they'd been paid the exact damn same as everyboly else. And now they
W‘":,.Mf
wr had jobs, the whole slew of them., He could stomach Owen, who knew a

job was a job, but the rest of the bunch...

whatchamacall'er
The old women, whozit--Dora-- seemed to be the only one on the place

when he drove down, that day in early '3L4. But to hear her tell it,
there were Duffs up every coulee... He asked for her husband... She
studied his car amd he was glad he didn't have the Corps of Engineer
license plateS.es

Hugh Duff was (at some chore).

Siderius always kept to the same spiel-~here for the government--
going to be a project--fair offer on your land-- But for some reason,
the look of this Duff caused him to jab out: "You heard? They're going
to be building a dam at Fort Peck,"

"What's that to us?"

"This '11 be pabt of it. Under the lake,"

"That's daft, The Glasgow country"'--he said it a way Siderius had
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Not nearly all of Wheeler was complete. Directly in front of
them down the block, 2 tall man in 2 suit and vest shot out from a vacant

raw-framed building, turned, and gave the structure a kicke He seemed

.
aan Atome

to think it over briefly, then kicked the wood, gl R

"I felt that from here," Bruce said aside to Neil. "If that guy
keeps on, he'll be in the market for assistant kickers,"

"Wait a minute," Neil said., "Let's just see," He went over to
the disgusted man, "You putting up this building, mister?"

"No," the man said sarcastically, "I'm just throwing monegy at the
goddamn place for exercises"

"What's left to do?" Neil peered into the walled-in shell of building,
atop gray Fort Peck clay. "Only the flooring? My brother and I can handle
2 hammer,"

"Look, junior, the last jackleg sonofabitch of a carpenter léft me
in the lurch here. I need the real itenbb»ejgery minute this place
ien 't making me money it's costing me monegy. Fort Peck's got carpenters
up the geegee, and they ‘re 2ll out there'=-~he waved toward the trestlework--

"on Frank D.'s payroll, God bless hime"



By now Bruce had his head in the structure beside Neil's. Off behind

the stack of floor boards stood a pile of cardboard boxes which advertised

- Mighty Mac bib overalls and Peerless worksocks and so on. "So, you're
opening a line of dry goods,."
f;“ 7 x "Wet," said the suited man., "You're looking at the Blue Fagle Saloon.
; Or would be, if it had a sonofabitching floor in it."
"We can lay your floor for you," Neil asserteds "Give us a crack
at it, Mr,--2"
"Harry. Tom Harry," He looked at the pair of them as skeptically
as if checking the sex on new puppies. "This's got to be done on a contract
basis. Meet the deadline, or no pay--I can't be forking out to jacklegs
who don't come fthrough on the jobe. You two ever worked that way before?"
v**’ DA "All our lives," Bruce vouched, Neil cutting him off with:
"What '11l you pay, if we do contract it?"
Tom Harry named his price.
"You're on," Neil and Bruce told him together, It was Neil who

cast a second look at the stack of floor boards and asked:

Thua
"How long have we got to do flooring?"
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"Taxi-dancing." Hugh figured he had him there. "Miséer, the Wheeler

F ooVl

Inn fhbeat you to ite Half the women in the universe are already working

that place -

"Check arithmetic," Tom Harry said umperturbed. "W

of ten thousand s Wwhen they get really geared up on % building the dame

oom
Three shifts a2 day--one bj&nch working, one sleeping, and that still leaves

Rhg Jor a Gy o ole Logs of them will
about 3500 guys off-shift, any hour of the day or night. Plenty of them'll
A
be merried men," he looked coolly at Hugh, "but plenty won't," switching

his look to Neil and Bruce. "ffhere';??got going to be any shortage of guys

hanging around hot to trot."

,»,/- The hammers hit higher notes while the pile driver gave bass whumps

beside the rivere Ths Missouri had heard clamor before: the rumble o

buffalo herds, the axes of woodhawks cutting wood for the steamboatse.

2,04

g 4 There had been fifty years of comparastive silence since either of those.

Now the first pinions of the Fort Peck project were being driven: the
spur
supports of the xait railroad trestle, the nails of a dancefloore
snug his end of 2 board
Neil tried to take it in seasons. He would hammer

into place, drive the nails, draw a breath while Bruce whaled at his end

of the boerd, then start down the board nailing it at evary joiste
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Bverything about Fort Peck Dam was going to set a recorde



Depression portrait of Gros Ventre unused(?) in Eng Crk:

Gardens of that time were tremendous, any food that could be grown was
that much less to have to buy. Too, a lot of town families still raised
chiekens, and quite a number had a milk cow. Besides doing as much as
possible to feed themselves, people did a great deal of puttering around.
Men with no other job in signt tackled house repairs, or fenced the yard, or
split wood-~almost every back yard held a woodpile like a small hill,

The womeng planted flower gardens to splash some color into life.

So enything that was a matter of energy, of puttering and contriving,

the hard times did not particulerly quench., What had come to a standstill
were the parts of life requiring actual morey. Build or repair something,
but then you couldn't afford to paint it. (That lack of paint, houses
fading toward gray and machinery turning to rust, to me is the tone of
those Depressiony years.) Cars got more amd more ﬁt}l(opy-—like, the triumph
simply was to keep them running. And whenever somebody moved away, the

house or business simply stood there empty, the life cored out of it.



"You heard about how Johnson got hired, didn't you. The personnel

guy asked him, 'You ever had any schooling?' 'Yes.' !'Whereabouts?!
BTN S

'Yale.' 1'Well, that's wonderful. You're hired. What'd you say your

name is?! 'Yohnson.!"




phrasing

from REMEDY IS NONE, Wm. McIlvanney:

p. 15: Was this how death happen&d, in the middle of a
bright day that was too busy to notice?

p. 15 —— He seemed hardly to have thought about his father
as himself for as long as he could remember,

p. 28 —— .,..he seemed to understand somthing for the
fir st time. He knew what it must have been to be his father.

p. Ll -- His forehead, ploughed with effort, slowly took on a faint
dew of sweat,

pe 49 -- He went on from boyhood to manhood, weamimgmumxerrtaimiy living
always between the plaster and the poultice...

pe 59 -~ The present was riddled with the past.

p. 70 -=...even when he was a toy there always seemed to be some
central worry occupying him at any given time.

p; 72 --Needin' her tongue scrapit.
p. 95 == Margaret was no mare than an elemental extension of the babyeeseo

pe 103 == ...Ah'd better no' write a letter tae ma feyther. He'll just
have learned tae live wi' the fact that Ah must be dead by now.

Pe llil=~...2 big=-boned and bluff man, body and limbs put together
roughly in powerful slabse

pe 201 == ...moods that sway the tides of our bloods like moons...

Pe 205 == A city in ruins moves us less thanm one widow weepirg.



0dd, that I always think of Gros Ventre as a town of nearness
flat

to the mountains, because the site more closely neighbors hhe‘{farming
countrys you only have to pass Lawrence van der Post's place with its
few dairy cows at the eastern edge of town and the patterns of cultivation
begin. Grain is the word from then on, echoing and echoing across
northern and eastern Montana and the Dakotas all the way to Minneapolis
where the giant elevators rise in response., Seventy and eighty years
ago the homesteaders were the ones who found out, by trial amd error,

that you could grow things in some of the soil of Montana. Provided

that some of the weather of Montana didn't swallow you firste

- b the road drops you down from
L.f.nyway ,\ that sight of Gros Ventre Whe benchland
JWI

south of town is mostly of mountains and the tree-lined creek leading

to them. Maybe it is that link made by the creek, English Creek twining
westward and then dividing into the South Fork and the North Fork, and
those twe threading on up into the mountains, that connects the skyline

and the town.

granted, but then ..

"Decent emough country," Riley:ﬁ'faﬁ;éd off with :\P/bad it's

never been settled by human beings."



My father had an attitude toward his Forest Service bosses that I can

only call patient fury., The everlasting exasperation he felt taward

those higher-ups at Region One headquarters in Missoula and the main

fudge factory in Washington, D.C., was a kind of fuel for his ranger
quickest

work--a stack of waiting paperwork was the*P’ possible thing to propel

him into a three-day horseback trip up into the mountains to look over

the Two Medicine National Forest, his forest--
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I had years of nights alone to make up for. And Dair had

enthusiasm of her own. Do it until you get it right, wedding jokesters liked

to advise. We strove to. o Lhong 6



To say that my mother ard Florene were friemis puts it somewhat

too strong. They were more like crewmates who happened to be in the

Mt?.tfaﬁ/
same boat: born as women into a regf‘i“éh}’i‘gatured male livelihoods,



Anna's people, Margaret and Walter Ramsay, were as advertised:
you could see from her where Anna got her starch, you could wonder from
him how he survived around these women. The Ramsays had bought a

the horse rancher Isaac Reese the only neighbor neare.

relincuishment, the farthest homestead under the mountains. A place
wiere with a possible hay crop along the creek, and a view of the Rockies
and Breed Butte, and with wind and winter. I hoped they knew what they
were in for, when January and February came.
: I thought of Edinburgh's famous cammon Mons Meg;‘a Great Meggeand
Great Meg she became in my mind ever af ter.

"You were schooled where?" she asked.

"At a 'venture school, in Nethermuir."

"Anna and I ssme both matriculated from 00 Dame School in Brechin,"

"So I understand." (tricklated)

Whoofs Great Meg was going to be something to put up with, but
Anmna was worth all.

I am trying to recall Walter Ramsay's full contribution to that

uu.—m,f':/ 4/( «.dem..
conversation. I believe it was, I%F"have the butter, iease.

A
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: b&dm 4 /'*lg, ~ a‘z z&,m(
If God had His eye on every sparrow, he Couldn't help but notice

this Adair as the waif of the flock,



The wives of English Creek had a ladies' club, which met every month
or so to play cards or work on quilts or maybe just visit. Whoever
hostessed the meeting would place a plate in the middle of her table
_gh}—«
and each woman would put in a dime, to help out with the cost Ofd coffee
i ———
and baked goods. Oncermsmemek in these years, when Florene hadn't shown
up for three months in a row, everybody noticed and commented on it,
, _hars,
but it took my mother to figure out the reason. Floreme did no'b;ihe
dime to drop on that plate. It was my mother, too, who saw to it that

the plate thereafter resided somewhere less conspicuous and that

Florene resumed coming to the meetingse.



I'd had my

Chineok
say, such as it was, about her armd Riley after ttﬁ!}nigbt of ecstasye
r-Otmweles For the old ever to try to tell the young how to live is

as hopelessly far behind as/ thunder lecturing to lightning. |
= =i



On a straight stretch where the Bago's headlights steadily fed the
freeway into our wheels, I cast another quick glance over at the
half-stranger who was my undeniable daughter. A parent has some powers,

o0 0PNy C? ' aaAlclomn
but prediction is nowhere among them,

S p—
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Jicks says he sees bestowing the ranch to the Conservancy as a kind of
tithe., Giving back to the earth.

"There's a saying: 'If you want to know what God thinks of morey,

take a look at who he gives it to.'"
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You ean never open yourself up like a satchel and say, here is
everything I feel and think, every moment of it., No, in any case I
can think of there are silences to lived with, too. The night ones
while you wonder what the price of lambs amd wobl will be; and I suppose

i
#n Adair's side, maybe 00 or 00--I don t really know, I have to guess,

ard that's the pointe

Try do nothing today that will tomorrow. That hardest

s
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commandment when you are young--or any other sage.

You can never open yourself up like a satchel and say, here is everything
I feel and think, every moment of it. No, in any case I can think of
there are silences to be lived with, too. The night ones such as this,

especially.




The bus traveled a veering, jagged route which took an hour and ak half
to carry us the twenty miles to Valier., Boredom set in fast. I played
cards so relentlessly I have hardly touched them since., The game was

Pitch, brisk and with small strategy to it, and we hunched into the aisle

S ———

like near-sighted conspirators. Charles would fan his cards an inch |
from his glasses, lensed thick as goggles. The world was an unedged

blur to him, and he had spent time in a school for the blind until they

discovered he was hardskulled enough to get by in llfe , blurred or not.
Mearlin offered his bid with a wry grin, which either meant he had no
strength in his cards at all or that he held devastation for us =&k if

we let him have the bid. Tom calculated long, as numbers forced him

to do, then always said abruptly: Pass. I flicked my cards, hooted over

the capture of a jick or jack,



-
E sanl on his own,
A sheepharder might learn amn seldom would he take instructione
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At the start of the Thirties when drought came along and joined
hands with Herbert Hoover, the talk in Montana and I suppose elsewhere
in the west began to be of averages, averages, averages. How far below
the ten-year average the current calf or lamb or wool or wheat price
was. Even more than that, how the year's moisture to datewoompared
to the ’.annual average. Month by month and especially all during the
growing season, those precipitation aversges were always in the newspaper

, That perpetua at last
ard radio reports. - attention to theWaused Bill

————————y
Reinking, the editor of the Gleaner, to write omedisme that the wrong

arithmetic was being performed-- all that was needed was to average out

Hell and the North Pole, which would sum up Montama's climate once and

/ for all.
R
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For all the glory of the Fourth, it also made me think of schooless.
I got along well enough in school; the only thing I much minded about
it was the time it consumed, What people we would be if born with
our schooling already in our heads, or could ingest it all in some
single avid st?etch of months instead of stint after stint filling
twelve whole years, I don't just knowe More individual of each other
than we already are, possibly, and that wouldn't necessarily be to
the goods But anyway, school did mean to me--and had, to Alec--a

passage into different world, one with English Creek and Two only
M g . - - o O
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along its edges. My mother, with her noti ons of improv_ener}t, I think

P e

looked forward to autumm as a time when Alec and I would get some of
our summer habits corrected out of us. But I believe my father saw
the start of school as the point when he began to have only part-time

And ,
sons again\.\ﬁons on their way into their own lives, out of his,
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The shoes\na}\-r(to school were a kind of bank account for all

to read, Mine were scuffed but adequate, like our family conditione

Ray Heaney's oxfords always looked as if they had come out of the

B e

e

A

Monkey Ward mail-order box that morning. Whatever conglomeration of

e SR AT S bR

boots and brogans was divvied onto the nine pairs of Hebner feet at

any given time was more holes than leathers
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This scere is fresh in my mird. Betty Gox was calling on my

mother about something or other, and although I supposedly was out
of the way, doing schoolwork at my father's desk, I happened to hear

my mother say to Betty: You look thriving.

p———
I glanced over in time to see Betty, a little jsimmd blond bit of a

et Tham

thing, gﬁﬁ‘up one harnd and make an outline in front of her stomach

as if tracing a half-watermelon in the air. December, she said.

\ A A
N4

From what I could tell, women seemed to communicate that wz;y,a

7
2

\ ad
loty Mheir private network of what was going on in the worldees
lot. Theirs was a privete network., A male could only half-guess at

the informtion they were passing to one another.

/3‘-
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Merle Dorrance, who had the place farthest up under the mountains,

right against the national forest line, faced almost combat conditions.

In winter the wind slammed through there like you wouldn't believe,
and snow drifted until it covered Merle's fenceposts and left him |

guessing its depth beyond that. Summers, Merle retaliated on at least e

oM
ransacking the ranch for hay, it

three fronts. His days he spent getting 44 hay in, mowing every coulee

whoud |
that\hgd/enough grass to fill a sheep's belly. Then the early part of

with his shot
each night he went over to the south :'t'ork"[and sat sentry for beaver.

conda &
wiisheehiemeniberbnang (s busele Wwith W beaver about the south forke-

”~
aw

Merle of course wanting water for his hay coulees, the—beewer-engineering 5\9”{ ¢

it for their dams and lodges=--went on and ON...

ol eonen Lot ansmlng.

His third field of contention, though, wes-
Bears. Merle was a burly man with a big low jaw that always reminded
me af a picture of a pelican. The thought of him out after = bear

was kind of amusing, that pelican jaw in pursuit of

,J:_Ihsu pose the bears never saw the entertainment in the situation, though, 09)4\ M
e E?ears must have found it less amssing, for Merle trapped them
oﬁ*”m
&gb
2 f“’j

relentlessly. More than once my father came onto

NO/ /N»‘(M"‘."I‘ JM&(



Nothing gave a forest ranger more grief. Several years ago a new

regional forester arrivedxwikk from California with the conviction

that burros would be as good as mules. It of course turned out that

burros, being shorter-legged, could not step over windfalls as easily

as mules could.
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Today, it might be theorized that the two of them did not say
openly enough to one another what really was on their minds., But
in that time, by those two people, such troubles could not be said

that way. They could only beat soundlessly inside them, like birds

walled in by glass.
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Somebody has since to0ld me that Gifford Pinchot himself was a
diarying fool, that he wrote in it without fail everdy day of the year--
talking in it to a young woman he loved who died. It is somewhat spooky
to think of Pinchot possessed by a dead love. Pictures of him, that
smoldering &hod WAy .

frozen face and latch of mustache, you'd never know he was

Besides, he was one of the big ticks supposedly running this nation,

governor of Pennsylvania now that he no longer had anything to do with

the Forest Service.‘)

/‘@ el proelinky s
I don't reaidy k:n&x)(if Pinchot's ease brought about the?!a;ym

a

noti on, but the U.S. Forest Service anyway wanted to know, in writing,

what you'd dore with your daye.

|




sources that in its early days the Lunchery, or whatever name it was

under at the moment, had a sign on the wall reading:

Meals 50¢

Big feed 75¢

Hell of a gorge $1
In short, the Lunchery's main claim to fame was that it made the
Sedgwick House menu look dainty and delectable by comparison. Yet
its pedigree as a going business went most of the distance back to
Gros Ventre's origins; the building had begun as the stagecoach station.
Toussaint Rennie perhaps was the only person old enocugh to still call
the place the Way Stop. Guys of the next generation had the habit of
calling it the Fargo House, and my father and his generation mostly
referred to it as the Doozy, from when a man named Deuce Harriscn ran
it., To me, though, it was the Lunchery, and Lunchery lore was a kind
of seasoning, an attention-getting spice, in the history of Gros Ventre.
The most famous tale was that once when somebody asged an old sheep-
herder when he was going back out among the woolies, he said he was
washed up at that, too creaky to tramp the mountains, but he figured
he could always get a job herding flies at the Lunchery. I think that
exaggerates, The occasional times when I would be with my father when
he was on Forest Service meal money, traveling back late from Great
Falls or someplace, his suggestion of '"Let's go try the Doozy" never
did us any real culinary harm, that I know of,

Of course, that may have had something to do with the fact that



I do like the big sweeps of mountain and plateau and plain that
the Two country presents. Gimcracks of nature bother me. Where English
Creek flows into the Two Medicine River, there are formations of rock
in all kinds of crazy shapes. I have been there to take a look just
once. Rocks that are mimicking toadstools and 00 and 00 make me uneasy.

It seems to me the life of the plaret ought to be more serious than thate.
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To own land, though. To be the lord of each spear of grass, king

over the spring flowers. Nothing excelf/ it, I thought then.

ﬁ e .Yg_t_tha..ke.y.tn.ﬂcntch_.&axen—wﬁlr “homesteads “‘16%
is not nearly enough to pasture a band of sheep on. The ”E;e range,
the grass of the foothills an&“ bn"aup,,;[,gt‘:g the mountains, was the
larder for our livestock. Ninian Duff haci s;én this, and I can at

Jleast. .puff.-myself that I-saw-what-he meant. -



I have the theory that my mother's cooking lured us all into
our democratic attitude toward foode GCrow up on the assumption that
everything on your plate is going to be delicious, and the habit of
tucking away can come pretty easily. Specialties of hers I still can
tastes®. A venison mincemeat she made from deer necke Noodles broad
as a finger and rich with the taste of the chicken accompanying theme
Chocolate ice cream cake. Her recipe for hot water pie dough was the
envy of half the county. I remember once we were all at the Ear Creek
rarger station, a xakke Forest Service gathering of some sort which included

the supervisor of the Two, 00, Louise Bowen had set a decent enough meal,

and now

-
\?ﬁ"’Brough'b out a couple of gooseberry p dgs. 00 cut into his piece first,

s

o

the fork making a tunk as it forced through the crust and hit the enamelware
plate. It sounded like a hailstorm on a tin shed as the bunch of us

worked at that pie, and while my mother's face stayed perfectly pious,

I somehow knew how gratified she was by the downfall of a rival cruste
e




This couple from Dundee and Perth had alighted in the remotest
corner of an untamed county draped amid severe mountain ranges. That
was simply the outer geography of their situation. Within that came

the fact that their fallow, open-to-the-sky Tierney Basin was --

although it can be doubted that anyone there knew the word -- a ghetto.
No matter that the people were only a handful across the flank

of an entire mountain range, or that the heights walling them in :ﬁ¢}

were weathered granite rimrocks instead of brownstone. Those home-
steaders were immigrant, spoke dialect, kept their old ways, had
endless children, and clutched together in narrow confines to try
to make a living., Like a ghetto, too, the Basin ran more on memory
and hope than on the pocketbook of the moment. Always the backdrop
of Scotland hung at the corner's of the settlers' minds, reminding
that the overworked home country could not provide job enough,
household enough, chance enough. Agdnin from those brain corners,
like sparrows trapped in a bafnfg;é;i%he hopes that this Montana
land was going to bestow all those.

But the bestowing was being asked in a hard place, and at a

late time in the route of America's western settling.



Vc.\

\:\':\ “‘an A A
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}));( \?/wmld say, Time for the kicking contest. Then he'd put on

overalls and change ¥k to an old pair of shoes and head out back
to milk the Heaney cove, They were among the last very few families
in Gros Ventre to keep a milk cav, what wi th the creamery providing

a contentious
an easier sourcees At this time the Heaneys had mm old Jersey. Ed
of course hobbled her to contain her kicking, but then she took
to whapping her tail around as he sa&t to hilk her. Being hit across
the ear with a cow's tail with fresh manure on it is not a recommended
way to start or end the day., But in his mtehodical way Ed solved
the tail situation too. He ran a line of clothes wire across the

back of the milking stall, took a clothespin, and pimned the end of

her
She~tail to that.
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Owen came home practically cross-eyed from thei[—wearisome/j calculations

on the soil ratios of the damfill., Rosellen met him with a kiss that

included a dart of her tongue. He visibly perked upe
s e 'WMN € Srey t'M wf«;"é’,’ /‘d- \/)MJG’~ ”b‘ - "ii Mk :‘rl
"Why, what's up?"

A'fﬁj.:— L.U\&LL
Rosellen drew‘;:fﬁreath and told him she thought she should set upc

shop as a hairdresser.

LER

The A-1 Beauty Shop was opened two doors down from the Blue Eagle

it
Saloon. ("Mth:mg else," Rosellen Bm:d’, "-L can ;:we touchimse w

et by gl g e 4D gt

Praxy &mﬁg ") The shop nsme yas discreef'dn the front mndow,
Amf*( ‘%‘e e, 4 /cﬁ IR m&ué@ m

What could be read the full length of Wheeler's main street was the

resounding black block lettering across the top of the storefront:
! PERMANENTS[$3.50 $5.00 $6450. ]

—cr scre
The Duffs grouped outside the shop, amnng?@%g and Rosellen's
1

pold wholly
vphllosophy behind it--that EFié'(outland:Lsh top price of $6.50 made the

bowncls
$3. 50 look like a bargain, and that when a wcman felt like splurg:’ug »

beckoned B -2 . N g o
there in the middIs—se# the $5.00 pptior\o eng Wi
Km M 23 ‘?:—»&I l}fu«t

G WY ,f ’?g /,,U-a L ra

One thing puzzled Darius. "'Permanent,' though--why's it called that?"
Hugh

"That's American for 'more than overnight,'™ informed hime

L)



Proxy started to say something like Claudette, but decided brass

might be better. "Does it matter any?"

or: "Does it matter any?" She had started to say something like

Claudette, but decided brass might be better.



"You're who?"

"Does ‘qhat matter any?"

This one isn't scared, the sheriff thought to himself, and wasn't
sure whether he liked that fact or not.

"I have to tell you what's involved here?" he asked.

"I hear you like-~you always want a trip around the world."

As much as it galled him to know they talked about him, he was

issue instructions

relieved not to have to instruct on something like this,
"That's the deal, all right," he said gruffly. Then: "%hat sort of

thing suit you?"

"*hat doesn't matter either, does it."



SrRNA L o Asacl

the man was an absolute revelation, Darius now found, Like some goggled
ambassador from Utopia, Mott laid inte the existing system with savage fact
or, when he was short of that, scalding sarcasm. One of his political
adversaries was a local lawyer who had tried to drum up trade among

the Norsk farmers by painting advokat in gilt on his office window;

Mott ever after referred to him as the abokat, which was Norwegian for

‘monkey.! (Darius, upon being apprised of this in a whisper from Jaraala,

whispered back: "Now I am impressed. A man who can slander in more than

one language.")



..."In Russia, it sounds as if they've knocked each other around, a bit
muche Now, you can agree with lenin that the old regime needed smashing,

but once smashed, then the workers oughteee



The Producers News was overrun with wordslingers. Every fluctuation
of po]J_-:L;i.(-::wéé 11('Le-gis"b;red';_;'x Aitv’s'pr‘airie ink. Tom 0'Flaherty, brother
of the more famous ILiam, wrote a weekly column remarkable for its 1ilt
and vitriole Although O'Flaherty by now had removed to New York and,

&

taken up a role there in what was 8517ed the Drinking Man's Wing of the
Communist Party, his memory lingered on in Plentywoode One of the farmers
caught Jaraala by the elbow and, nodding toward Darius, demanded to know:

"This isn't another one of those drinking talking Irishmen, is it?
Because if it is--"

"He's from Glasgow," Jaraala said righteously, then thought to add:

"The Scotland one,"



Darius in the damwork promptly recognizes--in the way the man looks 2t
T
a foremsn--a fellow radical workmen. (Jphn #iraala?) J. is an old Wob,

ard he steers Darius to Plentywood radicalism,.
~--They arrive there w/ the May '3l duststorm: do dscptn from Producers News etce.

~~The leaders in Plentywood are the ex-sheriff (base him on Salsbury's general
career, but don'tkmom have him identical?) and the newspsper editor (use

Taylor, or make one up?)

--Jiraala vanishes in the '36 fingerprinting, (somebody says, "J quit the
. e 4
country.") (E:)GMM T‘m‘ 4o PO’ uwest @4"‘3 Wﬁg‘{:)

~~The sheriff naturally hates the Plentywood ex-sheriff; it was a bit before
his time (?), but he's shocked that a Bolshevik could have been elected to

offices

~--possible angle to aim the sheriff and Darius together : Darius has a near-
accident, p'haps the cement bucket shearing down the rungs of the ladder just
after he'd been on it. He (in general revenge against the working situation)

then commits sabotage: drops 2 wrench into something, maybe. A contractor

e

or a Corps honcho mentions this to the undersheriff and the sheriff?



"Tim still feeling my way," Darius was saying to her now. "So
far, this seems to be a country where they allow you to fly any kite
as long as it doesn't have a shred of an idea attached." She felt
him shake his head from side to side on the pillow, as if trying to
take in the meaning of some outrageous tribal behavior., "But there's
a potentially useful paradox there, den't you S=-, I mean, it would
seem to me," he loped the argument on. "Precisely because nobody
in America seems to care damn-all about political thought, that

leaves room for those who do, now doesn't it. And that's interesting

about this country. You can maybe get at the political roots here.
Here there's a local chance, to march in there aml operate things.
Mott ran that county. By an open election. In Scotland, anywhere in
Britain, we were always having to wrestle London. We'd put a bit of
aggravation into the streets, try to claim our om turf for owrselves,
and out would come troops, slap like that.,” He hit the palm of ome

hand with the fingers of the other.



Darius stayed at Jaraalals elbow in the Plentywood T.mple of Labor,
If Dgrius had never expected to be making an excursion to a clapboard

Temple of Labor in Plentywood, Montana, it was no small departure for

From the time of
Tom Jaraala eithers The IWW HAB been his rough school, the lumberjack

of combat
bunkhouses and the street theatres of Butte, Spokane, Seattle, Everett,

Industrial
Centralia: the International Workers of the World agikxtws fought where
it could, endured casualtiés--Frank Little lynched in Cenbralia, 00 in
Joe Hill
Butte, O dead in gunfire from the deputies at the Everstt pier--and
cast them into songe (Darius, hearing J's whistling, had sought the

chancex to say, "There's amother I quite like from The Little Red Songbook.

How does it go? 'I dreamt I saw Joe Hill last night..."



the by all reports,
Airdrie, Motherwell, Vale of leven, Longcroft, Condorrats out

of the West of Scotland.
there in the coalfields and the industrial towns, the strike was holding

strong
place
The soft part, against all expectation, was Glasgow and the Clydesides

The strike committee which Darius had joined was stunned by the Glasgow
when the

Trades Union Council in Glasgow

Perhaps it was the presence of mf the warhips the government had sent



eee I was in the movement.

seelhen men lined up in ranks to kill men just like themselves.
eeoWell, nearly is a bit strong. Bubt they were off balance, the owners
ard the govermment. And 411 there is to do is to keep coming back at

them, press oNee.



Geography. Damn the geography, geography was the blubber of America,
great fat spaces, ypaddings of distance between human groups. No wonder

it was so hard to agitate against the big bugs; Jaraala had recounted

from him, more in sorrow than anger, the IWW's woes; of striking a blow

in one western town, and being struck down in znother.... Darius almost

felt nostalgia for CGreat Britain's (social order), vertical instead of
bending away out of sight over ridge after ridge.
But that was the point, here at Plentywood; to see how to take

control in a smaller place, and enlarge from theres The foothold had

too damnably meny, g T e
failed at Clydeside; now to try it where there Jere just enough (people)s
A

Namius: (the difficulty of getting to Plentywood eic.)

Geography. Damn the geography, geography was the blubber of America, great fat
spaces, paddirgs of distance between (proups that could be usefully agitated)...
He almost missed the (British social order), vertical instead of bending away
out of sight over ridge after ridge... (ladder instesd of sprawl?)

(Darius recites certain syndicalist or cormunisi theory % himself, %o bolster
his hope?)
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Varick was readying the wagon for us. Dair looked to the door where

—

he had gonemm out. "I'll telly you something you've not seen before,"
"What's that, now?"
"Varick at the stove lids a minute ago, blackﬂing his bootse.e
Tt startled me enough, Fifteen and he was shining boots tCeee
"Raising a Highlard flinger, are we. He must be yours,"

She had to grine.
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cid%if Z;{ mert ypact ;,,,\M‘P
Schoolhousem dances wer?&dii‘ficulty. I couldn't not go,
even if Adair would have heard of that--which she would.n't, for the
dances were a release for her, How many times, to how many tunes, did
T tread the floor of the South Fork schoolroom or the Noon Creek one,
glimpsing Anna, while Adair flew in my arms. She was astounding, my

CVQJL

wife, Automatically now she was the most popular for menxm to dance

with. Yet you truly weren't dancing with Adair; you were dancing with
something she had become, music in a frock, motion which wore an Adair

mask.

"She's another person, out there in the music." This from Rob.
He meant it to extoll, but that he said it at 2l1 was a swprise.

- "Yes," (Rascal Fair line?) It was more than noticeable that Adair

-~

> 4

did not pitch in with the other wives when they put midnight supper
Toke her,
togethers Eating wasn't:, in the same universe wi th dancinge Everyone

at that.
was civil to Adair. But it stopped there. She had no friendships beyond .

-

o
myself, Rob, Judith--I wasn't that sure about Judith--and no enemies Pé;’

As far as Scotch Heaven was concerned,

Xiwr either, e stiil was a visitor.



North Fork wound down the valley it seemed as if the water and the

0”}"‘6 land were working together, making a fit.
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00 drawled, "Those'll be the only bedsprings in ﬁi;g
town that ain't singin!' tonight."

The man in the dark
suit turned and went back to the lady photographer...

(Make this a scene of Bourke-white setting up with

whatever kind of camera she used?)



"A bit of a favor, I need to ask of you," Darius had waylaid him
the night before,

anyone
"Where 've you had your thumb that you don't want the—peiiee to

know about?"

-have--to..
"t s, well, I'm embarrassed to even tell you
2! al»! dra.tbe. T o

) it, Hugh,
At
but it' 's Clydeside Otrouble. ) Political, a person would have to say.
2t s et
il They barred me. You remember, they mede a habit of that, the big bugs--
{\k £ ::?IE“‘@;)K_
r?"‘c’; g bar a person from their ‘yards if he'd been too active ifi favor of 2 4
g J me wr/ % ,,,m o
strike. You can understandy I don't want them matchmgfup here and "
¥ Atarf v
’ e X h‘hﬁ, { wArt A J
using that excuse to sack me," ™ ' - a0 Ay s { ";““‘ e s Seaw ¥
doing the same."
¢ k—a*‘ é(M 1[5 oy 1/_1_,& A ,iq.#’;"’{n;
“They el :jus’é flgure it's a different Darius Duff . . Lm Ty u o
“,,-—’\"’x‘ L_il" g i KWM i Driu )
fxv., 0 4 uIf therm different fingerprints at the Clydeside than on
"Lé\ “\) " i N‘"’Nﬁ OL b
\ y\s«:? k_{:?*’) my papers here, that's what they have to condiude, don't they ," Da.rius
R’ {p(‘g, . G__)f To & a4 ba a "f ‘L ¢ 4;5, e ’f' QA A ruk Al -
A \ B Y T L
{ ) Josf A > ) haof o,
said calmlye "Fingerprints are supposed to be sn exact sc:!.ence of b
o™ 193
identification,"

"Then what about--

UJ}A’( ,';4 "4—1’{

Q{Wﬂ;wo WA
yours on record here as mine, hes to be s-clerk!s-mistake, doesn't

hondotl NP oy b ok
it. Same last name, understandable how the forms got mixed up, Aand 50 one'"
\\¥

N



The lines snaked slowly into the propped-open double doors of the
personnel office., As soon as he was in, Darius had a panicky moment
when he saw that the head of the dam security guards, Vern Bantry, was
there in the office. Darius tucked himself as thoroughly as he cald
behind the broad-shouldered pipefitter ahead of him in line and watched,
Bantry was joking, laughing. Darius saw then that a couple of Bantry's
men had been enlisted at the fingerprinting pads, along with 00.

Darius relaxed a little,

When his turn came, Darius coughed a little as he presénted his

oAlraote
left thumb, then a really wracking eewgh as the thumb was lifted off
ai'mzo
the ink pad and applied to the i‘irstﬂspac‘e;&cm the identity form,

"Hey, now, take it easy," the fingerprinter said. But Darius

-,r;:[ 2N
launched into 2 coughing fit, Adoub]ing over with his hands

which he used as cover to

over his nose and moutw his inky left thumb

- L cng u*br{ Q,Qwa o(,womu-”f
deep in his mouth, then out and down)Hhis pants leg as the right hand
comfsud wth
continued to ?em his alarming coughing. :

homfd
Bantry himself came over to pourd him on the back’? Dariuvs at last

KL
manag to straighten up, eyes rumming and nose snuf fling. CG“,PM'W\ -

. : \.:.Nf
To own Avawild, ha. /"""“ S mﬁf “‘/ o Lu-/ S o f
— ~ }

[0 2 o o



"Catarrh," Darius pronounced, which in his burr sounded erilously—l’

'y g - B OF d ‘*T
 ond o Torey?  GATASSS gpedmy it
1ike another glottal earthquak:e/ coming, and he pounded his,‘ chest with /
praaani{ad

his right fist. Mearmwhile he meekly velumbeered his thumb onte the inkpad,
where the finge@ri%@ml&, lifted it over to the second space
Yo |

U the delayed
on the identity form and @’oh T finaliti} imprintedw/thmnb.

Naner Darius 's
}E:%hea—ﬁ/noticing that it was 1eft one again.



was supposed to have s0
The fingerprinting had come without much warning, kwk Darius

The fingerprinting was supposed to have come without warning, but
of course Fort Peck's tide of rumor rzn a good twenty-four hours ahead
of anythinge So Darius had ?ctnnce to think through the matter, and
veha T, olowrard slo s,
he'd decided to stay; to put his flesh in the govermnment ink) &:-nfd take
his chances. thereafter, Partly he was counting on govermmental lack of
"W’t London was going to
dexterity ; he diM really think Washington, D.Ce. ask Washington, D«Ca,

to scout mmmmat through the entire WPA payroll for him. More than that,

though, he didn't see how to explain to Easter if they fled.



Extra early, Neil started the truck's long low-gear climb out of
the bottomland, the morning fog off the river sealing away the terrain

k) "
FINTOY PN

above so that only the same amount of steep grade, a hundred feet of
’Q/()‘C»B{:QQ“(
sloping twin ruts, continuously showed ahead. The Q.ugdrong of the

truck was monotonously unchanging, too. Nonetheless Neil whistled a
bit, feeling he had the jump on the day, plenty of time to make this
haul between now and noon when he had to go on shift at the dredgeline.
He palmed the gearstick knob beside his kmee for 2 moment, tattoo of
vibration up from the gearbox into his hand, The transmission took a
beating, on these hilly hauls, but he intended to snag Bruce or Owen
one of these soon weekends ammt to help him take down the transmission,
check the gearteeth and all.

The truck finally dw free of the fog, up into the grass horizons

ho oM g7

of the ridgeland. Not quite dawn yet(; the sky was &J%ﬁtie more inky
than he expected, making him wonder if his clock was fast. Maybe something
to do with the fog. This last stretch of the road from the homestead

switchbacked into a long curve eastward, and even before the road topped

- the ridge, Neil saw that the 1id of clowd lay on the river &ll the way




ahead. At Fort Peck they doubtless were cussing the damp gray morning,
and Neil whistled some more at the prospect that the fog would burn off
into a bright day by the time he hit the dam,

As the sun came up, Neil conscientiously squinted down a2t the side
of the road, same way he did the first minutes of sumrise on a1l these
drives into the start of day. Foggier than he'd thought: the cheatgrass
along the road edge seemed dim today, not catching the first light as
usual. f Curious, Neil glanced ahead and instantly ducked his head as

if slashed in the eye, both eyelids clamped shut but a green fuzzy arc

of light under the left one, He jammed on the brakes, his

K breathing at 2 panic rate. The feather of green was ?n hot outline
y o 0
\‘§}l 3 C,f«ud:?" 3 ,de
R against the inside of his eyelid., Ne T ened his eye and the green
. Arau~ olors
fmear

blaze arched there across the left half of his vision. He closed his

>+'°J

eyelid/\and the green blaze stayed there the same waye

o — |

"What the Jesus--?" Birdlife dropped his hammer and looked ready

to run, if he only knew where. "It's turning mgh'b again alreadyl"

/”M TP
Auarmdatinnck. o tha /duu-« darhrs -
Fpgerli himself appeared startled for a mommt until he remembered.

"Eclipse., It was on the radio. Couple of minutes' worth, is 211, and




fok- why not,
then it'1ll be regular light again. Everybody have a smoke, Hf-you

wrh
wagt, while this gets cve\h("

"End of the world, Birdlifel" Bruce teased. "St, Peter'll be sorting
us out here in a minute, you better figure out which chicken you're

going to start repenting on,"

)
"Lay of £ him," Fjgerli called to Bruce. Then to Birdlife: "But

don't be gawking up there, in case that fog lifts. They say you can

get your eyeballs fried by looking into ore of thosee"
H#
Neil didn't see how he could drive, couldn't see to drive with

bha
thet green corona branded into his eye, and after automatically shutting

off the truck and leaving it parked in compourd low, he plunged down the

v7 el
road toward the river, left hand held over that same eye. The gﬁﬂ%n

(%«.QM gg \ig o Gwi vunm,
sqva.-m lz.i‘t Q.nd fell accordmg to his strides but never went away,

never dlmmed “from its hot turquoise smm® across the seal of his eyelide.

Neil breathed desperately from his plunge down the ridge, down into
the cover of fog, and from the terror of the blazing brand in his eye.
I

Hg knew by now that this wasn't from some shatter of the windshield,

some sliver of glass driven into his eye; that this must be the eclipse




blindness everybody was warned about, every ten years or so, from

childhood on. Except this wasn't blindness, this was maybe worse;

this was a blazing opposite of blindness, something always there you

didn't want to see, couldn't stand to see but ocouldn 't keep from seeinge

Sliver of light.

This would be like living with, what--a scream. No. You might grow
gradual 1y

gratefully color shrieked
used to a scream eventually, or deafen from it. This sheieked-Awvidiy

that it was going to stay vivid forever. Even in sleep. My God, how
could you ever hope to sleep with this blazing like a2 green lamp
inside your eyeball?

He reached the river, clambered out onto a gravel bar, dropped to
his knees and frantically sloshed water, handfuls as fast as he could

the Missouri
scoop it up, onto the eyee. The cold shock of }t mede him gasp, shudder,

)

applying the tore
but he kept eetihimat water until his hands grew numb. The green

eyebrow still glowed in the center of his visione Neil lurched to his
feet, the river purlipg past him, and looked around wildly, trying to
shoot looks here and there more quickly than the green tuft of fire
could follow. But always it was there, in fact it seemed to get wkmx to
where he was looking ahead of his sense of looking there, if that was

possible. Impossible as outrunning yowr shadow, he knew this was.
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"I've to go to Plentywood.ande~T'd like you with,"

£ Chd 2 A,

"A funeral."

sve Big I’Iuddy Creeko
The community hall was down by EheEx@xRiwer
at the top of the town, overlooking the

square streets of Plentywood and the new county courthouse and the bends

a3 e

of Big Muddy Creeke The’Packard was #M a minority among the parked trucks

b
and pickupse '

s b2

/ 49
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At the door of the hmll, Leo Mott met them, 2 gangling figure of

LApRAaY

grief; determined not to cry behind his thick eyeglasses,
losing his hand into
"Sorry for your trouble, Leo," Darius said, gripping
Mott's massive grip. He indicated Easter, "My wife."
Mott leaned toward her and peered
She looked steadily 2t him as xkx Mott's eyes
until khe could make oub her face, '"We thank you for this show of support,
Mrs, Duff,"
Darius took her elbow in surprisingly formal fashion--she couldn 't
help casting him a little look out of the carner of her eye--and they

went into the hall. Slatbutt wooden folding chairs had been set up in

rows, and people sitting in them were looking amund uncomforbablyiv

i

e .
v’\?tj, AAD \ o Y
Easter was surprised. "What for?" (more?) i] e

Le



"This tears it," Darius said on their way to the car.

~ . ‘
(2 E . —m
"qu"s‘;(/so " Easter agreed. | Thea '(""’ "i\ | e 5.:‘: o\
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He seemed not to have heard her. C'You saw the looks on them. |

They 'd never admit they're still churchly. Maybe they're even not.
But that--that in there shook them."

And not just them, Easter thowght, looking at his agitation.

"Why does it keep happening? Almost more damned times than I can
count, the movement trips over itself like thise TYou get people halfway
lined up behind the workers, menage to make them see what a fraud the
old order is, push things to a brink of success--and then it all crashes."
He shook his head, "Mott. I know he's a grieved man., But he lost all
sense of tactics with that funeral,”

j { :‘v“g« g Q“L&Q !
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only once if he wanted 2 turm at driving. "If I so much as hit a'bug
with Tom Harry's car, I would never hear the end of it," he declined,

At the door of the hall, Lawrence Mott met them, a looming figure
of grief, Proxy could not help staring. Determined not to weep, behind
his thick eyeglasses Mott squinted as if pulling up his face like a
coverlet.

"Sorry for your trouble, Lawrence," Darius offered, along with his
hand which instantly was lost in Mott's mammoth grip. They stood that

way until Darius indicated Proxy. "My wife,"



Hugh & Meg (& possibly Owen?Charlene) when he decides to take the cure:

Meg: "I'm leaving .“

Hs "Th- t won't be necessary. : 4 11 go."
& s

"You? You?...ﬂhere is there for you to go?"

£

A look on him she hadn't seen sirce his days of courting her in Inverley.

-

"College," he said.

begin next scene w/ small cap sign of KEELEY INSTITUTE?
It maybe was not higher lsarning but it definitely was an education,




Hugh takes the Keeley cure?

v w chi“ga M‘} 'w»:l..,v ‘a,l'\kji = (‘,L)I("'l ! Kﬁy@ﬂ[ YQ ..* fl

#ﬁ '7’”‘*{ E'f/c*\*#’»’, e )
~-Ouen asks: "Gone? where the hell, gone?" |,

Meg: "He said to tell you he's gone to college."

--a38 per Hareld Chadwick's experience, Hugh is told he cannol ever take another
drink, or it will set him off again. Also, Harold's experience of someone trying
to bully him into a2 sociable drink, having to twrn it aside time and again.

~<ho drinks root beer instead? Dr. Pepper? Neld? Oomgs (rush [

--he needs a job again when he comes back: asks Uwen?

~-in the aftermath, Hugh is not ncble; he's maybe a bit self-rightecus? or is
he simply implacabls, a new cordage of betavior wound earound himself?



Tn the days subsequent, Hugh Duff had moods he hadn't known he
was capable of s The blare of Halwey Street would summon him in the
night, After the first week the jag boss was gone; in his place, dollops
of wax which could be used to plug the ears., The Carteret staff prided
itself on hard casesj this is the belley of the beast, this is Jonah's
time in the whale, and you had better make yourself survive ite Pink

[

shots in the arm gave way to phails of soup; all of it dope of some kind,
A\// > 4 oA /.

Hugh figured, but (if it worked he didn't care what it wase The othe

immates, some of them remittance men from the South or the East, talked
whom even 0'Connor was heard to refer to as thick Micks,
of what they would do when they were dried out. Hugh

eeehe'd have cleaned your clock six days to Sundaye And after twe weeks,

J‘:‘(\w M ‘v»,*»ﬂ,.ﬁé (365 .
midpoint, Hugh was allowed to go a movie withe.em O'Connor and a few

Wy a—\’\\ w1 Gl oiud,
others of the sta.fi} slong-as a coproral’s guardds.. And at nine-o'clock,
3 /B;fg (_i{m. ;A;,::;} ’("j 45,5 ;‘n &y
- 3 {

in the darkmess of the 00 theatre, fifty men simultaneously iifted-ITrttIs~—

mkhiex their community gulp of taking the Carteret cures



one~-ayed
The jag boss searched his suitcase, then the chest of drawers,
ed on, melancholy
Hugh looking on bemusede
then under the mattress, for the third morning in 2 rowe Since the

for them bothe
jag boss, a back-of-the-yards Chicagoan named O'Connor, stayed with him

how Hugh could have conjured alcohol into
day and night, it was not clear when
the roome
ammounced
"Clean as an angel's drawers," the jag boss said. He cocked his
ear to the sound of the cart in the hallway. "And here comes yowr slug

of concrete.!

The damnable stuff



236

Rosellen often turned to the river for company, sometimes following it

all the way south to where it wound out of the Horse Heaven Hills, They

were the ugliest hills in Montana, Rosellen was pretty swe (Charlere

had been totally sure), but the river pranced out of them hizh, wide and

handsome, its waters freshly braided together from the Gallatin, Madison,

and Jefferson Rivers at the Three Forks headwaters. The steady-stepping
river sought into the valley around Toston as if just released, and that
was Rosellen, too. If she wasn't tracing the riverbank one more time to
the swallowing hills, she was across the Toston ﬁighway bridge, on the
west bank where the ospreys nested high in the cottonwoo;ls and fished
the river with their talons; around town, they would be shot at as fish

thieves.> Coming back from one of her osprey outings, Rosellen met a

cattle drive, cowboys from the Sixteemmile country. She hurried the

rest of the way across the bridge and darted over to a telsphone pole

she could stand half behind to watch without spooking the herd of cattle.

The highway;



The cowboy winked at her. "Easier to show you than tell you, sis,

Hop up behind." He slipped his boot out of the stirrup, the empty U
of it now an open invitation for her to climb on behind his saddle.

For an instant Rosellen wished Charlsne was there to nix thise
The cowboy was old enough to be her ,faiher. But not as old as her
father,

In the next instant, she was up onto the horse and riding double



say, You wanted to know. She could feel it, all right, even up there on

the horse: the mass vibration set up by the cows' runming hooves; the
sensation that the bridge would shiver itself to piecese Quickly the
cowboy spurred the horse around toward the approach to the bridge axd
shut down on the next cattle who tried to run, deliberately breaking the
rhythm so that the vibration could not build and build until it was
dangerous to the bridgees Push some, hold some. Rosellen swung down off

the horse onto the bank pleased that, thanks to the river as usual, she
knew something nsw, one small thing more about the invisible gearwork

of existence.

that had his head buzzing.ﬂA kind of tingle built up behind his ears as

Bruce had been thinking about this all week, a span of concentration

he at last reached the point of telling himself ask, go ask, they can't

any more than tell you no.

The minute his shift ended, he tromped up the gangplank onto the

workbarge.



The famous photosrapher, a woman, threw the colonels into a tizzy
by wanting to visit Happy Hollowe. When she asked about the brothel situation,
one of the whole cobs hemmed and hawed that, well, yes, the boomtowns
had plenty of mateversfy\j/nﬁt's see one of your whatevers, Colonel, the
famous photographer said, and wﬁy they and the camera headed, to the
Riding Academy.

While the camera worked away (without much success) at trying to
capture the Riding Academy, stories grew. It was said that when the
famous photographer asked the names of a trio of women, she got back
the semi-jingle, "We're just three destitute prostitutes.” Well, maybe.
Tt was further told that while the famous phogolfapher's escort was inside
clearing the way for her, a drunk tapped on the car window andasked if
she was in the market for a mn. "He's inside," she said. You are the

most even-tempered woman he'd ever heard of, Well, ax maybe.
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