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Sequence: 

Act I. 
Act II. 
Act III. 
Act N: 

Scene 1 
Scene 2. 

Act V: 
Scene 1 
Scene 2. 

Act VI. 

Characters, in order of appearance: 

Dancers 
Native Woman (Athabascan woman, in her thirties, same actress does 

Native Woman in Act II and Act III) 
Tsinclawt (same actor does Woodsman in Act N, Scene 1; 3rd 

Trapper in Act V, Scene 1; and Dave in Act V, Scene 2, white 
male in his mid-thirties) 

Bingo (Burke's son, in his late twenties) 
Burke (Athabascan man, in his sixties) 
Signer (female, white, in her 20's or 30's) 
Trapper (male, white, in his SO's) 
Outdoor Academic (a white man, in his forties) 
Samantha (same actress does Little Red Riding Hood, white, ten yrs 
old) 
Buyer (male white, middleaged) 
Little Red Riding Hood 
Silent Wolf 
Woodsman 
The Boy Who Cried "Wolfl" 
Wolf Prisoner 
Zootsuited Wolf 
1st Trapper (male) 
2nd Trapper (male) 
3rd Trapper 
Voice 
Middleaged Native Man (Yupik man) 
Middleaged Native Woman (Yupik woman) 
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Act I. (Five minutes long. Curtain opens on dark, bare stage. 
Pale floods come up to illuminate first third of stage as two voices, a 
bass and a soprano, sing a wordless wolfsong--joy, lament, struggle, 
victory, peace. Figures dressed in black tights with sinuous bright 
patterns painted on them move in and out of the back edge of light-
singles, pairs, and single-file lines, some with wolf skins, some 
without. lights down, sound to silence, curtain. End of Act I.) 
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Act II. (Scene is an Indian fish camp on the Yukon River, Koyuk.on 
Region, summer. The four people sitting around a table near a fire 
pit are dressed in everyday, contemporary clothes. Several black 
and bright dancers lounge and sleep on stage through the whole act. 
No music.) 

Native Woman: Tsinclawt! Did you catch fish? 

Tsinclawt: Did I catch fish!? I tied 
the far end of the net to a rock 
dropped it in the river then couldn't 
budge it from the bottom when we were 
supposed to stop for the weekend-
everyone elSe went to town--man it was 
quiet: the country breathed in its own 
rhythm, the outgoing spilled salmon 
by the dozen into my lap, the incoming 
turned the leaves through rapids of green 
the body open and gutted before me 
the rain, the dark, the waves falling 
into space and all of a sudden 
the salmon hitting the net like clouds 
of mosquitoes in a wind; I had ninety 
fish in the canoe at one time, then 
the drying racks collapsed--what a mess. 
Yeah, I'd say several times again 
that I caught fish. 

Native Woman How's your dog ... Rabbit!? 

Tsinclawt Fat on whitefish. Lonely when I leave him. 
Itching to get back in the woods and hunting again--

Native Woman Like you. 

Bingo Are you running from something? 

Tsinclawt Me? No, not now ... just watching 
the weather change and learning the ways 
of the seasons. 

Native Woman Why don't you go to town when others go? 
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Tsinclawt I prefer it here. Really, I feel as though I'm making 
alot of new friends in town but I want 
to learn the bush, not the town. 

Burke You live the old way. 

Bingo Tsinclawt is Indian. 

Tsinclawt I take that as a compliment, like it's a good thing 
to be an Indian in this land and I agree. 

Burke 

It's a generous country with generous people. 

My wife wanted to apologize to you. When you went up 
town for potlatch and we were all partying and she 
was drinking and she told you she should kill you ... 
she says she's sorry and for you to come and eat 
when you're in town. 

Tsinclawt You bet I will! She makes mighty good 

Burke 

smoked fish. And you can tell Edith I understand 
that other stuff. Reversals--we all have em. 

She was upset. She thought you were building 
where her old cabin was. She was born and raised 
there on Tsinclawt slough, where you're living. 
She thought you were trying to take her land. 

Tsinclawt Well .. .I'm not, but I've walked down there 
and seen the outline on the ground where the 
walls of her cabin were. 

Burke 

Bingo 

She wants to come and visit you ... see how 
you're living. But that is good, that you 
understand ... about reversals. 

Yeah. The white man has reversed himself 
on us many times. We have listened to the 
bullshit from one ear to another. We take 
what we want and the rest of it we laugh at. 

Native Woman Are you going to write about us, Tsinclawt? 

Burke He already has. 
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Native Woman You read his writing, uncle? 

Burke I've heard him tell stories, I know he's writing-
what else would he do? 

Tsinclawt Yeah ... very slowly ... I'm figuring out 
how I want to write about this land. 
It's very demanding; it's very voluptuous--

Bingo "Vo-lup-tu-ous"--Tsinclawt is a teacher! 

Burke You teach your brothers. 

Bingo Ha! Yeah--and my sisters! 

(all laugh) 

Native Woman What do you write about? 

Tsinclawt Wolves. I've been trying to write--working on 
a long poem, like a story-poem about two wolves 
that lived on a moose kill near by cabin last winter. 

Native Woman Did you shoot them? 

Tsinclawt No ... we made a truce ... they had their kill, 
I had my cabin ... we walked a path in the snow 
between. I didn't bother them and they didn't 
bother me. That big wolf could've snuck up 
and killed my dog any time but he never did ... 
never came closer than that path. 

Bingo He likes moose meat better than dog meat. 

Tsinclawt Ha--yeah--I'm sure that's true, Bingo. 

Burke 

Bingo 

Burke 

They kill and eat dogs. 

Yeah, Stanley's dogs. Tell him that one, dad, 

Well, it was winter. Stanley was trapping, 
always used dogs, never wanted no snogo. 
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Bingo 

Burke 

Bingo 

He kept a bunch of dogs at his camp. He 
went to town and the dogs--a whole bunch 
of them busted loose and tried to make town. 
All they found was tracks and bloody snow 
and some hair. 

There were a few collars and chains 
scattered around, too. Right, dad? 

That's right. The wolves ate the dogs 
and left the hardware. Stanley said, 
when he found out--dogs that dumb 
deserve to die. 

Four hundred bucks--four hundred US dollars 
for a big wolf skin, Tsinclawt. You could 
get married on that much money. 

Tsinclawt Bingo, why would I want to do that? 

Bingo You make little Tsinclawts. 

Burke They haul water and wood for you. 

Native Woman And your bed is warm in winter. 

Tsinclawt I'm sold. Who's it gonna be? 

Native Woman He's ready! 

Burke 

Bingo 

(all laugh) 

Maybe you better try one of those mail order brides. 

Yeah, crazy guy who lives in woods and 
talks to wolves wants woman. 

Tsinclawt I don't get much news back where I am 
but I heard from some visitors about a 
cabin burning ... was there anything to it? 

Burke They burned one of Ollie's old cabins. 
The bastards came down in a chopper and torched it 
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with all his things in it. 

Native Woman Why did they bum it? 

Burke He put it where he wanted it, where his 
father had a fall camp and his father 
before him. He put it on land nobody owned ... 
and the federal government comes in and tells him 
he's squatting, that he's got to leave. 

Tsinclawt Couldn't he claim the land as legally his? 

Burke You got to know Ollie. He laughs at whiteman's law. 
He says he don't need no gezahk from 
outside to tell him where to park his ass. 

Bingo I was there when he said it, Tsinclawt. 
That man turned red. Then he laughed. 
Ollie told him he could go out with him 
any time and stay at his camp. He just 
didn't want anyone trying to tell him 
where--to--par k--his--ass ! 

Tsinclawt So why'd they bum it? 

Burke No one knows yet. We think maybe there's a 
mineral deal behind it ... somebody wanting 
to prospect and develop that land. 

Tsinclawt So BLM clears out the undesirables 
to make it safe for the exploiters. 

Native Woman Ollie is not undesirable. 

Tsinclawt I joke. 

Burke He was only kidding, Anna. 

Native Woman You think Ollie should be able to live 
wherever he wants to? 

Tsinclawt I don't think I have to have anything 
to say about it. (Burke and Bingo nod, 
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Native woman sits back, Tsinclawt stares 
at ground ... ) No, I don't think I have to 
have anything to say about it. The government. 
They want to control. We want to live. They've 
got satellites now can count the number of logs 
in my cabin walls. But so what? I count the 
fish in the net. I count the ducks on the bank. 
Even l count the logs in the wall. So what? 
When I stop counting, put away all the clocks 
and measuring devices, then what they do 
doesn't matter--ha! It doesn't count. (silence) 
Sometimes I think I talk only because I was 
taught to ... like a rock somebody started rolling ... 
(silence ) Anybody get a shot at that chopper? 

Native Woman You would shoot one of those men? 

Tsinclawt No, I'm not particularly interested 
in that, but I wouldn't mind putting 
a hole through their plexiglas. 
I don't like that kind of harassment out here. 

Burke That's what it is -- harassment! 

Native Woman So we live in a storm. The wind tears 
the water, flattens the tents, beats 
the plastic to pieces from the walls of 

Burke 

our smokehouses ... so it has happened, so it 
will happen. 

But we don't have to lie down like 
whipped dogs when someone tells us we can't 
do something. We know this land. We live 
on it forever. We don't want to live no place 
else. We can share it ... people like you come 
to live with us. You're o.k, You don't make 
trouble. 

Tsinclawt I try not to judge you from my own experience ... 
I try to see you from your own point of view. 

Bingo (contemptuously) The judge. 
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Burke (after a silence) So, we all judge. We judge you, you 
judge us. But the judgment of others 
doesn't matter. The last peace we make 
is with ourselves. Not even your god 
has power there. You know that, don't you Dave? 

Tsinclawt I know that, Burke. 

Burke Then you know what Bingo's talking about. 

Tsinclawt I know exactly what he's talking about-
the man has laid his law on me, too. 

Bingo So what are you running from, Daaave? 

Tsinclawt My own anger. 

Bingo That is foolish. 

Tsinclawt I'm entitled to a little foolishness now and then. 

Native Woman Tsinclawt is not stone. 

Bingo No, I don't think he is stoned, are you Tsinclawt? 

(Tsinclawt smiles and shakes his head slowly and definitely.) 

Burke (after a silence) You throw water to the earth 
it throws water back 
You throw light to the sun 
it throws light back 
You throw words to the woods 
and they come back 
in the voices of owl 
ravens geese and the 
sandhill crane whose awful 
racketing cry of joy 
no one can imitate 

Tsinclawt They woke me last fall in the night 
swooping in great chains of song 
low below the clouds shattering 
the midnight floor like thousands of 
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brightdark cries 

Native Woman They flew over town for days. 

Burke You do not judge us as others do. 

Tsinclawt I do not see you as others do. 

Burke It is good. 

Bingo It is good that you do not steal our women. 

Native Woman He is a man. His time will come 
and he will want a woman. 

Burke That's o.k by me. Maybe some girl 
in town will go for you and like livin out. 

Tsinclawt Maybe. 

Bingo Maybe she bring all her relatives and dogs. 

Tsinclawt Maybe. 

Burke But you live like we live, like we used 
to live. We like you. You stay. 

Native Woman There were some people didn't want him 
to build down there on Tsinclawt slough. 

Burke Some people were afraid. That's true. 
Afraid he would bring in big game hunters 
and sports fishermen. 

Tsinclawt No way. 

Burke But now we know. You aren't that kind. 
You just want to live here and be a neighbor. 

Bingo He wants to be left alone. 

Native Woman They had a party down at his camp. 
Tsinclawt got drunk and played his harmonica. 
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He and Mary Beth were looking at each other. 

Tsinclawt Yeah ... we all had a good time. 

Bingo What you think, dad? 

Burke Go ahead. 

(Bingo opens a backpack and pulls out two bottles of whiskey and 
two six-packs of beer. The native woman goes off and brings back a 
guitar. Tsinclawt gets styrofoam cups. Dialogue stops and all mime 
the beginning of a party. The curtain closes on the stage fully lit; 
lights out when curtain closed.) 
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Act III. (The cries of a loon, a high flute now join the bass and 
soprano voices with light percussion, irregular beat. Curtain opens 
on a dark stage. Muted color spots up on several bucket seats in a 
forest. The seats are not regularly spaced. Occasionally through this 
act the black and bright dancers slip around the seats and trees on 
and offstage. 
Spot comes up on a young woman, dressed informally but 
conservatively, in a seat at center stage. She faces the house. The 
music changes into the barking of a large number of wolves; the 
woman stands up, interprets the barking in hand sign language. 
After about thirty seconds of this, she sits and a trapper, not one of 
those from Act N, but dressed in rough, outdoor clothes, comes from 
upstage right and makes a diagonal to the empty seat downstage left. 
He carries several wolf furs, including· one or two big black ones, 
which he lays out so the house can see them. He sits.) 

Trapper I recall one winter ... been fifty below 
for three weeks, wolves packed up 
and tryin to get our horses ... 
wolves ran off a mare and a foal-
we never saw them two again. 
Got the rest into the barn. 
One night I recall, they pow-wowed 
out on the ice. Must've been fifty or more 
howlin, cryin, barkin and screamin 
like the legions of devils themselves. 
Must've ate up some of their own 
cuz in the morning there was pieces of wolf 
all over. 

(Another man, white and middleage, quiet gestures, dressed in 
outdoor clothes, not as rough as the Trapper's--an outdoor academic
-comes onstage from upper left, crosses to and takes empty seat 
upstage right. Four dancers dance next speech through to end at 
"woods" with light background music.) 

Outdoor Academic I was paddling my canoe 
with my woman friend and dog 
in a slough off the Yukon; 
it was summer warm and still; 
motion up the bank caught my eye 
and there walking from the woods 
onto the gentle, gray mud shore 
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came a big salt and pepper wolf 
tail up, trotting straight ahead. 
A smaller wolf came out behind 
then a pair of pure black twins 
young ones, shy, quick, and curious 
like live liquid shadows among 
the bright green leaves. All three behind 
had their tails low. The twins were 
everywhere, sniffing, pawing, looking. 
We put up our paddles slowly and 
quietly. My dog looked on without 
a sound. The lead wolf slowed 
and walked until we were just 
this far apart, us drifting close 
to the bank, him looking into my eyes. 
He never dropped his tail or his stare. 
Then he turned and led his family 
silently into the woods. 

(A ten year old girl, Samantha, runs onstage from downstage right, 
laughing and excited. She wears a bright bathrobe over pajamas, has 
on bunny slippers, and carries a large brown teddy bear.) 

Samantha I had such a scary dream last night! 

Trapper What's that child? Come on, 
sit yerself down and tell us all about it. 

Samantha (still standing) 
I dreamed I was a big wolf 
and I had a pack and a wife 
and lots of wolf babies. 
We lived in the wild, wild woods 
and did whatever we wanted to do. 

Trapper Yeah, yeah--
what was so scary about that? 

Samantha I didn't want to come back. 

Trapper You mean you--

Samantha Yes! I wanted to be a wolf. 

14 



Trapper But what about school and yer parents and all yer 
friends? 

Samantha The woods were my school, I was 
the parent, and I had lots of friends. 

Outdoor Academic What did you like most about it? 

Samantha Listening. 

Trapper Listening? To what? 

Samantha Oh ... things. Is that seat taken? 

Outdoor Academic It's yours. 

(Samantha sits and arranges bear.) 

(The two wolf voices duet for about thirty seconds with signer 
standing and interpreting.) 

(Native woman, same actress as Act I, dressed in casual urban 
clothes, enters upper stageleft and sits in last empty seat.) 

Native Woman I walked out on a frozen lake 
with my cousin Darryl. Uncle Simon 
was back at camp with some other people. 
Everybody was partying. 
Darryl always wanted to see 
animals so I went with him. 
I borrowed some snowshoes. 
They didn't fit right 
but I kept up with Darryl. 

Samantha What did you see? 

Native Woman Darryl saw wolf tracks following a moose. 
He started following them. 
I got scared but I went along. 

Trapper Did you pack a gun? 
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Native Woman Darryl had a rifle. But the tracks 
were a few days old. 

Outdoor Academic How did you know that? 

Native Woman We live there. The land speaks and 
we listen. Tracks are like little 
bits of mirror animals leave behind ... 
or like words in the earth. 
The edges were softened and the deep 
places were filled with new blown snow. 

Samantha What did you find? 

Native Woman There was a place where the snow 
looked like mashed potatoes. 
The snow was dark like the redbrown stain 
of spruce in the water. 
There was nothing there but hair. 

S th H . 7 aman a arr .... 

Trapper They ate it all but the hair. 
They left the hair. 

Samantha They must have been very hungry. 

Outdoor Academic A pack of wolves will separate 
a large animal, such as a moose 
or a caribou, from its own kind 
run it until it is tired 
then pull it down and tear it 
to pieces 
while it is still alive. 

Trapper You got that right. 

Samantha That's gross. But ... they have to eat, too. 

Trapper They eat things alive. 

Samantha I hear the ocean pounding rocks into little pieces. 
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Trapper They eat baby animals. 

Samantha They can't help being what they are. 
Besides, we eat lambs. 

Trapper I'll be damned, child, if I don't think 
yer as cagey as them wolves yer ownself. 

(Lights dim. Flute and percussion accompany black and bright 
dancers stalking among the seats, coming dose to Samantha, sniffing 
her teddy bear. Lasts two minutes then dancers offstage and lights 
up.) 

(Buyer, a man in a three-piece suit carrying a briefcase comes on 
downstage left, stops at Trapper's desk and starts fingering furs.) 

Buyer Are these for sale? 

Trapper Does a bear shit in the woods? 

Buyer What's your asking? 

Trapper Twelve hundred. 

Buyer (fingers the furs, shakes his head) 
They're good, all right, but no one 
will pay that price for them. 

Trapper Speak your mind, cityslicker. 

Buyer Now, now, I don't mean to offend you--

Trapper Puttin a price on a live thing's skin 
is some kind of offense already, 
I reckon. But you and me are both 
party to it. 

Buyer I guess your way of life gives you 
time to think about such things. That's 
admirable. But I must consider 
the market, the timing, the demand ... 
eight hundred dollars. 
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Trapper One thousand. 

Buyer I'll split the difference and pay cash. 

Trapper I'll see the cash first. 

Buyer (counts out nine one hundred dollar bills, hands them to 
the Trapper) 

Trapper (takes them and hands him the furs) 

Buyer (Exits downstage left.) 

Outdoor Academic There are no well-documented stories 
of wolves eating human beings. 
But there are many firm accounts 
of wolves eating dogs, horses, sheep 
cattle and many other domestic 
and wild animals. 
The largest wolves average around 
one hundred and twenty pounds 
but many eyewitness accounts 
describe wolves that would have weighed 
two hundred pounds or more. 
Wolves have been raised successfully 
in captivity; however, when exposed 
to traditional prey animals 
they have not hunted them but have 
returned to their human keepers for food. 

The two most fascinating qualities 
of wolves are oral: 
they kill and eat 
they talk and sing. 

(Silence and stillness then Samantha, speaks over a light background 
of the two voices which cease at the end of her speech.) 

Samantha I can still hear things from my dream. 

Trapper Well, miss, you just gonna 
beat around the birch 
or you gonna tell us? 
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Samantha I don't think I can tell you everything. 

Outdoor Academic Tell us as much as you can. 

Trapper Wait a minute. I'll bet yer just 
scared somebody's gonna laugh 
at you. Folks've laughed at me 
when I told em too I heard things. 

Samantha Like ... what? 

Trapper (looks around, then in a loud whisper) 
Northern lights. 

Samantha (leaning towards him) 
What? 

Trapper Northern lights. 

Native Woman (stands with signer seated and signing) 
A slow spiral of fiery milk 
unwound its silent ribbon 
from the center of the sky; 
that started it. 

It throbbed in place while others came. 

A highway of jade 
so nearly white 
the green came 
only to the comers of my eyes 
swept a quarter of the sky 
from behind my right shoulder 
far ahead. 
Its bridge curved above the earth, 
pulsed when I looked back. 

Off to my left, wide drapes 
tall, distant curtains 
rippled through minute tones 
of soft ice white. 
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And then I looked behind 
where hills climbed steep 
from Yukon's bank 
above the camp, where fresh moose hung 
in time to see 
a brilliant silver falls 
wash down in breathing folds, 
touch the summit's barren crown 
and sigh with rushing sounds 
like silk being rubbed on silk. 

All above was living, liquid light: 
raw silver, pale jade, soft white, midnight blue. 

Only the brightest stars 
could prick their pointed fire 
through gauzed strips of sky. 

I stayed and stared for hours. 

Outdoor Academic You made me see it. 

Samantha And hear it. 

Trapper (to Samantha) 
Now it's yer tum. 

Samantha Oh ... we heard the wind in the trees 
and the water rushing and animals 
and birds .. .! heard other tlrlngs, too ... 
things I never knew anyone could hear. 
I heard insects and little mice and trees. 

Trapper Trees? 

Samantha It was a hum. It was different 
at night than in the day. It was 
nice, not like a refrigerator 
or some machine. It was soft. .. 
like--a purr ... but a hum, it was a hum. 

Trapper What else, child--what else did you hear? 
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Samantb.a My name is Samantha. 

Trapper Well, Samantha, now yer a straight talker. 
Why do you hold back? 

Samantha Did you hear it? 

Trapper (stands, light goes amberorange on him, bluegrey on rest; 
signer stays seated and translates) 
Sticks are what they are; 
they'll grab your pants 
tear your boots 
gouge a piece of skin 
from a careless palm--
Careful, now 
it's not all a pillow of dreams 
Sticks just are 
what they are 
furry and scratchy with 
moss and lichen 
brown and silver beneath the sun 
green, springy as strong arms 
You can get held up 
there, knocked on your butt 
laugh in the day's long ear 
and then hear 
a lone wolf geyser 
in the late summer night 
try to trade him verse for verse 
and find him, I tell you 
singing like another slough beside you 

Loneliness? 
You can spell all one alone 
(music speeds away here, contrasts clumsy with precise 

sounds in a comical way; recorded applause, cheering, and whistling 
follow the breakup and disappearance of the musical line; Trapper 
sits) 

Samantha You have an outrageous sense of humor. 

Trapper Why, child, just because I listen 
to things speak as they always are 
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and rework their voices to my own 
length and breadth? That's freedom, 
Samantha, yours, anyone's .. .! 
talk with animals, sometimes. 

Samantha So did I in my dream. 

Trapper Now yer talkin. Speak it right out. 

Samantha Did you hear it? 

Trapper I've heard lots of things. 
Some canny. Some uncanny. 

Samantha I heard something different ... 
when the sun was there or the moon 
or the stars and no moon. Something-
maybe not even a sound ... maybe 
a feeling, like a tingle. 

Native Woman Like when someone is watching you 
and you don't see them but you feel them? 

Samantha Yes! Yes! Just like that. 

Trapper I'll tell you what: 
the hairs go up on the back of my neck-
it's saved my bacon more than once. 

(Wolves start barking; signer up and interpreting; lasts about thirty 
seconds.) 

Native Woman My brother-in-law's brother and 
his family came to town 
from Anchorage to hunt moose. 
My sister was going out with them. 
We took Uncle Goodwin's boat 
and we took Clement along. 
He was so old and he sat there 
like nothing was happening. 
Then we got in the big slough, 
near Tsinclawt' s cabin, and we 
all started to look around. 
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Clement saw moose tracks up a bank 
and told us the moose would come back 
in twenty-four hours. 
We camped there overnight and killed 
a big bull the next day. 

Outdoor Academic One of the hardest skills for novice hunters 
to learn is not to stare too long 
at their game. Animals, 
including human beings, can sense 
when someone's attention is being 
focused on them. Once the existence 
of this power is granted there seems 
to be no reason to suppose 
that sensitivity and the capacity 
for non-verbal knowing stop there. 

Trapper (to Outdoor Academic) 
You hunt? 

Outdoor Academic No. 

Trapper (more slowly) 
You ever killed a man? 

Outdoor Academic No. 

Trapper (cocks his head) 
You ever snuck up on a man at night 
and tried to kill him? 

Outdoor Academic No. 

Samantha But why are you asking him these things? 

Trapper Wolves and humans. Here we're the same. 
We learn how to kill. Some of us 
are better than others. like the old man 
who knew the moose was coming back. 
He was worth a mess of loud talkers 
and all their guns. 

Samantha Why? 
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Trapper He knew, child. And he knew 
how to sit and wait. 

(Music now is a series of responses among wolf, human, and 
electronic sounds, setting up patterns of echoes and reflections. Lasts 
about one minute.) 

Samantha I sat still in my dream. I felt 
everything touch everything else. 
I felt like I was plugged into 
the whole universe. Every time I did 
something, I felt something come back 
and every time it did something 
I reacted. It was ... an electric mirror. 
But it wasn't uncomfortable. 
It was exciting and awesome. 
Like knowing everything but being able 
to control only my little part. 
(Music rises now, Samantha rises, exits downstage right.) 

Trapper Only her little part. 

Native Woman She stands like a tree between two worlds. 

Outdoor Academic Her teddybear was missing its eyes. 

Trapper I remember a couple of wolf-pups I found 
half-drowned and starved after a flood. 

Trapper I chained em and fed em until the next winter. 
Then one day I found fresh sign 
on a frozen lake. I took em 
and let em sniff and their eyes got 
big and they whimpered and yelped. 
Two big wolves came out of the trees 
and barked at them, Them two pups 
looked at me like they had come out of a dream. 
They cowered, crawled a-ways then ran 
to the big wolves. We all watched each other 
for a long time. I never heard a silence 
so full of unsaid sound as the stillness 
that lay on that frozen lake. Then night 
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began to fall and we separated 
into our own shadows. And the cords 
of life finer than air that bind us all 
seemed to hum in my ears for days ... 

(Music comes up, lights go down slowly, curtain, end of Act III.) 
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Act IV. 

Scene 1. (Curtain opens on a dark, bare stage. Two spots come up 
slowly to dim on little Red Riding Hood, standing downstage left, and 
a giant black and bright figure, standing downstage right. They face 
each other, profiles to house. LRRH, Samantha of Act III, is dressed 
for the part and carries a picnic basket. The figure wears a wolfs 
full pelt with the head on its head. The spots come up to bright 
slowly then more lights illuminate downstage for the action with the 
Woodsman.) 

LRRH (reaches out her hand) 
This is like the dream I had 
only more real a thousand times 
and I am not a wolf and you 
are something I've never seen before. 

(The wolf cocks its head and advances a step.) 

LRRH You are so big. I couldn't stop you 
if you--but I could run! I can 
beat most of the pokey boys at school... 
but your legs are so long and strong 
they make mine feel like water. 

(The wolf advances another step.) 

LRRH (looks around) 
I could try to hide. But the air 
is too thin, and my legs feel tiny 
like the helpless feet of insects. 
But still you stand and stare at me-
do you have to stare? 

(Wolf cocks its head again.) 

LRRH If this is a dream you would speak. 
Or I would know what you wanted 
and how you felt. If this is not 
a dream, then I must be far from home 
and far from any help. 
(she fidgets with her basket; wolf howls and human 
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voices singing without words come lightly into 
background) 

LRRH 

LRRH 

You don't look like any wolf I've seen. 
But--I'm afraid to look at you 
for very long. Your eyes are very strange ... 
like mirrors. I can see--I can see--oh! 
(she steps towards it and holds out a hand) 

Can I tell you something--a secret-
I've never told anyone else ... 
and I wasn't going to tell--please, 
can I? I'm sure you will understand. 

(The wolf kneels slowly, sits on its heels and leaves its hands on its 
knees, arms stiff.) 

LRRH That means "Yes." I know that means "Yes." 
I--I killed a bird yesterday. 
I don't really know why I did it. 
It wouldn't go away. I was playing ... 
like I do every day with my dolls 
and teddy bears. We were having a picnic. 
It wouldn't go away. It was 
big and gray and it looked at me and 
cocked its head and made harsh noises 
like it didn't like me. And then 
I threw a stick--you can imagine 
how surprised I was and sad, too. 
But we gave it a fine funeral 
me and my bears and dolls. 

But you're too big 
(starts to weep) 
and you won't go away 
and I can't make you. 
(down on her knees, sobbing) 

(A man's voice calls from far away. Not close enough to hear the 
words. The creature looks in its direction, listens.) 

LRRH (looks up at the, wolf) 
Did you hear that, too? Does that 
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mean I'm lost that we can hear 
the same things that someone is coming 
to find me and you understand my words? 
Or--or am I hearing with other ears ... 
your ears? Oh, I wish I would wake up! 
I am so hungry--( she lifts her basket) 
I have cookies. Do you want 
a cookie? Oh, why don't you answer me? 
You are very rude, you know. 
But I'll give you a cookie, anyway. 
(she takes one out and throws it onto the stage in front of 

the wolf; it bends slowly, sniffs it cautiously then sits back without 
touching it) 

LRRH I'm not really hungry, either. 
I feel very strange. I feel 
like I know you. (she walks towards it; it watches 
without moving) Like you're part of me, 
like my heartbeat. Is that strange--
oh, I wish you could talk. Why do I 
have to talk? Why can't you--and these 
big, dumb lights talk, too? Why are you 
all so still and there like a sound 
from nowhere that won't stop? 
Why am I the only one moving? 
Have I never learned to be still? 
(she walks around the creature looking it over; the 

human man's voice calls closer) 

LRRH (she starts) 
Oh, what a sound. Is that 
what I heard before, like a bucket 
full of rocks rattling--
what would make that sound? 

(The Woodsman, Tsinclawt/Dave, enters downstage left, carrying a 
rifle. He stops and throws it up to his shoulder, Climing it at the 
wolf's head. The girl walks between the muzzle end and the wolf.) 

Woodsman Get back! Get back! I've got him dead 
in my sights. Just one squeeze and--

LRRH (she turns to wolf, still in the line of fire) 
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What is it? What is it? And what is it doing? 
What is that thing it's holding and pointing? 

Woodsman Little girl--stand away! 

LRRH (picks through her basket without moving) 
I feel so strange -- as though I were 
swimming under water. Everything 
is slow and all the sounds twist 
and tum like snakes. (takes a cookie from her 
basket and bites into it, screams) 
What are you doing with that gun? 

Woodsman (lowers gun) 
Are you all right, child? 

LRRH Not if you shoot me, I'm not. 

Woodsman But that wolf--

LRRH That is not a wolf. 

Woodsman It's not a--

LRRH No, no. I don't know what it is 
but it is not a wolf. (wolf, human, and electronic sounds 

come in briefly) 

Woodsman Then why--what are you--
you look like Little Red Riding Hood. 

LRRH I am. I am in a play at school. 
I went outside to practice my part. 
And now I don't know where I am. 

Woodsman But where is your school? 

LRRH Here, in the woods. 

Woodsman This--is your school? 

LRRH And that is my teacher. 
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Woodsman What is he teaching you? 

LRRH It might be a he, but it might be a she ... 
I don't think it matters. It ... 
is teaching me to be still. 

Woodsman And to forget who you are. 

LRRH Who are you? (the wolf, human, and electronic voices 
come in, echoing back and forth) 

Woodsman (Woodsman lowers his gun and looks at the 
creature, takes a step towards it) 

I feel like a piece of clear ice 
or the morning sky after a heavy blow. 
I have a hard place on my heart. 
Something I've never told anyone. 

LRRH You can tell me. 

Woodsman Yes, yes I can. One day last winter, 
a friend visited my cabin on his 
snow machine. He had his own cabin 
many miles away. He had 
a mother dog with a bunch of pups 
at his place. He would just 
leave the mother chained up and 
the pups loose for days at a time. 
Somehow, the pups got on his trail 
to my place. I couldn't feed them. 
I had my own dog and food enough 
for him and me. I ran them off--
all except for one that came back 
and started chewing on some frozen 
moose meat I had on the ground outside. 
I shot him. He wouldn't go away. He was so 
hungry and so lonely, and he wouldn't go away. 

LRRH I'm sorry. That makes me feel sad. 
I could feel your heart shrink when you 
pulled the trigger. (picks through her basket, 
holds out a cookie and steps towards him) 
Do you want a cookie? 
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Woodsman (raises rifle and aims at wolf) 
I want that thing to go away. 

LRRH Why? What did it do? 

Woodsman I don't know. Nothing, but--yes! 
It made me remember and show myself. 

LRRH Then kill yourself. 

Woodsman No! (he stiffens) I'm going to kill it! 

(She leaps and pushes the barrel up as he fires, the discharge going 
over her and the wolf's head; the wolf stands.) 

Woodsman You could have been killed, child! 

LRRH I could have been killed. (points at creature) 
That's me. 
You are me. All of us--killed? 

Woodsman He's too still. He's like the 
unruffled face of a pond 
at the deepest moment of dusk. 
And I want to shatter it with a rock. 

LRRH But you're not alone. I'm here, too. 
I can feel the pond. I can see it like 
a screen in your eyes. And I don't want 
to break it. 

Woodsman It's too still. 

LRRH You're not alone. 

Woodsman It's too still. (raises the rifle; she grabs the barrel; 
lights start to go down, music to come up, wolf stays 
standing in place) 

LRRH You're not alone. 
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(Curtain closes as the two, standing still with her hand on the raised 
barrel, repeat the same lines fainter and fainter with more and more 
time between each line. End of Scene 1.) 

Scene 2. (Music now consists of several instruments, several 
voices, and electronic sounds weaving a wolflike chorus. Curtain 
opens on a stage shallowly lit to show the downstage area, bare 
except for the trunks of large trees at far stageleft set back so only 
their lower rooty trunks are visible. Light comes up on ragged boy 
upstage right with a shepherd's crook; his bright and black tights can 
be seen through his rags. He cries "Wolf1 Wolf1 Somebody please 
help save my sheepl Wolff Wolfl" Light goes down as the plaintive, 
repetitive crying stops then comes up on one of the black and bright 
dancers, upstage center, wearing a fuillength wolf fur, with head and 
tail, pacing behind tall, vertical bars. Light goes down then comes up 
on a zootsuited wolf leaning on a lamppost, upstage left, picking his 
teeth and watching several black and bright dancers slipping by. 
Light goes down thirty seconds then comes up on several black and 
bright dancers slipping among the three tableaus until the three 
clothed figures respond with new movements and discard their other 
clothes. Music comes up again, instrumental and electronic, no 
voices. They all dance together until everyone is passing through 
intricate motions together; light and music slowly fade to silence and 
dark.) 
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Act V. 

Scene 1. (Silence. As curtain opens a flute comes in alone then 
fades to two wolf voices then becomes an electronic sound with the 
low humming of engines around it and two regular, pulsing 
percussion such as different drums, tambourines, woodsticks, etc. 
The set is an interior log cabin/trading post with three men playing 
cards around a table. A dimly lit, densely lived in interior. A 
kerosene lantern hangs and burns overhead. The door, stageright, 
flies open and a flood of intense white light pours into the room and 
onto the men who cry out and rise. 
A deep, strong voice speaks.) 

Voice Greetings! We come from neverwhere. We bring you 
the wisdom of wolves. Our tongues are the blades 
of grass breaking through the asphalt 
the noon sun breaking through the brown air 
the small voices singing in the crowd. 
We are the black tornadoes howl 
the hurricane's white scream, the red snaking thrust 
of broken earth's hard crust. 

1st Trapper You're a pack of devils! (grabs a rifle from a low 
overhead log, aims and fires out the door; a bright 
red spotlight covers his head and chest and he falls 
to the floor.) 

2nd Trapper (drops down and feels the fallen man's neck and 
wrist, listens to his heart, looks out the door and 
speaks in awe) He's still alive. You only stunned 
him. 

Voice Yes, Death is beyond us. We cannot 
kill, nor can we be killed. 

2nd Trapper (stands and moves toward the open door) 
Then, what are you? (a bright blue spotlight bathes 

his head and chest, he relaxes then walks slowly through the door 
and offstage. The music here is a mix of wolf, human, imitation of 
wolf, and electronic figures around the wolf and human, with 
percussion and engine sounds as ground beat; the music, except for 
the engine sounds which diminish, ends on a long high soft flute note 
which has come in toward the end of the mix.) 
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3rd Trapper (shifts his weight) 

Voice What is your name? 

3rd Trapper What is your name? 

Voice Only you can say. 

3rd Trapper I'm not sure I want to. 

Voice You are the one we want. 

3rd Trapper Yeah, well, I'm not sure I want 
to get to know you well enough to name you. 

Voice You have no choice. 

3rd Trapper I was afraid you'd say something like that. 

Voice We are no farther from you than your own life force. 

3rd Trapper That could be as near as the center of the sun. 

Voice You leave out the moon too easily-
male or female, man or woman 
light or dark--it moves you 
in its own time and you move with it. 

3rd Trapper I know that. No one can live 
for long in the bush without feeling 
the forces throughout. I also know that 
he went by fighting you, and he went by wanting 
you. 
If I'm going to last, I've got to do something else. 

Voice What did you have in mind? 

3rd Trapper I don't know. Right now I'm withholding judgment. 
I've met things like you in dreams before, 
and I've always wanted to talk to you 
face to face. Now's my chance. 
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Voice I thought you said you didn't want us. 

3rd Trapper You said "I." 

Voice It takes many forms ... 

3rd Trapper Then I am talking to myself. 

Voice Is that a decision or a judgment? 

3rd Trapper Why should I want you? 

Voice Because we can teach you the wisdom of wolves. 

3rd Trapper That's pretty tempting. I've run into 
a few wolves myself. In fact, two of them 
moved in last winter, down the slough 
just before the first snow, when the water 
was low and the mud banks of the slough 
were wide and frozen hard as concrete. 
It was early morning and 
I'd just come down from the loft 
cranked up the stove for morning heat 
stepped past the window 
caught in a glance 
a long, dark shape 
drifting down the frozen mud 
bared by the slough's fall drop; 
"A baby moose," I thought, 
then checked my step: 
"No moose moves like that." 

I turned back and looked. 
The pure black wolf, 
big as night come to life, 
trotted up the far bank and sat 
staring at my place. 
He looked to measure five feet 
from ground to top of head, 
his fur at least six inches long. 

A smaller one 
trotted in his path 
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then stood still behind. 
Coat like another piece of pitch, 
one white star 
centered on her chest, 

Fifty mile an hour wind 
blasting down from Brooks Range 
had battered us for days. 
Its gusts charged down a stretch of slough 
bowled across a pond 
then fisted up through the trees 
to shake the cabin with their blows. 
It scoured Yukon's banks 
until an ochre cloud 
two hundred feet 
high against the blue 
marked the river's path. 

That wind would be at my back 
if I tried to take his pelt. 
I dressed and got my heavy gun 
stepped out the door 
crouched and crawled to where I saw 
him slowly rise, and 
without a backward glance 
lead his mate among the trees. 

The wind shifted, died that day; 
next morning found first snow. 
Everything that moved left its mark. 
I took my dog, and walked the 
half mile, past where the wolf had sat, 
along the small slough's bank 
to where it met the larger slough. 
Squirrel, marten, grouse had left their sign. 

I walked the same path the next day. 
I wore a size thirteen boot; 
my rubber bottom pacs made 
my tracks larger still. 
In my yesterday's prints were 
the big wolfs prints 
with the female's close along beside. 
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His tracks covered half of mine, 
my dog's filled half of his. 
I walked in his walk. 
The next day his were fresh in mine 
and I returned the grace. 
Fresh scat lay on the snow. 
Mostly moose hair--at last I understood: 
I had my cabin, he 
had his kill, our 
boundary was our path. 

They stayed on more than a week. 
I never saw them again 
nor broke our truce. 

But one night I woke 
full moon hung high 
and stillness like a cloak 
I heard a song score across the sky: 
two clear parts 
joined like blood and bone, or wind and sea 
two flawless seams 
obsidian and silver 
a cave's voice of darkness, a peak's voice of light 
flowing without dissonance 
soaring without end, 
tapestry of brilliance 
which led me, smiling, back to sleep again. 
(Flute and drums, which started at the first line of 

the last stanza, diminish to silence.) 

Voice Why do you think the wisdom of wolves 
can be put into words? 

3rd Trapper Because I howled back and forth one time, 
with the female wolf in that story until 

Voice 

she realized I wasn't a wolf. She told me so 
by a change in tone then went on her way. 

Yes, you exchanged information about 
your species through your voices. But the sounds 
you made meant nothing without the silence 
around them. Sound is the contour of silence. 
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(Music here is an exchange between wolf voice, human voice, 
instrumental and electronic sounds.) 

(In the following speech, both 3rd Trapper and Voice speak together, 
voices pitched differently, the music diminished to a tonal 
background.) 

3rd Trapper and Voice Voice is a dance; 
it comes upon the tongue 
like rain on grass at night; 
it spirals, a bluewhite funnel 
rising writhing 
in the rhythm of centuries 
time drawn 
like the ligaments 
of an enormous body 
the joints of meaning 
the undertow the muscled flood 
forces the water 
swells a long second 
like a glimpse of a universe 
on another scale 

Voice We are close to each other. 

3rd Trapper I am listening. 

Voice You are hearing. 

3rd Trapper I will not be possessed by you. 

Voice Then what will you call your struggle? 

3rd Trapper That's a very good question. 
Self-knowledge, perhaps. 
Perhaps just the shadow of a dream. 
I might learn from you yet. 
So far, you're pretty good company. 

(The electronatural sound winds down to silence; light coming 
through the door fades; a loon cries. Stage darkens; stunned 1st 
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Trapper exits. Daylight comes through the door. A middleaged 
Yupik couple in rough, river-traveling clothes, walk into the cabin.) 

Man We want oil. 

3rd Trapper (Nods) Over there on the shelf. 

(The man and the woman walk to the shelf, pick over the cans, the 
man brings one back.) 

3rd Trapper I don't think I've seen you folks before. 
Where're you from? 

Woman (laughs) Here. 

3rd Trapper Where? 

Man Back in the woods. 

3rd Trapper You live in the woods during the summer? 

Man There is a river. 

3rd Trapper Yes. You have found it? 

Woman We are travelers. 

(The man points the can of oil at 3rd Trapper.) 

3rd Trapper Take it; it's on me. 

(Couple walks out, lights down, end of Scene 1.) 

Scene 2. (Lights come up on same set; door is closed, now and Dave 
is seated by the stove, dressed in heavy wool and big blue down 
booties. He sips from a large cup of tea in his hands. There is a light, 
firm knock on the door. Dave starts and looks then says, "Come in." 
The door opens and in walk Burke and Bingo, heavily dressed for 
winter travel on foot in the bush. Bingo goes to the· stove; Burke 
closes the door behind them. Dave gets up and fills two cups for tea, 
then puts out homemade bread. Burke and Bingo loosen and remove 
some clothing, stand at stove, spoon sugar into their cups from a 
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paper sack, sip tea, then sit. Burke refills everyone's cups. They sit 
and sip.) 

Burke It's good to see you, Dave. 

(Dave raises his cup in salute and smiles.) 

(Pause and silence) 

Bingo (raises cup) Tsinclawt! 

(Dave repeats same gestures.) 

(Pause and silence) 

Burke Your dog, Dave, he didn't make a sound. 

Dave Yeah, he must have known you were Indians. 

(Bingo sits up and smiles.) 

Burke 

Dave 

Burke 

Bingo 

Dave 

Bingo 

Dave 

Bingo 

We walked. From our place. Four inches of amber ice 
on the slough. All the way from our camp to your cabin. 

Yeah, the wind blew off the first snow. 

Yeah, we came up walking up the bank 
and I said, "Where's that dog?" and I looked up 
right up to the top of that path you made-
and there was Rabbit. 

(laughs) "Rabbit"! Where did you get a name 
like that, Dave? 

You remember Dania, the tall, strong blond 
who was with me when I first came to town? 

Dania. Yeah, I remember Dania. 

She named him. 

Why, does he hop? 

40 



Dave That's exactly what he does, When he 
can't see over the tall grass in dry lakes 
he hops on all fours to look around. 

(Bingo laughs, shakes his head, stands, pours himself more tea, 
breaks more bread, puts sugar in the tea then sits.) 

(Pause, they drink.) 

Burke 

Dave 

Bingo 

Burke 

Then he just grinned and wagged his tail 
and looked real happy to see us. 

Well, he feels about you just like I do. 

(looks around) Dave, I don't see any clock. 
How do you know what time it is? 

(laughs) What does he need to know the time for, 
Bingo? Out here he's his own man--
he doesn't have to be anywhere 
or answer to anyone. 

(Buyer from Act III steps into a rising spotlight at lower stage right. 
He is dressed in expensive, casual weekend clothes.) 

Buyer (looks at big wristwatch) 
Yes, that was one of my better trips. 
Let's see. I got back to town at 
about 3:30 p.m. No--to be exact 
(pushes buttons on watch) 
3 :2 7, yes, walked into the fur shop 
at 4 on the nose, walked out at. 4:30 
fifteen hundred dollars ahead for the day 
all expenses included. 
(stretches and steps towards downstage center) 
Not bad for a few hours on the plane--
those trappers--they live in the bush 
but they know the buck--native or white 
they're smart, strong people, fun to deal with 
but they have no sense of time. 

(Spot on buyer goes down as Native Woman from Act III steps into 
rising spot downstage left.) 
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Native Woman Our time is the rhythm of seasons 
Our time is the coming of sun and the going of sun 
In summer we fish in the day's rich light 
In winter we trap in the silver moon. 

(light goes down on rest of players and comes up on Burke, Bingo 
and the Native woman in bright bronze. As the lights change, two 
pairs of black and bright dancers come on stage from upper and 
lower stageright. Both pairs hold an Alaskan Native ceremonial 
blanket wide open between them. They move in such a way that by 
the time they have arrived at the Native woman, the house has seen 
both sides of both blankets. They now stand near the Native Woman, 
one towards upstage right and the other towards downstage left. 
The music through this passage is extremely elemental, with 
percussion, rattles, flutes, hariddaps, and chanting predominating. 
Music begins as lights go down to change to bright bronze and ends 
as lights come up again on rest of players.) 

Burke (looks and smiles at the woman, speaks in Athabascan) 
You came at a good time. 

Native Woman (replies in Athabascan) 

Burke 

I come when I am called. 

(in English) 
We need the spirit of your memory 
and the memory of your spirit. 
Thank you. 

Native Woman (with dancers holding blankets spiraling slowly 
offstage, downstage left and upstage left, speaks 
in English) 
I return. 
(She turns to house; spots now come up on both 

Native Woman and Buyer.) 

Buyer I have the hardest time, sometimes 
listening to them tell me their stories. 
They never say when it happened! 
Unless I ask them, it could have been 
last week, last year, or ten years ago. 
And when I do ask when it happened 
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they sometimes say but sometimes they stop 
confused as though something foreign 
had jammed into their thought. 

Native Woman We tell the same stories again and again. 

Buyer 

Some of them come from people long dead. 
Others come from ourselves and our village. 
The time of the story is the telling. 
This is our river, our river of life. 
We are the center, the present, the meaning. 

So l--well, I've got to keep track of time; 
I could sit over coffee, laughing and talking 
and no one would tell me that the plane's here. 
They'd smile and shrug and invite me to stay, 
to go check traps, to fish through the ice, 
to party and dance--wonderful people, 
but no sense of time. 

Native Woman We cannot put into words the thing 
which is always here. Like every mother 
she gives and she takes and the giving 
and the taking are both in her time. 

(Buyer stretches, smiles, moves toward lower right wing.) 

Buyer But today is Sunday, my day off. 
Been to church, blew the snow off the driveway, 
took the kids and the wife to the show and now 
I can go play cards with the pastor. He beats me 
sometimes, but more often I end up with the matchsticks. 
Let's see 
(checks wristwatch, pushes some buttons) 
a half an hour to get there, 
and he's usually late from the last service-
plenty of time, plenty of time. 
(Buyer exits downstage right. 

Native Woman Before we lived in towns 
before we cut with metal 
before we knew the bearded ones 
the source of all things was She. 
When god was a woman, there were no watches. 
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(spot down, Native Woman exits lower stageleft) 

(The lights return to cabin interior; Bingo gets up, refills tea, 
breaks off another piece of bread.) 

Bingo Almost out of tea, Dave. 

(Dave gets up, puts more wood in the stove, pours off the last of the 
tea into his cup, puts water in pot and pot on stove, sits.) 

Bingo 

Burke 

Bingo 

Burke 

Bingo 

Burke 

Bingo 

Burke 

Dave 

(looks around) 
No radio, no tunes, no rock 'n roll. 
No party--

You're out, Bingo. You're away from town. 
The party's all around you. 

Come on, dad, you know when it comes 
to drinking, you can put me away any time. 
You're just jealous cuz you can't go at it 
like you used to when you and mom were young. 

You're mother never drank until she went to town. 
She was born and raised right near here. 
You can still see the outline of her cabin 
where the wall logs rotted into the ground. 

She drinks now. 

Yeah, well, this is no place to argue it. 
(to Dave) 
She says she's had dreams about you 
living down here near where she was born. 
There's lots of problems in town--the kids, 
never enough money. 

That's you, dad, She's never worked for money. 

(looks to Dave) 
Yeah, well, you know what I mean. 

(stands) 
I think I know what both of you mean. 
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Burke 

Bingo 

Burke 

Dave 

I've seen both sides of the story myself. 
But I'm not going to get between you two. 
(goes and puts tea bags in pot on stove) 

You live like we used to. 
Just you and your dog and the land. 
No stores, no machines, no drink, 
No kickers, and no snogos always breaking down. 

No school. 

And no church telling you you've got to 
sit in one place once a week or go to hell. 
They talk to us like children, Dave. 
My oldest daughter went to the nun to ask 
for birth control. The nun scolded her 
and told her it was a sin. She wanted 
to marry Robert, who isn't Catholic--
the priest refused to marry them. Can you 
believe that? This is supposed to be 
his village and he refused to marry them 
because of what someone over in Italy 
says is right or wrong. She left, MaryAnne 
and Robert, they live in Fairbanks. 

Yeah, well, I've got no apology 
to make for the church. My family's 
never taken to organized religion. 
But whatever's there, Burke, you don't 
have to buy it. I'm here because 
I chose to be. There's choice, and people 
take that from you only if you let them. 

Bingo (After a silence, Bingo looks at Dave, speaks in a slightly 
goading manner) What are you running from, Dave? 

(Burke looks from one to the other, opens mouth, nothing comes out, 
Dave sits up, laughs.) 

Dave Why, Bingo, you've asked me that before. 
You think my hairy face is plastered 
on the Post Office wall? 
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(Bingo widens his grin. Burke starts to object; Dave cuts him off.) 

Dave No, no, Burke. That's o.k. I don't mind 
the question. It's a good question, and 
Bingo has asked me before, like he knows there's more. 

(Bingo relaxes.) 

Dave 

Bingo 

Dave 

Bingo 

Dave 

Bingo 

Dave 

I came here for two reasons, Bingo, one behind me 
and one ahead of me. The one behind is a 
broken heart and the one ahead is 
learning to live in the bush. 

A woman left you for another dude? 

Well, it still hurts to call it that. .. 
but yeah, she got a ride home from work 
one night, with a guy in a VW bus. 
I saw it from the window of her house 
where I was staying. At first she denied 
it, then she admitted it. Alot of time, 
money, and energy put into that woman 
and her kid then the next night in bed 
lying beside her, I realized I'd never 
trust her again. I told her. We cried. 
I packed up the next day and left. 

So Dania wasn't your wife? 

No, no, just a very nice, adventurous 
lady who wanted a taste of the wilderness. 
But I wanted more than a taste. I had been 
living and going to school in Los Angeles, 
and the place started to feel very unstable 
to me, like it could break up physically 
and socially any day. I decided I wanted 
to learn enough skills so I can walk into the woods 
with a pack on my back and live there indefinitely. 

You're a survivor, eh, Dave? 

You could call it that. I'd rather 
live out my last days here than in 
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(all laugh) 

Burke 

a huge, broken-down city with a 
million starving strangers. 

You can say that again. 

(Samantha from Act III steps into rising spot downstage right, 
dressed nicely as though she were going to school.) 

Samantha I want to learn everything! I want 
to know why rainbows curve down, not up 
why birds sing to the morning sun 
where dreams go when I don't have them 
what's behind the bark of a tree. 

(Spot goes down on Samantha, who stays in place, comes up on 
Trapper from Act III, dressed as then and entering downstage left. 
He carries a marten skin on a stretcher board.) 

Trapper A man has got to want to learn 
to live out here. A woman, too, 
for that matter. You can't just run 
to some store or agency when something 
breaks. You fix it or you go without. 
You can't wait for some fish and game 
officer to tell you it's o.k. to kill 
something when you're hungry. like that 
buyer. Nice fella. Paid good money, 
but never in my life did I see a human 
being so doggoned worried about time. 

Trapper Why he couldn't get over the fact 
that I didn't know what day it was. 
If that fancy watch of his ever broke 
out here he'd be a babe without a prayer. 

(Spot goes down on Trapper and up on Samantha.) 

Samantha I want to run right up every mountain I see 
and walk to the bottom of every lake. 
I want to learn the cry of a loon 
and hear the secret language of wolves. 
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I want my city to bloom with parks 
with paths and gardens and musical sounds. 
I want the world to rest in deep peace; 
I want the world to listen and love. 

(Lights go down on all but Dave and Samantha, come up on them in 
silverwhite. Two pairs of bright and black dancers move onstage, 
one from upper stageleft, the other from lower stageright. Both pairs 
carry between them large mirrors. The upstage pair stops behind 
Dave so that the house can see Dave's back and Samantha's face in 
the mirror. The downstage pair stops behind Samantha who turns 
now, seeing Dave. The downstage mirror can be seen from the house 
in the upstage mirror. Music through this passage is extremely 
modern, electronic sounds predominating. It begins with lights going 
down and ends with lights coming back up on other players after 
Samqntha's exit.) 

Dave. and Samantha I remember you; we met in a place of wolves. 

Dave We moved together; you held the gun. 

Samantha You wanted to kill, the blood was in your eye; 
you're more relaxed now. 

Dave And you ... you were a star in a night 
of woods, an image of curious peace. 
You were a pond of unknown depth 
the earth in the roots of its youth. 

Samantha I was Little Red Riding Hood, 
and you could not be still. 

(Samantha exits stageright on her own last line. The dancers with 
mirrors exit by retracing their entrance steps. The downstage pair, 
however, exits after Samantha and, while doing so, turns the mirror 
to face the house. Lighting returns to setting before lights went 
down for silverwhite.) 

(Spot comes up on Trapper.) 

Trapper Well, I'm goin to town. I need 
new traps, ammo, coffee, and flour. 
I could use a new shirt and a new pair of boots. 
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I'll stay in a hotel and soak in a tub. 
I'll go to a barber and I'll go to a bar. 
I'll let em know I'm still alive 
still look.in it right in the eye. 
Maybe even I'll write some letters 
about this land war that's heatin up. 
They burned some line cabins down on the river 
cuz someone wants all the squatters out. 
"Squatters" my foot! By their meanin 
all the pioneers were nothing but squatters. 
We opened this land and it's not gonna last 
without people like me and my friends in the villages 
sayin, "Hey! Wait a minute. 
I live here. You can't take this land away from me." 

(Spot fades as Trapper exits stageleft.) 

Bingo 

Dave 

That's what I like bout you, Dave, 
you don't give a damn about any of those 
high-up dudes. Right, bro? 

(lifts his cup) 
Right. 

(Dave gets up and refills their cups.) 

Burke 

Dave 

Bingo 

Burke 

Bingo 

But how long can you live like this? 
I mean, when you're out of bullets 
or flour, or tea, you need money ... 

(stands and walks around the cabin like an animal 
suddenly caged as this exchange builds 
in intensity) 
Oh, I can make a little trapping, 
but when that doesn't work, I'll just have to 
go back to town to earn more money for things. 

You'd have to wear a tie. 

You might even have to have a lunch hour. 

And a mailman. 
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Dave 

Bingo 

Dave 

Bingo 

Dave 

Burke 

Dave 

Burke 

Dave 

Burke 

Dave 

No dishwasher. 

What about a woman? 

I've been washing my own dishes for years, man. 

Man. I am a man. Are you a man, Tsinclawt? 

(thinks about his question, answers slowly) 
I walk in the sun and think about wood 
for next year. 

That old bum back of here has hundreds of cords. 
You'll never run out of dry wood here. 

This way of life is disappearing, Burke 
and it's cutting the world in two--
cities full of dependent, anxious people 
who can't make it with their own hands 
and land with no one on it where things 
can be learned no city can teach. 

Can a city teach its own people to leave it? 

It's like a grinder. It spits me out 
like a bone chewed clean of flesh. I can't take 
the filth and stupidity. But I see it here, too. 
Wherever there are bureaucracies, the timid gather. 
And they are putting an end to this life. 

You sound like a guy lived out here one time. 
He never talked to people much. Then he would 
get going. 

The bush life is the living bridge 
between the two poles of human being-
steel and bark. When that bridge is burned, 
when the steps that lead from the cave to the condo 
are smashed, the culture will never recover. 
It will be one-sided, unbalanced 
blind and deaf, destroying its own source of life. 

(Burke and Bingo sit, watching Dave. Dave sits, drinks his tea.) 
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Burke 

Dave 

Burke 

Dave 

Burke 

Dave 

Burke 

Dave 

Burke 

Dave 

Burke 

Dave 

(after a long silence) 
Me and Bingo, we're building a cabin 
down at the mouth of the big slough. 

(sits up) 
Oh yeah? That means we 're gonna be neighbors. 
How' s the building going? 

We've got the site picked out; my boy, here, 
he's real good with the ax and the saw. 
We're making it pretty big--eighteen by eighteen. 

Yeah, this is only twelve by sixteen. 

We want to throw up four big logs on each side. 

Too big--right? 

(nods and laughs) 
Yeah, too big. 

You want some help. 

We sure could use it. 

O.k. I have moose. Shall I bring meat? 

No, no. We have everything. You want to bring Rabbit? 

Of course! He loves a trip. 

(Burke nods and laughs.) 

Bingo (through his teeth, with a slightly malicious grin) 
Dave, did your dog ever meet his cousin yet? 

(Dave looks at Bingo then at Burke, back at Bingo.) 

Bingo (barks) Wolf! 

(Burke and Dave laugh, electronic sound picks up the laughter, 
repeating it by recording first then metamorphosing the sound until 
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it becomes wolves barking--pause--one long lone wolf howl and the 
silent wolf from Act N comes to center downstage from stage left 
and kneels, facing the house. From the wings come first dancers 
wearing contemporary Alaskan masks of the sun and the moon and 
the stars. Then dancers come wearing masks of the four seasons; 
then three dancers costumed as a spiral galaxy, a molecule of DNA, 
and the mathematical sign for infinity. Finally, black and bright 
dancers come out, some wearing contemporary wolf masks, some 
wearing wolf fur. The music is Slow, the motion stately; the dance 
lasts five to ten minutes.) 

Dave Yeah, Bingo, he did meet his cousin. 
Dania and I pulled off the river 
late in the day just to rest and make tea. 

' Rabbit took off while we made camp. 
I glanced once at him and he was 
all nose, walking up and back 
on something's scent. Then we sat down 
for tea and suddenly Rabbit is barking, 
like he's scared and ecstatic; I stand up 
to look over and a huge gray streak 
dissolves into the woods, I guess 
it was a big female wolf and 
he was scared by the size but crazed 
by the scent. 

Bingo It was gonna eat your dog, Dave. 
It was gonna make lunch on your dog 
while you and Dania had tea. (chuckles to himself) 

Dave Hard to say. I'd never heard him bark 
so high before. Maybe she was gonna mate him. 
(pauses, drinks) 
You ever kill a wolf, Burke? 

Burke Yeah, in traps. More than one. And got 
good money for their furs. But I've never 
gone out just with the idea of hunting one. 
To tell the truth, I've never much wanted to. 
They've left me alone and I've left them. 
Other animals are smart but they don' t know 
like wolves know. Maybe it's just a feeling 
I get from them, but it's from the old times, 
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Dave 

Burke 

(Silence.) 

Dave 

Bingo 

long ago, long before I even was born 
when the old people--they used to talk 
to the animals. Then maybe we knew more ... 
The old people used to say the animals 
always know more than we do. But maybe 
it's just something we'll never know for sure ... 
just feel. 

A mystery 

Yeah, maybe that's it, a mystery. 

More tea? 

(stands, puts cup on counter) 
I'm all tea'd up and I got to take a leak. 
(resecures his clothes and exits the cabin door) 

(Burke rises behind him.) 

Dave (rises) 
Well, I'll just pack some things 
close up here and be right out. 

(Burke redoes his clothes and exits cabin door. Dave moves quickly 
around the cabin putting things in a backpack. He damps down the 
stove to nothing, empties the water container out the door, does a 
once-over, takes a rifle from a rack, then goes out the door, closing it 
behind him. lights go down, curtain closes, end of Act V.) 
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Act VI. (Full musical score. Curtain opens on dimly lit stage with 
various lights going up and down with the action. Backdrops suggest 
the interior of a wolves' den, a large cave. Upstage right are five 
wolf pups, colored red, brown, yellow, black, and white with 
contrasting secondary markings on each one. They are playing. 
Several large wolves, with black and bright skins, are seated or lying 
downstage. Yipping and barking start offstage right, all wolves come 
alert, several bright and black dancers drag the two extinguished 
trappers from Scene 1, Act V to center downstage. After a brief 
exchange among the wolves, each trapper is stripped, using teeth and 
claws, of his clothes. Then, with music, and dance by other wolves, 
several wolves peel off the trappers' fleshcolored skin body suits. 
Beneath they wear the same black and bright tights as the dancers 
whom they now join with motions of joy and release. One dancer 
each takes a human skin, parades it around the stage, then runs with 
it out through the audience. This is a full finale with all the stops 
pulled out, as full a mix of sounds as possible, and everybody 
dancing. lights gradually go down, curtain closes. End of Act VI. 
end of play.) 
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