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A. Form of Play 

Act I 

Scene 1 

Scene 2 

Scene 3 

Act II 

Scene 1 

Scene 2 

Scene 3 

Act I I I 

Scene 1 

Scene 2 

Scene 3 

Act IV 

Scene 1 

Scene 2 

Scene 3 

B. Characters in Order of Appearance 

Larry Williams 

Jay Crandall 

Athabascan male, mid-twenties, 

long hair, tall, broad features 

Caucasian male, early thirties, long 

hair, full beard 



Alan Ivanski 

Sally Newman 

Frank Lord 

Geraldine Nicholai 

Rudy Newman 

Michael Abraham 

Anna May 

Frankie, Peanuts, and George 

Mayor James Ivanski 

Athabascan male, mid-twenties, 

James' oldest son, big, strong, 

fearless and outspoken 

Athabascan female, early 

twenties, slender, shy when sober 

Athabascan male, fifties 

Athabascan female, fifties, a 

mother and grandmother, Sally's 

mother, large-muscled from work 

and full-bodied from child

bearing 

Athabascan boy, about eight years 

old, Sally and Andrew's oldest 

child (Andrew is Sally's husband. 

He is mentioned in dialogue but he 

does not appear on stage.) 

Athabascan man, mid-twenties, 

loud, high energy, amiable, stocky, 

agile, full handsome face 

Athabascan woman, mid-forties, 

mother and grandmother, 

attractive, young-looking for her 

age 

Athabascan males in their late 

teens or early twenties 

Athabascan male, fifties, tall, 

strong and broad, good-looking 



Amelia Miller 

Snapper Ivanski 

Edwin Simon 

Ernie 

Silent girl 

C. Set 

and proud, speaks slowly and 

clearly 

Athabascan female, teenager, tall, 

strong, quick, loud 

Athabascan male, teenager, James' 

third son, big, headstrong 

Athabascan male, teenager, slim 

and shy 

Athabascan male, teenager, 

medium build, dark temper, 

sarcastic 

Athabascan female, teenager, a 

smaller, quiet version of Amelia 

With the exception of lighting changes and some changes of furniture 

placement, the set remains the same throughout the play. It is a 

small city office in an Athabascan Indian village on the Yukon River 

in the Interior of Alaska. The inside walls show that it is a log 

building. The only external door is in the middle of the back wall. 

All exits and entrances are through this door. There is an 

uncurtained, multi-paned window on either side of the door. One or 

two panes in each window is cracked and repaired with tape. A 

plain-faced wall clock hangs between the door and one of the 

windows. Stageright is a large office desk at a right angle to the back 

wall. On the desk are stacked paper trays full of papers, a large desk 



pad, and writing implements. A small metal desklamp sits on the 

downstage left corner of the desk and is plugged into a wall socket 

near the door with an extension cord. The desk chair is stageright of 

the desk and faces left so that someone sitting in the chair has their 

right side to the audience. Behind the chair are filing cabinets and 

guest chairs. Upstage from the chair is a small typing table with a 

typewriter on it. There is a small, old wastebasket beside the typing 

table with papers spilling out of it. The floor of the office is 

moderately clean. Stageleft of the door is a pay telephone on the 

wall; a small table attached to the wall bears a phone book. There is 

a chair below the phone. Left of the phone is a long table stacked 

with papers and unopened envelopes, some letter size but many 

large manila envelopes. There is so much paper on the table that 

none of the table top can be seen. The paper on this table decreases 

through the play. Downstage from the desk and chair is a large 

conference table with six or eight chairs loosely placed around it. 

There is nothing on the table. 

Several characters on stage have phone conversations. The audience 

cannot hear the voices of the people on the other end of the line. 

Those people also do not appear on stage. In the speeches of the on

stage characters, three periods--... --indicate pauses. The pauses vary 

in length depending on the character, the content of the conversation, 

and whatever else is going on in the rest of the scene. 



Act I. 

Scene 1. (Inside the City Office. Lighting is ordinary working 

electric light. It is day through the two windows. Scene opens with 

Larry Williams sitting in the desk chair facing downstage right 

towards Jay Crandall who sits in a chair by the conference table.) 

Larry: My crew is goin out Thursday. 

Jay: When will you be back? 

Larry: (shakes his head) Don't know, Jay. Could be a week, could be 

two weeks. They tell us. When to go, where to go, when 

to go home. We don't have nothin to say about it. 

Jay: (nods slowly) They don't ask you--even though you live 

here? 

Larry: They don't ask us nothin. (bitter smile) We're just 

Indians. 

Jay: (looks at the floor in silence, then asks quietly) Where's the 

fire? 

Larry: (laughs) Lots of fires. We could go up north or to that big 

fire down by Minchumina. 
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Jay: So what happens here--in the office, while you're gone? 

Larry: (shrugs) I don't know. Nothin, I guess. 

Jay: (hesitates) So--what do you think? James wants me to train a 

new city clerk. But you're not going to be here. 

Larry: (thinks) I'm goin firefightin. 

Jay: Did you tell James? 

Larry: (shakes his head). 

Jay: Well, he really can't hire a new person--for me to train-

while you still have the job. 

Larry: I can quit. I need the money. Firefighting is money. 

Jay: This job will be here long after all the fires are out 

Larry: I need the money this summer. Got to buy a new kicker, 

maybe a new snogo. 

Jay: Will you go to James--today, and tell him--tell him you 

resign? 

Larry: (smiles) Yeah, I can do that. 
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Jay: I'd like to train you, Larry. But I can train someone else, 

too. And James wants me to get started right away. He 

says there are lots of things that need to be done for the 

city. 

Larry: Well, he's the mayor. He knows. 

Jay: O.K. I appreciate your talking to me about it. 

Larry: (stands, Jay stands, they shake hands, Larry turns to the door 

which opens wide) 

Alan: (enters, big smile, strong voice) Hey, bro, they told me you 

were over this way. (looks at Jay, back to Larry) What is 

this, a business conference? 

Larry: (shrugs) No way. 

Alan: (to Larry) Happy sent word up to Mom. He says they're 

comin in like nothin you ever seen. He's got two tubs 

full and he's workin on a third. Tough Boy and Leo are 

already in the boat. You goin down with us? 

Larry: I gotta stop at Dad's camp first. He got fish, too. 

Alan: No problem. You know I got the biggest, fastest boat in 
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town, bro. (walks over to Jay, shakes his hand) So you 

gonna work for us? 

Jay: (smiles) I hope so. Your father seems pretty sure he wants 

me to. Larry and I were just working out the details. 

Alan: (to Larry) You takin your crew out? 

Larry: Yeah, I'm gonna do it. 

Alan: Don't worry about it. I told my Dad you and me gotta 

boss the crews. No crew boss this late in the season and a 

lot of other people don't go out. BLM'll go to Cutbank and 

get one of their crews. No work, no money. 

Larry: (quiet determination) I'm goin out. 

Alan: (points at Jay) You gonna be the Lone Ranger. 

Jay: I don't think so. Your dad said he wants to hire 

somebody else in here for me to train. 

Alan: We need an Indian in here to keep an eye on you. (they 

all laugh) I joke, bro--hey, you gonna go back to your 

cabin this winter? 

Jay: I don't know. This job might go on past the summer. 
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Alan: Me and my brother had a good time trapping there last 

winter. 

Jay: .Y.ml had a good time. l had a great time. 

Alan: (to Larry) I picked this guy up on the river. He was paddling 

his canoe back up to town. He's gettin to be a pretty good 

Indian. 

Larry: (smiles and nods at Jay) 

Alan: (to Larry) Let's go. (they exit) 

Jay: (smiles, makes a small victory gesture with one hand, goes to 

pay phone and dials O and a phone number in the lower 48.) Yes? ... 

Hello? ... Yeah, I can hear you. Can you hear me? ... Yeah, 

there's static. It's normal. I can hear you, operator. I 

want to place a collect call.. .. A collect call .... Yes, the party 

is Marge Crandall .... No, not Madge--Marge .... O.K. Thanks. 

(starts to pace away from the phone, is held by the short 

cord to the receiver, pulls the chair around and straddles 

it with the back between his legs, leaning on the back 

with one elbow and facing the audience.) ... Mom? ... Yeah, 

how are you? ... Good .... Yeah, I'm in town .... No, not 

Fairbanks. I'm in Talon, in the city office .... Yeah, I got 

flooded out this spring .... No, I didn't get hurt. It was 
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wild--a very intense experience. The water roared past 

my cabin like a river with ice cakes the size of railroad 

cars .... Yeah, there was about five feet of water in the 

cabin. The whole slough was a moving lake .... Yeah, I left 

and went to high ground. I shot a couple of fat geese and 

camped out for a while .... O.K.. I'll send you more details. 

But the main thing now is that I got a job in town. At 

least, I'm pretty sure I got a job. They want me to train a 

new city clerk. They know I've got college and 

administrative background, and they trust me, so they 

want me to train a new clerk. Yeah, it's only for two 

weeks to start, but we're talking about a longer job if we 

can find money for me .... Definitely, it's very interesting 

and challenging. I love the people and the country, but 

city politics is another thing. I guess I'm going to get to 

know people in a whole new way .... Yeah, no, I don't want 

to run up your bill.. . .I'm down to about two hundred 

dollars. But I've got a place to stay here and everyone 

feeds me .... No, no, I don't need you to send any 

money .... Yeah, I'll write ... .! love you, too. Bye. (stands, 

replaces the chair under the phone, walks, lightfooted 

and thinking, to the file cabinets, tries to read the cards 

in the slots on the fronts of the drawers, walks back to 

the long table stageleft, picks up a few envelopes. Lights 

go down. End of Scene 1.) 
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Scene 2. (City Office. Ordinary electric light. It is day through the 

two windows. Jay Crandall is seated as before. Sally Newman sits in 

the desk chair facing downstage left so that she does not make eye 

contact with Jay who addresses her three-quarter profile.) 

Sally: My husband said go ahead and try it. If I need you at 

home you can always quit. They can find someone else .. 

Jay: (takes a deep breath, smiles) Well, I can show you a lot of 

things about the job, and about office work in two weeks. 

Maybe we ought to try to give it two weeks. 

Sally: (squirms and shrugs) I don't know. If Andrew wants me 

back home .... 

Jay: Does he know you're pulling down a salary, even while 

you're in training? 

Sally: He knows. He just doesn't know if he can take care of the 

kids all by himself. 

Jay: He's the water plant operator, isn't he? 

Sally: No, AVEC. He runs the gener--the electric plant. He 

doesn't do that all the time. But he's got other things, too. 

Jay: Is he fishing? 
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Sally: Yeah, he's been helping his mom and dad. 

Jay: Well, you're sure you want to try this job? 

Sally: Well, Uncle James asked me. He said we needed someone 

in the office. He said I graduated from high school and 

could probably do the job. 

Jay: Can you type? 

Sally: Not fast. 

Jay: Do you make many errors? 

Sally: Some. 

Jay: Can you file? 

Sally: File ... ? 

Jay: (gestures towards filing cabinets) Those cabinets have lots of 

paper in them. The paper is organized in files. Lots of 

paper comes into the office and it needs to be organized 

so we can use it. When you organize the paper you file it. 

Sally: Is it hard? 
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Jay: (smiles) No, it's not hard, Sally. It's kind of like putting away 

groceries, or clothes. It's just got to have some kind of 

order so you and other people can get to it and use it. 

Sally: (looks at him) You can teach me? 

Jay: Sure. 

Sally: (smiles and nods) Then I can learn it. 

Jay: O.K. Well, James told me that he wants you to learn 

office procedures and he said there are two things that 

have to be done that nobody's done. One is taxes. He 

said the city has some kind of tax problem with the 

federal government, and it's going to get worse if we 

don't do something about it. He also said the city needs 

ordinances. He said we're a second class city and, 

according to Alaska state law, we have to have 

ordinances. He said the state is putting pressure on all 

the villages to make ordinances, and if they don't, the 

state can take away our second class status, and that 

would mean losing a lot of state and federal money. 

Sally: You understand all that? 
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Jay: I think so. But I think I'm going to be learning a lot on 

this job, too. 

Sally: (turns to the desk, fingers some of the papers in the trays, 

turns to the typewriter, pecks at a few keys with one finger) 

Jay: (stands) Well, why don't we get started. Let's take a look at the 

files. (Jay moves to a file cabinet and opens the top 

drawer. Sally swivels in the chair to watch but stays 

seated. Lights go down. End of Scene 2.) 

Scene 3. (City Office. Ordinary electric lighting. It is day through 

the two windows. Half the papers and envelopes on the stageleft 

table are gone and the rest are neatly stacked. Most of the papers 

are gone from the desk paper trays and the wastebasket no longer 

spills over. The floor is swept. Frank Lord talks on the phone; his 

words come in and out of the dialogue. Geraldine Nicholai sits in a 

chair by the conference table facing Sally and holding the hand of 

Rudy who stands looking around the office. Geraldine's right side 

faces the audience. Sally sits in the desk chair facing Geraldine. Jay 

stands at an open file cabinet drawer reading a paper in a manila 

folder.) 

Geraldine: (with considerable energy) Gee, I think it's so good that 

you got to work here, Sally. We need someone in here to 

take care of all our city business. We had Council 

meeting last night to confirm your hiring. You can start 
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attending our meetings when we tell you. Sometimes we 

need information and you can bring it. (to Rudy, who 

pulls at her hand, in a playful, gentle voice) What is it, 

baby? You want to go play? Your daddy's hauling fish. 

You want to go cut fish with granma? 

Rudy: (turns to Geraldine, takes her one large hand in both of his 

and pulls her toward the door) 

Frank: Lower unit. Lower unit's gone. I need one down on the 

afternoon plane. 

Geraldine: O.K, baby, we go right away. (more quietly to Sally) I 

heard a load of booze came into town on the morning 

plane. Maybe this weekend they're going to start 

drinking. You and Andrew want to go to camp with me 

and dad? 

Sally: I don't think so, mom. I got to be at work on Monday. 

Sometimes we don't get back till Tuesday or Wednesday. 

Besides, Andrew said now I'm working, he's got to stay 

sober to take care of the kids. He made it through the 

whole two weeks of my training and now he's been two more 

weeks without drinking. There's a basketball game this 

weekend, too. The Cutbank team is coming down. 
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Geraldine: O.K. Today's only Thursday. We won't leave till Friday 

late. You can still go if you want to. 

Frank: Yeah, tomorrow morning--0.K! (hangs up the phone and 

walks slowly to the stageleft end of the conference table; 

Jay notices him, smiles and nods; Frank smiles and nods) 

Sally: Thanks, mom. 

Geraldine: (to Frank) Hi, Uncle. Do you see who's our new City 

Clerk? 

Frank: (tips his baseball cap to Sally) Congratulations, Sally. 

Sally: Thanks Uncle Frank. 

Geraldine: You got problem with kicker, Uncle? 

Frank: (lifts his cap slightly and scratches his head) Lower unit. 

My boys were moving the wheel and it just stopped. 

Daniel, he put that in himself. Brand new. (smiles and 

shakes his head) I don't know what would done that. 

(looks at Jay) What'd you think, Jay? 

Jay: (shakes his head) I wish I could tell you, Frank. You know I 

never had a kicker until I bought that little ten horse. I 
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used it on my canoe for awhile then it quit. Your boys 

fixed it--not me. They know alot more about it than I do. 

Frank: (to Geraldine) I was telling Jay, the other day, in that Fish 

and Wildlife meeting. I told him they want to talk to us 

so they can look like we know what they want and then 

they can go. He didn't understand. (Sally and Geraldine 

listen closely) 

Jay: (closes the folder, laughs) Yeah. I thought it was a legitimate 

informational meeting. I didn't realize they had already 

made up their minds. They're going to make a 

Wilderness Area out of the Long Slough. I thought they 

wanted our input, our opinions. Frank told me they just 

wanted us to show up. Then they could go home and tell 

their bosses they had a public meeting. 

Frank: (gestures, laughs) I told you! You didn't understand me. 

You thought I was kidding. 

Jay: Well, I didn't think you were kidding. But I didn't 

understand you either. 

Frank: (smiles and nods his head) 

Geraldine: You talked to Fish and Wildlife, Uncle? 
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Frank: Sure. I told them we don't want nothing done to Long 

Slough. That's our land. That's our place. We all know it 

and go there. We don't want boundaries, and signs, and 

regulations. 

Geraldine: What did they say? 

Frank: (gestures at Jay) He told you. He understood. They 

already decided in their minds. 

Geraldine: (indignant) They always treat us like we got nothing to 

say. It makes me so mad! What can we do, Frank? Is 

there anything the City Council can do? 

Frank: James would do it if there was. Fish and Wildlife, they're 

feds, not state. They don't have to listen to nobody. 

Geraldine: (sits silently, digesting Frank's words then stands and 

picks up Rudy, to Sally) See you. (exits) 

Frank: (exits behind her) 

Sally: I think Uncle Frank likes you. 

Jay: Yeah, he's been good to me. He always asks me if I've got 

enough meat. As long as he and his family are around, 

I'll never go hungry. 
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Sally: His boys are good hunters. Their mom makes good strips. 

Jay: Yeah, I had some this summer. 

Sally: You miss your mom? 

Jay: Sometimes. Sometimes I'm so busy I forget everybody 

outside. 

Sally: I don't know how you people do it--1 mean, living so 

far away from each other. It's almost like the parents 

and the kids don't know each other. 

Jay: You've got a point. I've never been around families like 

these, Sally. I feel like I've got one big family in this 

town. I never felt so at home before in a town. People 

treat me like I just belong here. 

Sally: People like the way you live out at your cabin. The old 

people say you live the old way. Lots of young people 

don't know it. But the old people--they can see it. They 

say you live like an Indian. 

Jay: (shakes his head) I wish I knew even a little bit of what the old 

people here know. Then I'd feel like I could go out on the 

land and never come back. 
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Sally: What about your mother? 

Jay: See?--there it is again--family. We always come back to 

family. I don't know. She'd be pretty unhappy if she 

never got a letter or a call from me. 

Sally: Maybe you better stay in town, find yourself a nice girl 

and settle down. 

Jay: (looks at her and laughs) You a match-maker, Sally? (both 

laugh; door opens wide) 

Alan: (walks in) Hey, bro, just got back. BLM is gonna be callin here 

today if they want us to go out again. I need to get the 

message right away. 

Jay: Hey, Alan. No problem. I'll come find you. How'd it go? 

Alan: Hot. Eighty degrees in the sun and a hundred and eighty 

degrees in the fire. Ran out of water and had to set 

backfires against the wind. Chopper broke down and we 

all ended up on an island in the river. I don't know what 

preachers think hell is, but I've be.en there! 

Jay: Larry come back? 
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Alan: He's still out. Maybe the end of this week. (looks around 

the office) You cleaned this place up. 

Jay: I like a clean office. 

Alan: My dad says you're doing a good job. (to Sally) How you 

like it, sis? 

Sally: It's good. I like it real good. 

Alan: O.K. Gotta check in with the ol lady. (exits) 

Sally: (looks at clock) Lunch time, Jay. (she stands and walks 

toward the door) See you. (she exits) 

Jay: (smiles and nods; finishes reading in the file folder, files it and 

closes the drawer; walks to a blackboard on the stageleft 

wall, erases part of what is written there and writes a 

few words with chalk) 

Michael: (enters forcefully through the door) Jay! I just got off for 

lunch. My uncle Johnson says he's gonna look for an 

early moose. He likes to get his before they're full of rut. 

You can go. I asked him and he said sure we'll take that 

guy out and show him how we hunt. After work, O.K?! 
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Jay: Sure, Michael, that sounds fine. I'll bring my twelve 

gauge. Maybe we'll spot some geese. 

Michael: Yeah, they're plenty fat now. Babies are big enough to 

eat. You ever had baby goose, when they're still young 

and tender? My wife loves to make soup. 

Jay: No, I never did. How do you kill them? 

Michael: (using his hands) Well-ll, first you gotta find em. They 

hide out in the bushes on the slough. I know where the 

best places are. So does Uncle Johnson. Then you shoot 

em or club em or just grab em and ring their necks. You 

gotta be quick, Jay. 

Jay: O.K. We gonna stay overnight? 

Michael: You never know. Just bring your gear. Hey--I'm sober 

six weeks now. Six weeks since I took even a little drink. 

It was tough, Jay. Man, was it tough. But I'm feelin good. 

Jay: You look much better, too, Michael. That last drunk you 

were on--you looked pretty gray. I was worried. 

Michael: I wasn't worried. I was un-conscious! Meet you down at 

the boat. I gotta get home and eat. Man I am hungry! 

(Exits) 
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Jay: (chuckles and shakes his head, walks to the work table upstage 

left, picks up a stack of papers and carries them to the conference 

table, starts sorting them into smaller piles. Door opens slowly, Anna 

May looks in around the edge of the door, scans the room then steps 

inside and closes the door firmly behind her. Jay looks up and smiles 

at her. She walks hesitantly toward him then sits in a guest chair at 

the downstage end of the desk.) 

Anna May: (looks around again, speaks as though confrrming an 

observation) You alone. 

Jay: (nods slowly) I'm alone. 

Anna May: (looks straight at him for the rest of this exchange) You 

don't break for lunch? 

Jay: Oh I thought I'd take off a little early tonight. I'm going 

out with Michael and Uncle Andrew. So I figured I'd 

work through lunch. 

Anna May: You don't get hungry? 

Jay: I can wait. 

Anna May: You learn to wait when you live out. 
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Jay: (nods, sorts out some more piles) 

Anna May: (lower and more intense) I need your help. I come here 

at lunch when she's gone (nods at Sally's chair). I don't 

want nobody to know I ask you for help. 

Jay: (puts papers down and turns chair to face her) Go ahead. 

Anna May: I got trouble with the mayor. No one's gonna help me. 

No one's gonna take my side against him. I want to put 

in a police report. I want to put in a report to the 

troopers. 

Jay: (cautiously) 0--kay. I guess I can help you do that. I guess 

I need this to be confidential, too. I don't need anybody 

knowing that I'm helping you make a report against my 

boss. 

Anna May: As long as you don't tell her (nods towards Sally's desk) 

nobody knows. She's his family. She'll tell him. 

Jay: (nods slowly) You're probably right--

Anna May: (more intensely) I know what I'm saying, Jay. I know 

how family politics works. I been a council member, too. 

I know how people talk. Everyone takes care of their 

family. 
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Jay: (muses) "Family politics" .. .I never heard it put that way. But 

you're right. There's no separating family from politics 

here. 

Anna May: She'll come back from lunch. I need to make a report. 

Jay: I have to get forms, Anna May, and talk to someone 

about how to do it. Can you wait until next week? 

Anna May: I can wait. 

Jay: And then I'll come to your house. I don't want to do it 

here. If it's really going to be confidential, it's got to be 

done in privacy. 

Anna May: Good. You tell me next week when you are ready. I 

make you lunch. 

Jay: (nods) So, can you tell me--what happened? 

Anna May: He was drunk. He came knocking on my back door. 

Then he started pounding and swearing. I got so scared. 

Then he broke the door in. He saw me standing there 

with my big knife in my hand and he went away. 

Jay: So, you want to charge him with breaking and entering? 
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Anna May: Yes, and property damage, and harassment. You think I 

can do that? 

Jay: I think you can try. 

Anna May: Then I want to try. (she stands) You let me know. 

(exits). 

Jay: (sits thinking; lights go down. End of Scene 3, End of Act I.) 

22 



Act II. 

Scene 1. (Scene opens with dim, dusk light visible through the 

windows and ordinary electric light on in the office. Jay is standing, 

talking on the phone.) 

Jay: Yeah, I went out with two guys from the village. An 

older man named Uncle Johnson and one of his nephews 

named Michael. We had a ~reat time! They know the 

land and the animals so well. I feel like a sponge--like 

I'm learning something new every minute .... No, we didn't 

kill anything. There was some old moose sign--moose 

tracks but I guess they're not moving around much 

yet .... Yeah, when they start to rut--mate, then they move 

around and it's easier to find them .... We saw some geese 

but they were too far away to shoot. They get real wary 

in the late summer, early fall. I guess they've been 

hunted before .... Yeah, I'm doing some office work. So 

many people come in during the week I can't get some of 

the more difficult paperwork done ... .I got a cabin near the 

office and I'm being paid once every two weeks. We 

found some unused grant money in that pile of paper 

that I told you about on the table. I was eligible so they 

hired me on it .... Oh, it's good for a year .... Yeah, mom, I 

really like it here. It's like another family .... O.K. Love 

you, too. Bye. (hangs up phone and goes to the file 

cabinet, takes out a thick folder and sits down with it at 
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the conference table, begins to take out and arrange 

papers, gets up and goes to the desk and gets a legal pad 

and a pen, returns to table, sits down and begins to write 

some notes on the pad as he studies the papers. There is 

a faint knock on the door. Then another fumbled knock 

and the door jerks open a little. Sally looks in with a silly 

grin on her face. The same grin plays off and on her face 

through the entire exchange. She steps in unsteadily, 

closes the door behind her and leans against it.) 

Sally: I been drinkin, Jay. 

Jay: (turns and looks at her, then returns to his writing) I heard a 

shipment came into town. 

Sally: (takes a few awkward steps into the room and more or less 

toward Jay) I been drinkin and thinkin. 

Jay: (does not look at her) Really? Thinking about what, Sally? 

Sally: (stands, fumbles with her hands) Oh, you know--things. 

Jay: (moves some papers around) I decided to come in and work on 

the ordinances. So many people came in this week--1 

needed some quiet time to do this work. 

Sally: You like to work? 
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Jay: Yeah, it's interesting, and I like helping people here. 

Sally: You help Io's of peepul, Jay. Peepul like you, trus' you. 

Jay: (smiles and nods) Nice of you to say so, Sally. 

Sally: (walks closer to him) You're nice, Jay. I like you. 

Jay: (stiffens a little, hands stop moving, turns his head to the side so 

he addresses her without eye contact) Well, I like you too, Sally. I 

think you're doing a good job here. I'm glad your 

husband let you stay on the job. 

Sally: (waves away his words) No--1 mean, I really .like you, Jay. 

I don' jus' mean I jus' like you--1 mean I really like you. 

Jay: (shakes his head, then) Where's Andrew tonight? 

Sally: (shakes her head as though confused by his question, waves 

her hands as though brushing away something) No, I mean I'm 

talkin' 'bout you. You know I'm talkin' 'bout you? 

Jay: I know you're talking, Sally, and I know I gotta get some 

work done tonight. 
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Sally: (she stands, weaving a little, looking at him, in and out of 

focus; shame, anger, and sorrow surge through her) I gotta go. (she 

turns and walks with an effort at determination that only looks 

clumsy, exits) 

Jay: (a forced grin on his face fades into a more serious look of 

disgust; he shakes his head and returns to his work. Jay works 

silently for about thirty seconds then starts and turns as the door 

opens and three young Athabascan males walk in. They are dressed 

alike in dark clothes and heavy boots. One wears an old baseball cap, 

peak forward, and two have red cloths tied around their long hair. 

The one with the cap is Frankie, the other two are Peanuts and 

George. Peanuts stands through the following exchange, weaving 

slightly and looking straight ahead with a somber expression on his 

face. George stands as well but stares at Jay with a grin fixed on his 

face. All three move with the slow deliberateness that shows hours 

of drinking behind them.) 

Frankie: (advances to the table and looks at the papers in front of 

Jay) Your frien's there don' look like too much fun, Jay. This 

yer idea of a partee? 

Jay: (laughs and looks up at Frankie) Hi, Frankie. Hey Peanuts, 

George. No, this is my idea of a time to get some 

paperwork done. 
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Frankie: l's Sattiday nigh' an' I jes' got paid--hee, hee--you don' 

wanna dance t'nigh, Jay? 

Jay: You know I like to dance. But there's no dance tonight, is 

there? 

Frankie: There's a dance anytime you wan' one, bro. We got tunes 

you got dance, we got dance. (raises a fist) We'll 

celebrate yer birthday. 

Jay: My birthday? 

Frankie: (expansively) Yer birthday and all yer's birthday! 

Jay: Wbose birthday? 

Frankie: Uncle Sammy and yer whole damned country! It's 

nineteen seventy-six, bro--doncha got no calendar? 

(looks around) 

Jay: (chuckles and nods) I gotcha. The birthday of me and my 

country. Thanks, Frankie. (looks at all three) You guys 

partying pretty hard, huhn? 

Frankie: (looks at Peanuts and George) Not too hard. Jus' hard enuf. 

Couple cases came in. Edward's sellin so we been havin a 
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good time. (pauses and stares at the papers on the table) 

You havin good time, Jay? 

Jay: Oh, I'd say I'm getting a little work done. 

Frankie: (leans closer over the table, staggers and catches himself on 

the back of a chair) You workin for the people? You doin work 

for the people of Talon? 

Jay: (nods) 

Frankie: (pulls chair roughly out, Peanuts and George take a few 

more steps into the room then resume their stances, Frankie sits 

down and slouches in the chair) They pay you good? 

Jay: I'm not complaining. 

Frankie: (stares at him, weaves in his seat) They pay me good. I 

get a little job for the city, they pay me ~ good. I go 

fishin' an the fish buyer, he pays me real good, .t.QQ. I get 

some gussick, he wants to go fish, catch him a big pike an' 

take a picture, he charters my boat and pays me real 

good. Cash, Jay, jus Q!Sh. Then my ol' lady, she gets a 

check ev'y month from Uncle Sammy. He comes through 

with the check ev'y month. An' maybe George an' me, an' 

Peanuts, too, we might do a little marten trappin' this year. 

01' timers are saying i's gonna be a good fur winter. Yo 
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wanna trap with us, Jay? 

Jay: Sure, I'd love to go out with you, Frankie. I could learn 

alot. 

Frankie: (starts nodding, nods become more vehement, then starts 

shaking his head) You don' know how good they pay me, Jay. Tha's 

how come we have a little fun. I make money--you 

count--how many ways--

Jay: Well, you said you make money from the city. 

Frankie: Tha's one. 

Jay: And you make money from tourists--tax free. 

Frankie: Damn straight. Tha's two. 

Jay: You make money from fishing. 

Frankie: Three. 

Jay: And trapping. 

Frankie: Tha's four. And don' forget wife. She's a money maker. 

We pop the kids out and the government says money. 
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Jay: What about barter, Frankie? Don't you do alot of barter 

and trade? 

Frankie: Yeah, lots. But I don' make no money doin' that. 

Jay: True, but that's another kind of economy. 

Frankie: Yeah, you know them big words. E-con-o-my. 'Nother 

kin' of e-con-o-my. I don' do too bad for just makin it 

out of grade eight. But I lived outside, Jay. You didn't 

know that did you. 

Jay: No, I never heard you mention it before. 

Frankie: (animated) Well, i's true. I lived outside. Had me an 

outside ol' lady, job, and house an' ever'thing. I got to 

know them people--your people--real good. I had a good 

job. I was a manager. I worked for that Singer Company

you know that one?--Singer Company. 

Jay: They make sewing machines? 

Frankie: Yeah, that's the one. I was a manager. Sales and service, 

in Seattle. You know that one. You're a smart guy, Jay. 

No, I really mean that. (pauses and stares) You know 

how come I'm tellin you that? (smiles and stares at Jay, 

nodding slightly) 
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Jay: (puzzles) About me being smart? 

Frankie: No. Yer smart alright. I mean how come I'm tellin you 

'bout livin outside, gettin to know yer people. 

Jay: I don't know. 

Frankie: (gestures behind him) Cuz I was tellin you 'bout how come 

I get along with outside people so good. Like, they want 

to go fishing, I just talk to 'em and they like me and I 

take them fishin. And I ain't got no big education. I'm 

just like my frens here. I only finished eight grade. I 

don't do too bad for only finishing eight grade. 

Jay: (looks at him and smiles, nodding his head) Not too bad at 

all, Frankie. 

Frankie: (holds up splayed fingers on one hand) So count 'em, Jay. 

How many? 

Jay: How many what? 

Frankie: Pay attenshun, now, Jay. I'm yer grade eight teacher. 

How many of them--them big words? 

Jay: Economy? 
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Frankie: Yeah, how many of them? 

Jay: (puzzles a moment, then) How many economies are there in 

the village? Let me see. There's cash for work, there's 

cash from tourism, there's cash from fishing and trapping, 

and there's cash from welfare. There's four--let's see, 

subsistence economy, legal cash economy, illegal cash 

economy--because you don't report it or pay taxes on it, 

and welfare economy. And then there's barter and trade. 

Five--there are five economies here. 

Frankie: (stands up, a look of triumph on his face) Now, you work 

for the people, you know a little about us. Jus' a little 

(makes a little gesture with his fingers and begins to 

laugh; Peanuts and George start laughing and so does Jay; 

Frankie turns around and the three weave out the door. 

Lights go down. End of Scene 1.) 

Scene 2. (Scene opens with daylight through the windows and 

ordinary electric light. Jay is seated at the conference table working 

on the same papers he had in Scene 1. After ten or fifteen seconds, 

Frankie, Peanuts, and George come in the door and huddle around 

the phone. They are dressed the same as in Scene 1 but they are 

sober and drawn into themselves. Frankie talks in a low voice, 

saying little and listening alot, then hangs up. The three exit. 

Shortly thereafter Sally enters. She is contracted and shy, looking 
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mostly at the floor during the following exchange and holding herself 

protectively with both arms and hands.) 

Sally: (enters and walks quietly to the desk, sits down stiffly and 

faces stageleft with her arms folded) 

Jay: Morning, Sally. 

Sally: (no response) 

Jay: (turns and looks at her, looks back at his papers, hesitates then 

puts down his papers and turns his chair to face her) Sally? 

Sally: I gotta go back home. 

Jay: Why, is one of your kids sick? 

Sally: No, it's Andrew. He says I gotta quit. 

Jay: (winces as though hit) .Q.uit--why?! 

Sally: (defensive) He says I'm his .w.ifu--l'm not married to the city. 

(quieter, duller) He says I gotta wash clothes and take 

care of the kids. And fix his meals. 

Jay: When did he say all--all this stuff? 
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Sally: This weekend. He was drinking. We both was drinking. 

He got mad. He got up and took his gun off the wall. He 

swung it and hit the wall. He broke his gun on the wall. 

He said I gotta quit. He said I can't work no more. 

Jay: (after long look at Sally) Would it do any good for me to talk to 

him? 

Sally: No, it's got nothing to do with you. It's our family. He 

says .uur family has to come first. He says I can't just 

walk away every day and leave him alone with the kids. 

Jay: (stands, walks over to the stageleft window, looks out then 

walks back and sits in the guest chair next to Sally's desk; their eyes 

meet briefly then Sally looks down at the desk) So, how do~ feel 

about it? 

Sally: I was scared. He broke his favorite gun on the wall and 

shook it at me. He said I got to stop working and take 

care of our house and him. 

Jay: So what do~ want to do? 

Sally: He's my husband. I don't want him mad at me. It's not 

good for the kids. It's not good for him. 

Jay: Whataboutyou? 
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Sally: I'm his wife. That's what he told me. I gotta listen to 

him. 

Jay: What about what~ want to do? You're learning a lot, 

Sally, and you're doing a good job here. What about you? 

Sally: (looks at him, her face twists with the conflicting feelings) I 

want to do a good job. I always want to do a good job 

wherever I am. I want people to think I'm a good 

person. I don't want nobody mad at me. 

Jay: Well, l think you're a good person. I think you're doing a 

good job. Mayor Jam.es thinks you're doing a good job 

and so does your mom. Geraldine told me the other day 

this is the first time you had a job out of your house since 

you were married. 

Sally: (looks down) Yeah, mom talked to me the other day, too. She 

asked me how I was gettin along with Andrew--how he 

liked me working. I think she knew something was 

wrong. 

Jay: What's wrong? 
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Sally: Andrew's a man. He's gotta be out, doing things. He can't 

stand to sit inside all day. He can't stand doin paperwork. 

He wan ts to be out doing things. 

Jay: (tentatively) Well, I'm a man, and I'm inside doing paperwork. 

Sally: (some frustration in her voice) You're different. You're not 

from here. You got education. You know how to do this 

stuff--and--and, you like it. Andrew, he needs to be out, 

doing things and talking to people. 

Jay: (stands and walks to the file cabinet, fingers the handle, turns 

around, shrugs and sighs) Well, have you told Mayor James? 

Sally: Uncle James knows. My mom told him we had a fight. 

He said do what's best for the family. 

Jay: He didn't try to talk you into staying on the job? 

Sally: He can't. Andrew doesn't want me here. Andrew is 

my husband. (stands) I gotta go. I told Andrew I would 

tell you then come right home. He's waiting for his 

breakfast. (starts for the door) I gotta go, Jay. 

Jay: O.K. Thanks for the work you did. 
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Sally: (looks at him as though he doesn't understand and can't 

understand, then turns and exits) 

Jay: (stands looking at the door then walks to the stageright window, 

looks out, then turns to the desk, sits down in the desk chair, leans 

back, shaking his head, then throws up his hands) I guess I'm it. 

(Phone rings, he goes to it) Hello? ... Yes, I can hear you .... Yeah, it's 

pretty bad today--must be sunspots ... .! said must he 

sunspots ... Yeah, you know, when the sun acts up, sends 

up flares and gas? It interferes with satellite 

signals .... Yeah, that's what I've heard. Jenny? Yeah, 

she's in town .... Well, I'm alone in the office. I'd be happy 

to go find her but I'm the only one here .... Well, I don't 

know where she is now. I can take a message and give it 

to her at lunch time .... O.K., Fred, I'll let her know you 

called and you want her to call you back today .... No 

problem. (hangs up; walks to conference table and sits 

down heavily, leans on one hand and starts to turn 

through the papers; phone rings, he goes to it) Hello? 

Yeah, this is Talon. This is the city office .... Yeah, I work 

here. I'm an administrative assistant to the city 

council .... Yeah, we have an old water system here. The 

water is pretty red most of the time .... You what?! Tell me 

that again .... O.K. Let me see if I've got this straight. 

You're calling me from PHS in Anchorage. You've got two 

hundred and sixty thousand dollars to put a new water 

system in here .... And a sewer system? ... Do we want it? 
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Well, I guess so. I'm not the mayor or the council. 

They'd have to give you an official response, but I can't 

imagine why they'd tum it down .... Billing? How do you 

mean? ... No, I've never heard of any one hear paying for 

their water .... You mean there has to be a billing system in 

place and operating before you'll commit to the project 

here? .. .I don't know. I don't know how long that would 

take .... You want to do the project next summer? ... O.K. 

And you're telling me that the people here, the water 

users, have to pay bills to help pay for maintenance of 

the system. I don't see anything wrong with that. But I'll 

have to ask the mayor and the council .... Yeah, I have your 

number. We've had to call you before about the old 

system. It keeps breaking down on us .... You are Skip-

Furring?--how do you spell--F-u-h-r-i-n-g. O.K., I got it. 

Well, this is quite a surprise. I'll pass it on and get back 

to you as soon as I can .... O.K. G'bye. (stands, walks 

excitedly to the file cabinet, opens a lower drawer and 

pulls out a thick hanging file) I always wondered what 

was in this file, but I never took time to find out. (reads) 

"Water Plant." (he opens it on the table and leafs through 

the papers; he finds one old general ledger sheet and 

takes it out. His expression gets more intense and 

incredulous as he looks at the sheet; he whistles and 

shakes his head) Mayor James owes twelve hundred 

dollars in back water bills; his sister Edna owes nine 

hundred and fifty and his brother Walter owes fifteen 
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hundred dollars in back bills. And this record is two 

years old. No wonder nobody's talking about paying for 

their water. 

James: (enters slowly and deliberately) We need to talk, Jay. 

Jay: (snaps the ledger card shut and puts it back in the folder which 

he closes and pushes aside on the table) Sure, James. Do you want to 

talk here? 

James: (walks to the head of the conference table, pulls out the chair 

and sits down; looking past Jay) Sally quit. 

Jay: (sits down facing the audience) Yeah, she was just here and told 

me. 

James: She's not coming back. We need to find someone new. 

You do all right, but we need a Native person in here 

learning how to run this office. 

Jay: That's fine with me, James. I can train whoever you want 

to put in here. 

James: I want you to find someone. You make a 

recommendation to the council. We'll look at it. 
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Jay: You want me to? Shouldn't we post a notice or something 

like that--let everybody know the position is open? 

James: You can do that. You know how to make a notice? There 

should be some old ones in the files. And you know who 

the best families are with the best workers. 

Jay: (hesitates briefly then) I'm sure I can make up a notice. 

James: Good. Anything else you need to talk to me about? 

Jay: (smiles) Well, as a matter of fact, we just got a call from PHS 

in Anchorage. They want to put a new water and sewer 

system in here next summer. They want a billing system 

so people are paying for the water to help pay 

maintenance on the system. 

James: No one paid for water here for years. 

Jay: Yeah, I was looking at the records. Looks like two or 

three years since anybody paid. 

James: How much does PHS have for the system? 

Jay: Two hundred and sixty thousand. 

James: Call them back and tell them we want it. 
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Jay: What about the billing system? 

James: Tell them we have one. 

Jay: What if they ask about the payments? What if they want 

to know how much we get a month? 

James: Look at those records and get an average. Tell 

them the average based on when people were paying. 

Jay: What if they want to know when we last collected 

payments? 

James: They won't. They just want to know we have a system that 

brings in money. 

Jay: O.K. I can do all that. But what about the future? How 

are we going to collect payments in the future? 

James: We need an ordinance. A second class city in Alaska can't 

collect money from people without an ordinance. You've 

got to write up an ordinance that authorizes the city to 

collect money from people for their water. 

Jay: Well, how was money collected before? 
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James: We just collected it. We told people they had to pay for 

their water and so they did. But then we had no clerk for 

awhile and people stopped paying. Then a government 

specialist came through and told us that we had to have 

an ordinance. We need an ordinance. 

Jay: O.K. I understand. I'll start working on it along with the 

other ordinances. 

James: How are they going? 

Jay: Well, I gave three of them their first reading at the last 

council meeting and I put those up in the Post Office. 

They've got to be up for the comment period then get 

their second reading. If there are no objections you sign 

them and they're law. I'll get the water billing system 

ordinance ready this week for first reading at next 

week's council meeting. 

James: How about the taxes? 

Jay: We're back in communication with the IRS. They're 

reviewing our case. They're supposed to get back to me 

this week or next. 

James: (nods and stands) We need to get someone in here for 

training. 
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Jay: (stands and nods) 

James: (walks to the door, opens it and exits. Lights go down. End 

of Scene 2.) 

Scene 3. (Scene opens with daylight through the windows and 

ordinary electric light. Jay sits in the desk chair turned towards the 

conference table around and on which sit and sprawl five Native 

teenagers, two girls and three boys, dressed in casual summer 

clothes oft-shirts, light jackets, black jeans and blue jeans, athletic 

shoes and some baseball caps.) 

Amelia: (bright and loud, long hair, gestures frequently) You can do 

it, Jay. You work for us. You can do it. 

Jay: Well, I wasn't part of the original proposal. 

Snapper: (deep voice, aggressive) So what, Jay? Edwin wasn't part 

of the original proposal. We want him in now. Anyway, 

my dad says you're doing a good job for us. And Mr. 

Sampson was here during the school year. He helped us 

but he's gone for the summer like all the rest of those 

teachers. 

Amelia: (to Snapper) Jay's doing a good job so far, Snapper. We'll 

see how he does for us now. 
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Jay: (laughs) Yeah, so far. But now you want me to do something 

I'm really not sure of. (turns to Edwin) So you turned 

fourteen in June? 

Edwin: (shy, low voice) Yeah. 

Jay: And you want to work with your friends on the city 

improvement project? 

Edwin: Yeah. 

Jay: And you understand how the Youth Employment Corps 

works? You fill out an application and you pledge not to 

drink or use drugs as long as you work for the Corps? 

Edwin: Yeah. 

Amelia: Don't worry about him, Jay. He don't do nothin, do you, 

bro? 

Edwin: (looks at Jay then at Amelia) I chew. (all the teenagers 

laugh; Edwin smiles but looks away in embarrassment) 

Snapper: That don't mean nothin, Eddy. Nobody's gonna stop you 

cuz you chew. 
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Edwin: You sure? 

Amelia: Ask Jay! 

Snapper: I~ the regulations. Mr. Sampson, that big dummy-

(all the teenagers laugh)--made me read them. It just 

says drugs and alcohol. It don't say nothin about chew. 

Eddy. 

Edwin: (looks at Jay) 

Jay: Well, I haven't seen the regulations. But usually they 

pick out alcohol and drugs. They usually don't say 

anything about tobacco. (turns and looks toward the door 

as it opens; Geraldine Nicholai and Mary Lord enter) 

Amelia: Hi Auntie Geraldine. Hi Auntie Mary. 

Geraldine: (nods at Amelia, addresses Jay, somewhat deferential and 

uncomfortable) Mary and I are out walking around town calling on 

people. The church is doing its annual fundraising. We 

came to ask you if you want to give something to the 

church. (the teenagers glance at Jay and then away; 

Mary stands looking at the floor) 

Jay: (turns in his chair but remains seated) Welll--1 guess .. .1-

thanks for asking me. I mean thanks for the opportunity 
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to support your church. You know, my mother is a 

freethinker. She doesn't belong to any church and she 

never supported any. I guess I'm kinda like her. 

Geraldine: (looks at Jay, registering his refusal, turns to Mary) Let's 

go, Mary. He's not going to give anything. 

Mary: (looks at him with intensity, turns to the door, as she rushes 

out the door, snaps back over her shoulder) Then you can go to 

hell! 

Amelia: (buries her face in her sleeve to suppress laughter) 

Snapper: (smiles and shakes his head) 

(Silent teenager pokes Amelia) 

Amelia: (pulls herself together) So you're gonna call for us, Jay? 

Are you gonna call for us? 

Jay: (looks at them all) I've just been damned to hell by one of 

the strongest women in the village and you're worried 

about a phone call? (teenagers laugh and chuckle) 

Snapper: You think you'll like it down there? (more laughter) 

Jay: You're not afraid? 
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Snapper: My dad told me, 11 Act like you believe. You get along 

good that way. But don't forget you're Indian." (others 

nod) 

Amelia: What's a freethinker? 

Jay: (puzzles a moment) Someone who doesn't need someone else to 

do their thinking for them. 

Snapper: (shrugs, scoffing a little) Sounded to me like it didn't 

cost you anything to think. (Other teens smile, chuckle, 

except Amelia.) 

Amelia: (looks at Snapper) I think it means you can think what you 

want to think. Freethinker. (to Jay) Why is your mother 

a freethinker? 

Jay: (looks at Amelia, thinks) I guess the long and the short of it 

is that she never accepted her parents' religion and she 

never liked anybody else's. She liked to think. She liked 

to use her own mind to solve problems. She hated 

anyone telling her what to do or how to do it. She was 

smart and stubborn. And very independent. 

Snapper: (pressing) So who was her husband? 
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Jay: My father? He died when I was thirteen. After he was 

gone, my mother didn't want anybody else. She just 

became--well, I guess you'd say--she became her own 

person. 

Snapper: (as if deciding it) Sounds like she needed a good man. 

Jay: She had a good man, Snapper. (looks away) And the rest 

of it was her decision. 

Amelia: (stares at Jay, lost in thought, then) Well? 

Jay: Well--what? 

Amelia: (a little impatient) Are you gonna call or are we gonna sit 

here thinking about it all afternoon? 

Jay: You're asking me to do more than call, Amelia. You need an 

adult supervisor. You want me to be your supervisor since the 

school principal, Mr. Sampson, isn't here. Are you sure James 

or one of the council members shouldn't be the supervisor? 

(teenagers look at one another, each one waiting for the other 

to speak) 

Ernie: (speaks slowly) What we need a supervisor for, anyway? 

We're gonna paint the benches down at the bank. We're 
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gonna paint the flag pole. We're gonna cut the lawn-

what else we gonna do? 

Amelia: Pick up trash all over town, repaint the town Welcome 

sign, and clean up all the elders' yards. We're gonna use 

power mowers on the lawn. There has to be an adult 

supervising us when we use power tools. Right, Jay? 

Jay: That's how I understand it, yeah. 

Ernie: Don't make no sense. Nobody ever supervised me before. 

Except in school. 

Snapper: It doesn't matter, Ernie. Jay's gonna be busy in here. 

He's not gonna be out there watchin over our shoulders, 

are you, Jay. 

Jay: No way. As long as I know that you know how to use the 

tools, then you do your work and I do mine. 

Ernie: (nods, takes a can out of a back pocket and takes chew) 

Edwin: (puts out his hand to Ernie who hands him the can; Edwin 

takes chew and hands the can back to Ernie) 

Jay: So you all know what this program requires and you're 

all sure you want me to be the supervisor. 
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Amelia: (looks at each one in tum then addresses Jay) We're sure. 

Jay: (stands up and picks up a piece of paper from the desk, walks to 

the phone and dials a number; the teenagers all look at each other; 

Amelia smiles and looks at Jay) Hello? ... Yes, this is Jay Crandall 

calling from Talon. I work for the City Council 

here .... Well, we have a Youth Employment Corps program 

starting next week and we want to know if we can get 

another kid on the program. He was too young when the 

application went in but he turned fourteen in June .... Yeah, 

he is a resident here. His name is Edwin Simon .... Yeah, I 

think we can probably find another application at the 

school. They put in the proposal through the 

school .... 0.K., so there's no problem with him coming on 

this late? ... Great, thanks very much. Good-bye. (Edwin is 

beaming; the other kids slap him on the back as they 

head for the door) 

Amelia: (waves) Thanks, Jay. 

Snapper: (shakes Jay's hand) You did good. (all teenagers exit with 

a slam of the door behind them) 

Jay: (walks to the desk and sits down in the chair, reads the paper 

he had carried to the phone, drops it on the desk and looks at the 

clock) Jeez, time to call it a day. (walks to the door and as he 
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opens it, it opens from outside; Harry Edward stands in 

the open doorway looking at Jay. He is very drunk and 

his face is stem. He walks in past Jay to the guest chair 

beside the desk where he sits. Jay shakes his head and 

walks to the desk chair where he sits.) 

Jay: I was just going home, Harry. 

Harry: (tosses his head and struggles to bring Jay into focus) I don 

need you go home. I need you right goddamn here. 

Jay: (relaxes and sits back in the chair) What do you need me for, 

Harry? 

Harry: I need you for I can't do it myself. 

Jay: Can't do what? 

Harry: An I can't do it myself cuz I never gradiated. 

Jay: Can't do what, Harry? 

Harry: You gotta make me a will. 

Jay: A will? 

Harry: You gotta make me a will. In case I die. I know I'm 
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gonna die just like everybody else. But in case I die, you 

gotta make me a will. 

Jay: I never made a will before. 

Harry: (struggles to bring him into focus, stares at him hard for a 

long time) You gotta make me a will. I gotta tell my kids an my ol 

lady what's what and where and all that crap. You help 

me. You in the city office. You help me. 

Jay: I wish I could but I don't know how. Also (hesitates, 

then) I wouldn't do it with you when you're drinking. 

Harry: (stares at him again a long time) I need your help. I come to 

you for help. You help me. 

Jay: You know I've never turned you down before, Harry. 

I've helped you and your boys. And Edna just had me 

over for lunch yesterday. You know I know and like 

your whole family, Harry. But you've been drinking-

alot, and I can't help you, especially on something like a 

will. It's too complicated. 

Harry: (louder) You know how but you won't help me? 

Jay: No, I don't know how. I imagine I could find out, and we 

could do it ... some other time--when you're sober. 
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Harry: (starts to rise, then falls back in the chair) I need it now. I 

know I could die. (door opens and Harry's wife Edna 

walks in, stiff-legged and slow and as drunk as her 

husband) 

Edna: (turns rigidly and awkwardly to face Harry and Jay, addresses 

Harry) There you are. Where you went? I foun you. Where you 

go? (Harry and Jay stay as they were; Edna turns slowly 

and faces Jay, steps toward him and juts out her chin, 

addresses him) Jay--1--should--kill you. 

Jay: (shrinks, smile frozen, speaks slowly and quietly) Why would 

you want to kill me, Edna? 

Edna: You're cabin. You on my land. I born and raised on that 

land. You--your cabin on my land. 

Jay: (too stunned to speak, sits staring at her, she at him) 

Harry: (breaks out of his stupor, lurches to his feet, waves at Edna 

and pushes her a little toward the door) No one--no, no--no 

help--aww, he don't help me, you don't kill no one. Get 

outta here. You go home. Doan make no trouble in the 

office--(still railing at her he follows her out the door 

which swings open behind them; Jay sits at the desk, 

staring at the place where Edna had stood. Lights go 
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down. End of Scene 3. End of Act II.) 
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Act III. 

Scene 1. (There is night through the windows and ordinary electric 

light inside.) 

Jay: (stands tense and slightly hunched at the phone, speaks in a 

lower voice and with higher intensity than before) I don't know, 

mom. I thought everything was going fine. I was doing 

what the mayor wanted me to do .... No, I've been running 

the office by myself. I'm starting to feel like a city 

manager .... Yeah, we're having some interviews for the 

position next week. ... Yeah, I took care of the tax problem. 

They waived the penalties and we just to have to pay 

some interest .... Yeah, we lucked out but they were very 

cooperative. I guess they just want to see some action on 

the local level. Anyway, I had all the ordinances done 

and approved by the council--public readings, 

explanations--the whole thing. Then he comes in--into 

the office, I mean. I put the ordinances down on the 

table in front of him and tell him they only need his 

signature to be done. He takes one look at them and says, 

"I'm not going to sign them." No--no explanation. Just 

those words .... Angry?!--l'm angry n.ow:. But .!hen--1 was 

just stunned. He got up and I said--something like--"But 

the council has approved them. You're the mayor; you 

have to sign them." He walked to the door and turned 

and looked at me. He said, "I'm the Mayor and I don't 
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have to sign them," then walked out. He hasn't been back 

since. That was over a week ago .... Y eah, I think I know 

why. It's really complicated, that's why it's been so hard 

to figure out what to do. See, this guy James has been 

Chief or Mayor here on and off for over twenty-five 

years. He's like ML Village Government. But that means 

that his family and the families related to him get most of 

the goodies that come into town--the jobs, the status, the 

travel, the assistance, etcetera With these ordinances, 

government by law comes closer to Talon and 

government by law doesn't favor anyone or any 

particular family. It puts away family politics. It favors 

solitary individuals with inalienable rights that are 

protected by pieces of paper with words on them .... Yeah, 

right. Anyone can be mayor. It doesn't matter who you 

are or who your parents were. (voice begins to rise) You 

know, I never even thought of it that way. You don't 

even have to be Native to be mayor here. Some outsider 

could come in, get enough votes, and be mayor of Talon. 

Wow, no wonder the people resist it. (voice becomes 

more intense and faster) But there's deeper stuff, 

too. These people have been living here for thousands of 

years. They know that their ways work. They've 

perfected them over centuries and generations. So they 

don't change the way they do things just to please 

somebody else .. ~.No, they think hard about this stuff. Alot 

of people think these Natives tum the papers upside 
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down, smile, and then nod their heads. No way. They 

think a long time about making even the smallest 

changes in their ways. Everything's connected in their 

lives. You move one thing and you change something 

else. Even small changes matter. They seem stubborn 

but they're taking account of a whole lot of things at once. 

They're reflective and they definitely don't like shooting 

from the hip .... ~?! ... Oh--am I shouting? I'm sorry. I'm 

pretty worked up and I haven't been sleeping well .... No, I 

don't take anything for it. I just need to get out and 

exercise some more .... Yeah, I might go hunting with 

Michael Abraham tomorrow. If not, I'll take a long 

walk. ... Bears? They're where you find them .... No, but I 

was saying about shooting from the hip. Why they don't 

like it. It's obvious. You live by your hands and your 

wits out here. You can't afford to make many mistakes or 

you get no food and you get hurt or die .... Yeah, that's 

what I'm saying. They really think about things. They 

just don't need to talk about it as much or as often as we 

do .... No-.no, I'm .llQl becoming an anthropologist. But 

when you feel love for people and they treat you so well, 

you get to know them, don't you? ... Yeah, so there's all 

that on top of the fact that James and his relatives owe 

more back payments for water than any other families in 

town. All total they owe about four thousand dollars. If 

the water system ordinance is approved, he and his 

family have to pay up just like everybody else ... .I know. 
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Yeah, that's right. It's all mixed up--families, politics, 

economics, traditions, old grudges, rivalries .... Well, I .did 

talk to other council members. They asked .lll£ what to 

do. They asked .lll£. I couldn't believe it! Like, who the 

hell am I--some day tripper in here doing paperwork on 

a short-term contract and they're asking me how to run 

their city government. I didn't realize the kind of power 

I had until this thing came down .... No, I don't like it. I 

don't feel qualified but I got angry and told them, "A 

mayor is voted in to do a job. If you hire someone to do a 

job and they don't do the job, what do you do?" ... Yeah, 

that's right. No, they can't fire him--they can impeach 

him. Impeachment is a possibility .... Risky!? Does a bear 

shit in the woods? His sons are big and strong and 

they've been drinking for a week. I can feel the tension 

rising. The council members have stopped talking to 

me .... Yeah, I guess it's dangerous. I don't know. No one 

has said a cross word to me yet, but they're avoiding 

me .... Yeah, there's a council meeting next week where the 

council is supposed to decide--do they impeach James for 

non-performance of duties or do they just reprimand him 

or do they do nothing ..... What do I want? I want the 

damned ordinances signed and made into law. I worked 

my butt off for over two months and want the job 

done .... No, no, that's up to the council. If James would just 

sign them, it would be much easier. (There is a light 

knock on the door; Jay stops talking and leans toward the 
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door; the knock comes again, Jay speaks in a lower 

voice) Hey, mom, somebody's knocking--on Saturday 

night. They must need the phone, or something .... O.K., 

thanks, I love you, too .... Yeah, I'll let you know how it 

turns out. Bye. (hangs up phone, goes to door and opens 

it; Frank Lord stands there.) 

Frank: (warm but guarded) Hey, Jay, can I use the phone? 

(steps in) My wife went up to the hospital yesterday for 

check-up. She wants me to call her. 

Jay: (steps back and gestures to the phone) Sure, Frank, I was just 

talking to my mother. 

Frank: Oh, gee, I didn't know. Did I interrupt you? 

Jay: (relieved that he hadn't been overheard) No, not at all. We had 

a good long talk. Go ahead. Phone's all yours. 

Frank: (goes to phone, pulls a chair up to it, puts in quarter, dials, 

gets an operator, puts in more change, sits) I want to talk to Mary 

Lord. Mary? Yeah. Yeah?--What?! Who was the 

doctor? ... Was there another doctor? ... (voice falters) They 

all agreed ... ? Yeah, yeah, tomorrow, morning flight. 

(hangs up; leaps up from the chair toward Jay, whole body 

and voice in shock and fear) They said she has cancer, Jay! 

Just a routine check. Three doctors said she has cancer! 
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Jay: (looks at Frank, asks slowly) Can they operate? 

Frank: They can't. They said it's in-op-erable. It's all~ 

inside. 

Jay: (humbled by the knowledge that Frank has told him before 

anyone else, hands reach to the side and behind him as though 

searching for a support) That--that's rough news, Frank. 

Frank: (turns toward the door, head down, shoulders hunched) 

So rough. My Mary. Cancer--in-op-erable cancer! (exits 

leaving the door open behind him) 

Jay: (goes slowly to the door, closes it, goes to the guest chair beside 

·the desk, turns it toward the audience, sits in it and slumps forward, 

face in hands, sobs briefly then regains composure, starts as the door 

opens) 

Frankie: (walks in alone, staggering slightly) Hey, bro, you alone? 

You want some company? I just saw Uncle Frank. He 

didn't look too good. His ol' lady sick or something? 

(crosses to the conference table and pulls out chair, sits 

facing Jay with right profile facing audience) 

Jay: (glumly) I think it's more like "or something," Frankie. She's 

got cancer--inoperable--Frank just heard. 

60 



Frankie: (shakes his head) Tough. She's my auntie, ya know. She 

been good to me. (louder) It's that damn food, Jay. 

White man's food make everybody sick. She doan eat 

right, get sick. Her body's ol Native body, doan like that 

white man's food. 

Jay. (sits staring at Frankie) 

Frankie: You think I'm shittin you, bro. I tell you. Las' time I was 

in treatment, down in Anchorage. They made me think 

about lots of stuff. Stuff I doan think about, doan like to 

think about. 

Jay: Like what? 

Frankie: They make me think about hating--hate, you know--how 

you say it--hater? 

Jay: Hatred? 

Frankie: Yeah, tha word. They make me think about it. They ask 

me why come I hate myself, why--1 mean, how come I 

hurt myself--drinkin, takin drugs, fightin--why I hurt 

myself--hate myself. 

Jay: (tenses and draws himself up in his chair) What did you say? 
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Frankie: Nothin. I didn say nothin. They asked me. I didn 

know. Didn know even I hated myself. I went away, 

thought about it. 

Jay: What did you think? 

Frankie: I talked with my frens. We talk about it, late, when the 

social workers went home. Just us, Indians, talk about it. 

Cuz they ast everybody same question. Why you hate 

yourself? Why you hurt yourself? 

Jay: (nods slowly) 

Frankie: One guy, he said, "Cuz I was born the wrong kinda 

Indian." Another guy said ain't no right kinda Indian. I 

said wait a minute you guys. Nobody said nothin bout 

hatin Indians. They said about hatin myself. This other 

guy says then who you gonna hate--yerself or Indians. I 

say, "I am Indian." Another guy talks then--he'd been 

quiet a long time--he says, "I doan hate myself or Indian. 

I hate white people. They make me feel like drink.in, like 

I can't do nothin good ... but drink" 

Jay: Then what did you say? 
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Frankie: I thought about it. We all thought about it. All these 

guys who been drink.in and druggin and runnin from one 

place to another. We sat there like a bunch a geese in the 

mud and thought about it. 

Jay: (sits and listens) 

Frankie: I got a choice, Jay. Ya see, I got a choice. I can hate 

myself--like hate me, Frankie. I can hate Indian--like 

being Indian, like I was born a Indian an I can hate 

Indian. Or I can hate you. I doan mean ~' bro, I mean 

honkies--white people. I got a choice. That's what I 

unnerstan. 

Jay: You understand that ... but you're still drinking. 

Frankie: (lightens up) I like to drink. I got no reason to change. I 

dry out for awhile, go back to work, get a little money 

then quit and drink for a change. 

Jay: You get bored with work? 

Frankie: (laughs) I get bored with drink.in! I get bored with work. 

I lived outside, worked outside--you know what I mean-

-I know what there is, I mean, I doan got nothin against 

Talon, livin here, this is my home--you know what I 

mean--but I been outside. I know what there is. I do one 
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thing then I do another. That's like bear. He goes for some 

salmon, eats some grass, catches a little mouse. He doan go 

for same thing alla time. 

Jay: Yeah, I understand that. I get bored easily, too. 

Frankie: You unnerstan what I said? You really unnerstan what I 

said? 

Jay: (thinks about the "really") I think so. Maybe I don't get all of 

it--because I'm not Indian. But what I get is, you said 

you have a choice. You can hate yourself, you can hate 

being Indian, or you can hate white people. 

Frankie: That's it. (stretches, chuckles) Hey, bro, you got any? 

Jay: (extends open hands) I got nothin. 

Frankie: (stands) I gotta walk around. Can't sit too long. Gotta 

decide tonight--drink another week or knock off. (heads 

for the door, speaks as an aside) You got some people a 

little upset, bro. I doan tell you what to do. I jus say you 

go by what they say. Doan fight em, bro. 

Jay: (stands) Thanks for the advice, Frankie. 

Frankie: (waves a hand) No advise--just one fren to nother. (exits) 
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Jay: (sits in chair in front of phone, turns it to look out window, 

stares. Lights go down. End of Scene 1.) 

Scene 2. (There is daylight through the windows and ordinary 

electric light inside. Jay sits at the typewriter typing a letter.) 

Michael: (enters swinging door wide and slamming it behind him, 

strides to desk and stands in front of it, right side to audience) Jay, I 

gotta tell you the good news! You're the first person I'm 

telling. 

Jay: (looks and smiles a.t Michael, types a few more words then 

swings around in the chair to face him) O.K.. What's going on? 

Michael: I just got done talking to the new principal. 

Jay: He's in town? I didn't know he arrived yet. When did he 

get here? 

Michael: On the morning flight. 

Jay: You didn't give him much time to settle in. 

Michael: (laughs and shakes his head) I need to get on this thing 

right away, Jay. I need to get the schedule down so the 

teachers and everyone else knows what's happening. 
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Jay: (laughs, throws up his hands) O.K.. What's happening? 

Michael: (with much pride) Spirit camp. Me and some of the older 

boys are going take the younger kids out to a spirit camp. 

Jay: When? 

Michael: Right after moose season and before freeze up. We'll put 

up green fish and pick berries. I'll show the kids how to 

spot good beaver houses for trapping. Then we'll come 

back in January and I'll show them how to trap beaver. 

The principal got pretty excited. He said they did it at 

the last school he was in and it worked real good. 

Jay: Where was he? 

Michael: Big Bend. 

Jay: Oh, yeah. I heard they got a new principal. So this guy 

didn't just get off the boat from Georgia. Talon is lucky 

this year. 

Michael: I guess so. This guy knows alot about the bush. He was 

tellin' me how he learned to run dogs in Big Bend. He 

even did a little trapping. 
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Jay: Well good. 

Michael: Yeah, but I didn't tell you--1 mean ask you, the other 

part. 

Jay: What other part, Michael? 

Michael: Well, the principal was saying how if the school sanctions 

the Spirit Camp then it's got a liability issue. So, to be 

safe, he'd rather the kids had a cabin to stay in, rather 

than just tents. (more enthusiastic) So I said hey, Jay 

Crandall's got a cabin. I'll bet we could use his. And it's 

right on the Long Slough. It'd be a perfect place. What'd 

you say, Jay? 

Jay: (sits up, catching Michael's enthusiasm) I say no problem. You 

know what else you could do--there are lots of rose 

bushes out there. You could pick rose hips--they're 

perfect right now--and make rose hip syrup. You just 

boil them down with some sugar and water. Then you 

make batter for hotcakes and you add the syrup to the 

batter. You can use the whole rose hip. You don't have to 

peel them or take the seeds out. The whole thing cooks 

down. It's great. The kids would love it. 

Michael: I told the principal you'd go for it. 
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Jay: Is the principal going to go along? 

Michael: I don't know. He said he went to a Spring Spirit Camp at 

Big Bend. He doesn't know about Fall. He said he might 

be too busy. (Michael and Jay both start at three rapid 

gun shots, far from the office but in town; Jay stands and 

walks with Michael to the stageright window) 

Jay: Sounded like a rifle. 

Michael: Thirty ought six. 

Jay: Close to town. 

Michael: In town, Jay, not close to town. My brother is the safety 

officer. I better go with him. 

Jay: Be careful. There's still alot of partying going on. 

Michael: Not as much as the weekend. Most of the drinkers have 

worn out and passed out. It's just the hard core--1 mean 

the really hard core that are still drinking. (turns to Jay) 

Hey, I didn't tell you something else. 

Jay: (turns, smiles) More good news? 
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Michael: You know your bro, Frankie? He came and talked to me 

for a long time. He really likes you. He says you listen 

good. 

Jay: (shakes his head) I don't know. I think most of the time it's 

because I don't have anything to say. 

Michael: So he sat and talked to me for hours. He finally decided 

he's going on the wagon. He wants to dry out. He says 

sobriety sounds like the way to go. 

Jay: Really! That is good news. So he's dry now? 

Michael: I don't know. He's been having dreams. (shakes his 

head) Verry heavy dreams. He's been meeting with old 

time medicine people. He got pretty scared. He left for 

Fairbanks as soon as all the booze came to town. He said 

he was better off there. 

Jay: What happened in the dreams? 

Michael: Ask him--he'll tell you (starts) Geez, I almost forgot 

about my bro. He must me gettin to the scene of the 

action. I gotta go back him up. (exits) 

Jay: (stands at the window watching Michael disappear then turns 

back to the desk. Lights go down. End of Scene 2.) 
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Scene 3. (There is daylight through the windows and ordinary 

electric light inside. The five teenagers are in the office, sitting, 

standing, reading papers or talking to Jay, who sits behind the desk. 

The door opens and Alan Ivanski walks in. A look of serious hatred 

is on his face through the entire scene. He carries a plastic glass with 

an ice cube and straight whiskey in it.) 

Snapper: (looks up from leaning over the desk talking to Jay) Hey, 

bro, wha's up? 

Alan: (turns stiffly just inside the door, faces Jay) I wanna talk to 

this little puke. (everybody stiff ens) 

Snapper: (more quietly) We were just talkin bout our program. 

Alan: (takes one step forward and speaks more loudly) I wanna 

talk to this little shit. 

Snapper: (touches the teenager nearest to him, turns for the door) 

O.K., bro, O.K.. We were just leavin. (herds the other 

teenagers out the door, closes it quietly behind them, turns 

quietly behind his brother and goes to the telephone; looks 

at it a moment then turns and sits in the chair which faces 

the desk) 

Jay: (small voice) Hi, Alan. 
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Alan: (walks to front edge of desk, left side to the audience, looks 

down at Jay) I ain't interested in yer "Hi, Alan." 

Jay: (pulls himself back, fear and anger beginning to rise) Then 

what do you want, Alan? And why are you coming in 

here with a drink? The City Council said no drinking in 

the City Office. 

Alan: (all gestures slow and heavy, looks at Jay, looks at his glass, 

takes a sip from his glass, loudly) Who the fuck do you think you 

are, honky? 

Jay: (loudly) I'm an ·.employee of the City Council. I was hired by 

your father and I don't like being called a "honky." 

Alan: (leans toward Jay, yells) Don't yell at me! 

Jay: (stands and yells back) Then stop yelling at me! (Snapper sits 

forward, tense on the edge of the chair. Jay and Alan 

stare at each other for a long moment.) 

Alan: (finishes his drink, puts the cup down slowly but firmly in the 

middle of the desk, points a thick finger at Jay) Yer talk.in bout my 

father. 
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Jay: (quieter voice, body still tense) He's the mayor and my boss-

why shouldn't I talk about him? 

Alan: (drops arms heavily to his sides, drops head and glares at Jay, 

sways slightly) Who're the Council members thinkin of impeachin 

him? 

Jay: (sits, leans back) Why are you asking me? I'm not a Council 

member. 

Alan: (swings his left arm and knocks a small desk lamp off the 

corner of the desk onto the floor) Goddamn it, why' re you double

talkin me?! You hidin somethin? You doin some bullshit 

work here the people of this town don' know bout? 

Jay: (looks at the lamp then back at Alan, sits forward in his chair) 

I'm doing what I was hired to do, Alan. I'm not a Council 

member. I don't go to Council meetings. I'm not going to 

answer your questions like I was trying to speak fur the_ 

Council members. 

Alan: Don't you know shit? You're here. You talk--you hear 

people talk. I hear talk. I don't like what I hear. Who's talkin 

bout what? 

Jay: People talk about everything here. The Council members 

come here and talk about city business. 
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Alan: (contemptuous) So you know everything that's goin on in this 

town, huhn? 

Jay: I know very little. 

Alan: What's all this talk about ordinances? Who said my dad 

has to sign ordinances if he don't want to? 

Jay: In a second class city, Alan, the Mayor serves the Council. 

If the Council goes through the legal procedures to pass 

ordinances then the Mayor is supposed to sign them. 

Alan: And what if he don't? 

Jay: It's up to the Council. 

Alan: (looks at Jay a long time trying to measure his honesty) What 

are these ordinances? Who passed them? 

Jay: There were six ordinances. They were passed at the last 

Council meeting. 

Alan: Las' Council meeting?! When was that? Who was there? 

Jay: (stands and goes to a file drawer, opens the drawer, takes out a 

blue looseleaf binder with papers in it) In this notebook, there are 
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records of who was at the meetings and copies of the 

ordinances that were passed. 

Alan: (points at the notebook) Who's book is that? 

Jay: It belongs to the City--

Alan: Who the fuck is this City you keep talkin about? 

Jay: (louder) It belongs to the City of Talon but it is open to the 

public. 

Alan: (extends one hand) Give it to me. 

Jay: (considers resisting the order, looks at Alan and then at the 

book, then walks to him and places the notebook in his open hand) 

Alan: Find the page for the las' meeting--where they passed 

those ordinances. I wanna see who was there. 

Jay: (takes the book back, opens it and leafs to a particular page, 

hands the open book back to Alan) 

Alan: (takes the book like a detested foreign object, holds it upright 

close to his face, studies the print, closes the book and throws it on 

the desk, turns and walks out the door which he leaves open behind 

him) 
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Snapper: (stands and walks to Jay) You were scared. 

Jay: (quietly) I don't like being yelled at, Snapper. 

Snapper: (with a tight, mean grin) You were real scared. 

Jay: (his face grim, looks at Snapper) 

Snapper: (looks back then turns on his heel and exits) 

Jay: (sits in the chair behind the desk, swings it to face the stageleft 

window. Lights go down. End of Scene 3. End of Act I II.) 
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Act IV. 

Scene 1. (Night is seen through the windows. There is only the 

small desk lamp on in the office.) 

Jay: (seated in a chair in front of the phone, barely visible in the low 

light of the lamp; he is hunched forward with his head in his hands, 

the receiver clamped to one ear; his voice is low and slow) 

Yeah .... (long silence) ... Yeah .... (long silence) ... O.K, mom, O.K. 

I understand all that .... (long silence) ... No, the drinking has 

stopped. They took a woman named Sandra out by 

helicopter today. Medivaced her out. She started 

throwing up black stuff and she just kept throwing up. 

Several other people have just been walking around for a 

couple of days--trying to walk it off. They'd come in the 

office and sit down for a few minutes then up and out 

they go. They're so sick they can't sit still. The fresh air 

does them good, I guess .... Yeah .... No, I don't want to leave. 

This is where I want to be ... .I don't really know. I've run 

from alot of tough situations before. But I never built a 

cabin in the bush before or got taken in like family by a 

whole village of Indians. I don't want to run from this 

one. That's it .... Yeah, they're having a special meeting 

next Tuesday night. I'm not invited .... Well, what else can 

I do? I still have the key to the office. No one has taken 

!bat from me. I'll just come to work on Wednesday and 

see what happens .... Yeah, I .did talk to James' brother. I 
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talked to him and to his wife Martha. They are very wise 

and understanding people .... No, they're completely sober. 

I've never even seen a beer in their house. And they 

won't let their kids come in if they're drinking. Maybe 

Jerry and Martha drank before but not for a long 

time .... Yeah, they know they can't change the way things 

are but they told me they thought I should stay. Just 

that. No lectures, no preaching, no big moral trips. In 

fact, Jerry didn't say it. Just before I was ready to leave, 

Martha just said, "Stay." And I know, just the way Jerry 

looked at me, that he agreed with her. That helped me. I 

want to stay .... No, that's enough for tonight. I just need to 

go home to my peaceful little cabin in a sober village and 

sleep .... Yeah, I know I can. Thanks for the offer and the 

support .... Love you, too. Bye. (Hangs up phone, walks to 

light and turns it off. Lights down. End of Scene 1.) 

Scene 2. (Day is seen through the windows. There is ordinary 

electric light in the office. Jay is seated in a chair in the middle of 

the conference table facing the audience. There is a yellow note pad 

and a pen on the table in front of him. Geraldine Nicholai sits in a 

chair at the stageright end of the conference table. Frank Lord sits in 

a chair at the other end of the table.) 

Geraldine: James said he would be here. (looks at Frank) Did you 

see him, Uncle? 
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Jay: (looks back and forth to the speakers) 

Frank: I stopped by his house. He was having coffee. He said he 

would be here. 

Geraldine: Should we start without him? 

Frank: We have things to say. Some of them we can say without 

James. 

Geraldine: (long pause during which she looks at the table, Frank 

looks at her and Jay looks towards the audience) 

Frank: You got enough meat, Jay? My boys brought in a fat bull 

last night. 

Jay: (smiles) I love the inside meat. I've still got a quarter left 

from my hunt with Michael. But if you haven't finished 

off the liver, heart, or kidneys ... 

Frank: (nods) Stop by my place. My boys will cut you some. 

Geraldine: (to Frank) You start, Uncle. 

Frank: (nods, looks at Jay) We had special council meeting last 

night. You know about it. We talked about the recent-

events. Everyone was real glad to hear about the new 
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water and sewer system. The Council wants you to write 

a letter to PHS telling them we approve of the project and 

we want them to do it next summer. 

Jay: (nods and writes on the pad) 

Frank: (looks at Geraldine) 

Geraldine: The Council wants you to put in the letter that we want 

local hire. We want them to finish the project in one 

summer--if they can--and we want all local hire. And 

the Council has to do the hiring. 

Jay: (nods and writes, looks at Geraldine and Frank who have fallen 

silent) Well, I'm sure PHS will be pleased to hear about the 

Council's approval. But they're going to want to hear 

something else as well. 

Geraldine and Frank: (look at each other) 

Jay: (looks at both of them) You know what I'm talking about? 

Geraldine and Frank: (look at each other) 

Geraldine: The Council wan ts you to collect money. You start 

collecting money and you can tell PHS we pay for our 

water. 
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Jay: What about back bills? Some people owe .alQ1 of money 

in back payments. 

Geraldine: We can't do nothing about that. That's all past and we 

don't want to do nothing about it. 

Jay: (pen in the air, looks from Geraldine to Frank) 

Frank: (to Jay) You think PHS'll buy that, Jay? 

Jay: (puts down pen, gets up, walks to one of the windows, returns 

to table and sits in his chair again) Since there are no ordinances 

governing water use payments, the Council can do 

whatever they want to do. PHS can't do anything about 

it. No one can do anything about it. 

Frank: Will PHS buy it for the project? 

Jay: (hunches forward, controlling his rising temper) PHS wants 

the water users to pay for their water so there will 

money for future maintenance. PHS will put in the 

system but they're not going to maintain it. If people 

here don't pay for it and it breaks, we're out of water and 

our sewage goes untreated. 
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Geraldine: The Council is not going to make people pay their back 

bills. 

Jay: May I ask why the Council decided that? 

Geraldine: We don't want to make penalties for people when they 

didn't know what was going on. Nobody knew what was 

coming. We know now. ~ we want to start paying. 

Jay: The City of Talon has been maintaining the water and 

sewer system out of revenue sharing funds. Next year 

those funds are going to be cut again and they may dry 

up altogether. Are people going to be willing to pay for 

all of the maintenance of a new water and sewer system? 

Frank: Maybe we can get a grant ... 

Jay: There are no grants for maintenance of public utilities. 

Geraldine: How much do we need to pay? 

Jay: I don't know. Does the Council want me to work up a 

budget? (brightens) We're going to need a budget to 

decide what the rates have to be. I can tell PHS that we 

are putting a system in place and that people will start 

paying regularly--say, next month. Is that too soon? 
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Geraldine: What you think, Uncle? 

Frank: I think go for it. We gotta pay. We gotta know how 

much we gotta pay. 

Geraldine: That's your answer, Jay. 

Jay: (writes some more) I'll get right on it. 

Frank: (after a silence) We got more to talk about. 

Geraldine: (glances out a window) Here's James. 

James: (enters and walks to table, nods to everyone and takes an 

empty chair near Frank and facing the audience) 

Geraldine: Uncle, we just finished talking about the water and sewer 

project. 

James: (flat tone) What's next? 

Frank: We haven't discussed the ordinances yet. 

Jay: (stiffens, puts down the pen and sits back in his chair) 
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Geraldine: We ~ those ordinances. The Council agreed that we 

need those ordinances. We can't run a city with--with no 

ordinances. 

Jay: (quietly) The Council agreed to that a long time ago. The 

Council passed the ordinances a long time ago. 

James: (also quietly) Not so long. Just a few weeks. 

Jay: (more intensity) I was hired to prepare ordinances so they 

could be passed. signed, and put into place. That hasn't 

happened and it feels like a long time to me. 

Geraldine: (looks at James expectantly) 

Frank: (looks past Geraldine) 

James: (looks at Geraldine, shows a small smile) I was out trapping. 

Ice was so thick we got three beaver in three weeks. It 

was time to go to town for Christmas. I snowshoed eight 

days with only one little piece of beaver bacon. My 

father and uncle, they did the same. 

Jay: (nods) 

James: That seemed like a long time. 
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Geraldine: (vigorously) I remember that winter, uncle. Nobody 

got much beaver. No snow and real cold. 

James: (looking straight ahead) Everybody feeds you in this town. 

We got you a nice cabin. Frank's boy made stove for you. 

You like our money. 

Jay: (slowly) I cannot work when my boss tells me to do one 

thing in June then turns around on it and denies it in 

August. 

James: (chuckles) In the summer you see me work outdoors in 

shirtsleeves. In the winter I got to dress up or stay 

indoors. The weather turns around on me every year. 

Jay: The laws governing a second class city in Alaska are not 

the weather. They go on regardless of the weather. 

They're on paper and in people's minds. They're not acts 

of nature that you just adapt to. 

Frank: (after a silence, quietly) If we don't adapt, Jay, we die. 

Right now--we die. 

Jay: (to Frank, gesturing, sarcastic) So am I supposed to tell the 

state of Alaska that the weather changed? We decided 

we don't need ordinances because the local weather in 

Talon changed? 
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Geraldine: (emphatically) We .nefd ordinances. The Council 

agreed we ~ ordinances. 

Jay: They're no good without James' signature. 

Geraldine: (looks at James) 

Frank: (looks at his hands then at James) 

Jay: (directly to James) You told me when you hired me that you 

wanted me to solve the tax problem here and to get 

ordinances on the books. The tax problem is solved. The 

ordinances are ready. Why are you stopping them? Why 

did you tell me to do them in the first place if you had no 

intention of signing them? 

James: Do you think a second class city is good for us? 

Jay: You said I liked your money. But it's not your money. 

You don't earn it. You get it from the government 

because you and your city are entitled to it. You pay me. 

You want me to work here? Do you want anyone to work 

here? How could you run this office or any of its 

business without that money? And how can you get that 

money without being a second class city? 
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James: (slowly, intensely) I don't know if a second class city is 

good for us. I don't know if any city is good for us. We 

are a tribe. We got a Tribal Council. I've been first chief 

of that council for many years. We get money through 

the Tribal Council. Maybe we should run our town as a tribe. 

Maybe we shouldn't be a city. 

Geraldine: We do both, Uncle. We get money and jobs from both. 

Our young people and our elders benefit from both. Not 

just tribe and not just city. We need both. We got both 

and we can use both. 

James: (nods, chuckles) We got both. We can use both. And we 

get used, too. 

Geraldine: We agreed last night we need those ordinances. We 

agreed we would put the water bills behind us and start 

over. We told you as Mayor we want those ordinances, 

uncle. 

James: (shakes his head) You told me. You told me. And if I don't 

sign them ... ? 

Geraldine: Jay talked to legal people in Juneau. They say we can 

impeach you. We don't want to impeach nobody, uncle, 

especially not you. That would make bad feeling here. 

Just talk about has already made bad feeling in Talon. 
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We don't want impeachment. We want those ordinances 

signed and on the books. 

James: (to Geraldine) What do you think of sovereignty? 

Geraldine: (a little impatient) I've told you before. I think it's good 

for some people. For some people it's no good. Not 

everyone wants to go tribal. And most people want both. 

Most people in Talon think we can use both. Why not 

have both? 

James: Frank? 

Frank: (laughs and shakes his head) Yeah, I like what Geraldine 

says. The old ways were good ways. We lived good and 

got along. Nobody needed government. City 

government--state government--nobody needed them. 

Now we got them and they're not going away. We gotta 

live with them. We got good things from both. I need 

water and sewer. PHS came to the city with this project. 

They didn't come to the tribe. So we go with the city and 

get water and sewer. That's what I think about it. 

James: (studies his hands, then to Jay) You got the ordinances? 
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Jay: (rises and goes to a file drawer, opens it and pulls out a manila 

folder, carries it to James and puts it on the table in front of him, sets 

his pen beside the folder) 

James: (opens the folder and picks up the pen. Lights fade as he 

begins to sign them one by one. End of Scene 2 .) 

Scene 3. (Day is seen through the windows. There is ordinary 

electric light in the office. Jay sits in a chair on the upstage side of 

the conference table. Michael Abraham sits in the chair at the 

stageleft end of the table. Frankie sits in a chair between them on 

the upstage side of the table.) 

Michael: Yeah, the trooper asked my brother if he knew James 

Ivanski. My brother said, "Everybody knows James." 

The trooper said, "I don't know James." My brother 

thought for a minute then said, "How are you gonna find 

him if you don't know him?" The trooper said, "You're 

going to help me." Just like that. My brother said, "No 

way. I don't bother nobody if they're not causin trouble." 

The trooper said, "It looks like James caused some 

trouble." That was the first my brother heard of it. Anna 

must've put in the complaint herself. 

Frankie: She was gone to Fairbanks a couple of weeks. I bet she 

did it then. 
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Michael: Most likely. So they went to find Uncle James. He didn't 

say nothin. He didn't deny it. The trooper asked him 

how come he did it. He said he didn't remember. He said 

when he drinks he gets lonely. The trooper asked him 

why he didn't knock at the front door instead of trying to 

break down the back door. Uncle James said that was a 

good suggestion. Maybe he'd try it the next time he gets 

lonely. (All three laugh--Michael shaking his head, 

Frankie in contempt at someone he doesn't like, and Jay 

in relief that his part in the matter was unknown.) 

Jay: Were there any charges? 

Michael: Yeah, she wanted James to pay for the work on her back 

door. 

Jay: What did James say? 

Michael: The trooper sat down with him, with my brother looking 

on, and made him sign a statement that he would cover 

all the damages. He told my brother to make copies and 

send one to him and give one to Uncle and to Anna May. 

Then he left. 

Jay: Who's going to do the work? 

Frankie: Probably Leroy. 
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Jay: That's Anna May's brother, right? 

Frankie: Half-brother. 

Jay: (nodding his head) Well, I'm glad it all worked out so well. 

It wouldn't have done us any good to have James in jail. 

(Michael and Frankie both nod; to Michael) So how are 

plans for the camp coming? 

Michael: (vigorously) Good! The principal can't go. He's got too 

many new teachers. But he's got this shop and math 

teacher from Montana. The guy just got to Alaska. This 

is his first job here. He and his wife want to go out with 

us. The principal okayed it as long as he does some 

teaching. So he's working on a shop lesson about building 

things. You need anything done at your cabin? 

Jay: Yeah, I didn't get shutters on the windows yet. I want 

heavy shutters you can close and latch from the outside, 

with about a sixteenth inch clearance so the bear can't get 

its claws in. 

Michael: (nodding) Heavy shutters--okay, I'll tell Tom. 

Jay: If he wants to do some finish work inside, too, I wouldn't 

mind. But the first thing is the shutters. 
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Frankie: (to Jay) I'm going on the camp. 

Jay: You are? That's great! What're you gonna do? 

Frankie: (looks at Michael) Help my bro, I guess. 

Michael: (expansively) Frankie's gonna be my right hand man. 

He's gonna help me and look out for the kids. 

Jay: (to Frankie, tentatively) How're you doing on the wagon? 

Frankie: It's a hard ride. Too many old buddies want me to drink 

with em. After Michael's camp I'm going to a center in 

Anchorage. I hear they got a good program. 

Jay: You sound pretty serious about it to me, Frankie. (pause) 

If you don't mind my asking, why'd you decide to stop? 

Frankie: (looks at Jay and at Michael, strong feelings running 

through his body; he leans forward and looks at the floor) 

Geraldine: (enters and walks a few steps in) Jay, I have news for 

you. My sister's daughter is coming down from Cutbank. 

She and her husband are moving to Talon for the winter. 

She can do this office job. 
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Jay: (looks at Frankie, who hasn't moved, then smiles at Geraldine) 

That's gQQd news. When will she be here? 

Geraldine: This weekend. She's bringing the kids down and 

Anthony will be down later. He's going after black bear. 

Jay: Well-I, then, I guess she can start next week. 

Geraldine: We want her to start right away. I already told James. 

He said go ahead. 

Jay: No problem, then. 

Geraldine: It's Aunt Lizzy's birthday tonight. (proudly) She's 

ninety-two years old. I'm cooking for her. You're 

welcome to come, Jay. 

Jay: Thanks, Geraldine. (wryly to Frankie and Michael) I 

wondered what I was doing for dinner tonight. 

Geraldine: (somewhat imperiously) You don't ever have to wonder 

in this town, Jay Crandall. You know everyone in town 

will feed you. 

Jay: I know. I just somehow didn't feel like eating alone 

tonight. 
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Geraldine: I've got someone I want you to meet. We'll talk about it 

later. (exits) 

Michael: (quiet aside to Jay) Auntie's got a laaady for you. 

Jay: I'm only going to eat dinner. 

Michael: The lady'll come later. 

Jay: (shakes his head) We'll see. (long silence while Jay, Michael, 

and Frankie return to their earlier focus; Frankie hasn't moved; 

Michael looks at him with a slight frown; then Jay, trying to be 

encouraging) I gave up smoking cigarettes a few years back. It 

was tough. Took me a full year to get over the cravings. 

I even smoked a couple of times during that year to see if 

I still liked it. I didn't. I never started again. 

Frankie: (shake his head) Smoking. I never could smoke. I always 

coughed so bad I could hardly talk. (shakes his head 

again, as if to clear it) 

Jay: (tentatively again) Michael mentioned something about some 

dreams .... (Michael tenses slightly as Frankie looks at 

him; they both relax as Frankie smiles) 
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Frankie: (to Jay) I gotta tell you, I'm not a religious man. You know 

what I mean? I never been to church in--I don't know 

how long--years! And I don't pray. 

Jay: (puzzled) Yeah? 

Frankie: I mean. (looks at Jay) There's not too much I believe in. 

Jay: What happened, Frankie? 

Frankie: I -I had a dream. I mean, lots of people have dreams-

right? You have dreams--Michael has dreams--right, 

Michael? 

Michael: (nods) 

Jay: I have dreams. 

Frankie: I had a dream. It was so real--1 felt like I coulda touched 

it. (reaches out his hand) 

Jay: (after a silence, quietly) I'm interested in hearing your dream, 

Frankie. 

Frankie: (still looking at the floor, hunched tensely forward) I was 

scared. I can tell you that. I was scared. 
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Jay: What happened? 

Frankie: I was walking on a road at night. Night thick like when 

there's no moon and low clouds. Big birds came down 

and flew by me. Eagles and owls. There were other 

animals around. I could feel them. 

Jay: What kind of animals? 

Frankie: Big ones. Just out there in the dark. Bears, wolves 

maybe. Maybe some kinds I don't know. 

(Jay and Michael watch and listen) 

Frankie: (gestures) Then there was this green lightning. Green 

lightning! 

Jay: (exchanges looks with Michael) Green lightning-- I never heard 

of such a thing. · 

Frankie: (intensely) And no sound. No thunder. Just green 

lightning. (gestures) The hair went right up on the back 

of my neck. 

Jay: What happened? 
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Frankie: The road changed. It was going along flat-like. Then it 

changed. It started getting wide (gestures with arms) 

and started going up. It turned into steps. Then I was on 

this ladder--like I was goin up a cache. The ladder was 

narrow and there was light--like cold, white fire comin 

out of it. I thought it was dark before. It started getting 

darker--and colder. I just had on these light clothes and 

I started gettin cold! 

Amelia: (enters and walks toward Jay, stands and waits, Frankie 

stops talking and looks at floor, Michael continues looking at Frankie, 

Jay looks at Amelia) You busy? 

Jay: (looks at Amelia, nods and smiles) We're talking. But what do 

you need? 

Amelia: I can come back. 

Jay: No need. What is it? 

Amelia: The new principal--1 forget his name--he saw the report 

we wrote about our summer youth project. He said it 

sounded really good. He wants to know if we can apply 

for it next summer. I told him you know about it. He said 

for you to come and talk to him sometime. 

jay: (nods) I can do that. 
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Amelia: (looks at the three men, turns) Okay. Gotta go. (exits) 

(Jay and Michael watch Frankie who has stood and crouched slightly, 

facing the audience) 

Frankie: (low and intense) The ladder got bright. Then I was 

walking. I walked over this hill. There were all these 

people. Mostly men. Some women. Waiting for me. Just 

sitting there--like in a big group. Just sitting and waiting 

for me. I walked to where they were maybe twenty feet 

away. I stopped. I don't know why I stopped. I just felt 

like I should stop. Then one man starts talking. It was a 

man's voice, but when I looked around--it was like all of 

them were talking to me. Each one. I could hear each 

one. They said, "You can kill yourself. You can kill 

yourself with drink and drugs. We will help you. You 

people have forgotten us. We are angry. We will help 

you kill yourself. You have forgotten us. We are the old 

ones. We are the old medicine people." (stops and 

shakes his head) 

Michael: (blurts out) It hit me! I lost my breath, Jay. When he told 

me, I felt like I was hit in the stomach. That's how hard 

it hit me. 
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Frankie: (goes on) "You have gone away from us. You men. You 

have gone away from the old ways. You men. We are 

angry with you men because you have lost the power. 

You have gone away from us. You have forgotten us. You 

are lost. You are full of pain and rage. You are lost. You 

try to kill yourselves. When you do, we help you. We 

will help you kill yourself, Frankie. We are angry with 

you." And I started to cry. I couldn't listen to any more. 

I woke up. (sits down slowly in his chair) 

Jay: (looks at Frankie and at Michael who looks at the table, lost in 

thought) So--what did you think about it? 

Frankie: I was scared. I thought, I'm gonna stop. 

Michael: That was when he came and talked to me. I told him to 

listen to them or he was gonna die. 

Frankie: (nods) 

Jay: Have you heard from them again? 

Frankie: (starts a little, looks at Jay) Yeah, just the other night. I 

was on the same road. It was day. There were ravens. 

No people. Just me and some ravens moving along 

together. 
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Jay: So that means you're on the right road? 

Frankie: I've been dry six weeks tomorrow. I just take it one day 

at a time. 

Jay: Michael--you recognized the old ones--the medicine 

people? 

Michael: They're real, and they don't fool around. I've got some of 

it in me. I don't talk about it much. You're not supposed 

to. But you know. Out at your cabin. You've heard 

things, right? 

Jay: Right. Things that weren't any animals I knew. 

Michael: The old medicine men--they were real strong. They 

could go through a place like that portage near your cabin, 

and leave part of themselves. Somebody else comes along 

years later, they can still feel it--or hear it. There are 

places we know some of those old medicine men are 

buried. Nobody goes there. 

Jay: (to Frankie) So you're not just sobering up. You're 

protecting yourself. 

Frankie: Yeah, that--and--more. 
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Jay: More? 

Frankie: Yeah--l've got something to say, now. I never had nothin 

to say to my own people. I've got something to say now. 

Jay: How' re you gonna say it? 

Frankie: (shakes his head) I don't know. I don't know yet. I gotta 

get sober first. Then I gotta think about it. 

Alan: (enters with Snapper behind him) Hey, looks like a party. 

Jay: (tenses) No, just talking. 

Michael: (watches Jay) 

Frankie: (looks at the table) 

Alan: (walks to the stageleft end of the table, smiling to Jay) Hey, 

I hear I gave you hard time. 

Jay: (sits forward) You did. A real hard time. 

Alan: (walks to Jay with his right hand extended) Well, no hard 

feelings. (they shake hands) I don't remember any of it. 

I remember feeling pretty good but I don't remember 

you at all. 
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Jay: Snapper was here. 

Alan: He told me. I guess I was pretty pissed about something. 

Jay: You were angry with me and everybody else because you 

thought your dad was going to be impeached. 

Alan: (waves his hand) Politics. It's all trouble. The only thing 

I remember was some lamp hitting the floor. 

Jay: (points) You knocked that little desk lamp off onto the floor. 

Alan: (laughs, shakes his head) I was pretty gone, eh Frankie? 

Hey, I hear you're on the wagon. No more party time in 

Talon, huh? 

Frankie: (short) No more. 

Alan: Good thing. I think you almost croaked the last time you 

was drinking. 

Frankie: (nods, grins slightly) Almost. 

Alan: We'll miss you, Frankie. (exits with Snapper close behind 

him) 
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Michael: (rises) Let's go, Fran~e, we gotta round up a bunch of 

stuff for the camp. 

Frankie: (rises, they both exit) 

Jay: (sits in thought until the phone rings, goes and answers it; lights 

dim as he speaks) Yeah--yeah, I can hear you .... Yeah, this is Talon .... 

(louder) This is the city office .... (louder) This is the 

END 

City Office .... (Lights down. End of Scene 3. End of Act 

IV.) 
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