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SCENE:

The interior of a trapper's hut in the North West
Territories ¢lose to the Alaskan border, several hundred
miles from the Mackenzie river. There are threé simple
beds with pelts thrown roughly over them, and a log table;
no chairs, only atoge-chests. Three pairs of snowshoes
lean sgainst the wall near the door, and there are trappers?
packs. Hanging by the window is a large frying pan, the
only cooking utensil we can see. Apparently, the cooking

is done outside.

The place is in & bad state of repair: the door has
no lock or handle, and swings open; the window is off its
hinges. There are two sporting guns in the corner.

The only modern object in the room is a fio'sld-radi‘o,
in the corner farthest from the door.

We are on top of a hill overlooking a massive valley,
and the broad window looks out on to the sky.

TIME:

(= =]

The present.
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RCTE FOR DIRECTORS

DOG, STUBB and FAWCETT are Englichmen. FAWCETT'e
parentage is uncertain, but he is certainly ¥elsh stock, as
we hear from his accent; perhaps born in British Columbia,
$1legitimmto. STUBB is a Londoner by birth; he worked in a
London wood-yard until he walked out on his wife, DOG is a
Somerset man; with the characteristic strong bure,

These threc men probably came together in one of the
trapper's towns, porhaps Fokimo Point; or in a military area
like Mackenzie Bay where casual labour is neededs Or they
may have met in Montreal, before any of them took a chance
and camé north, However thoy met, a common quality brought
them together: loneliness and lack of ties.

They are on a mission here but exmetly what it is even
they don't know. There is only a radio connceting them to

the other side of the valley. They've learned the rudimenta

' of trapping to pass the time, and they try to imagine them-~

selves real trappers or even gold prospectors fron ifty or a
hundred years ago. ‘ ,

Relevant to this play are the following quotations from
SIR BERNARD 1OVELL, Jodrell Bank Astronomical Station:

*In the case of certain experiments which are now
poscidle the initial steps could produce irremcdiasble
resultsesces

'A modification of conditions in cpace could influence
the mental conditions of mankinde.es ‘

'It seems almost that we are moving tow-iﬁs the proof of
the 0ld and universal belief that connected the moon with madness.’
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INDEX OF TERMS

White-trapping is trapping by laying strychnine poisoning,
illegal because tho husky dogs can pick it up. A trapper's
word fer treacherous.

Smudge is a fire lit near the hut to keep monquitoes away:
it smoulders gently day and night.,

Cache 18 a structure on poles to keep provisions on, s0 that
tho grigzly bears can't climb up and take it at night.

PAS was a famous prospector's station earlier this century;
saloons, vhorehouses, a few chops (for rye whisky). PRINCE
GEORGE was the same. ESKIMO POINT and CHURCHILL were where
the trappers traded their pelts. Radium was found at ECHO
POINT, as tho play says. BARKERVILLE mentioned in Act 11

‘'with ridicule was a chanty town from the goldrush days.

pitchblend ore---a kind of gold; amssay means to te%i': this ore
{ os
in the laboratory; it cost five pounds in the Twentiecas, =

do_luxe prospectors werc the speculators, not the men who did
the actual prospecting and astaking cut of the ground.

white-fox~~~ the foxes trapped in the enowy regions,

angekok and tomga__r_‘ coak-=etorms from Eskimo mythology which
are explained in the piay.

the old telegraphic truil-—-t’hié first telephonic trail in the

RW territories vwas laid by trappers, mostly by a Frenchman on
horseback. The flowers meanticned in the play are those
actually to be found there,

cockroach -~--adapted from the Italian as slang for priest.
gl_c_l_cer gold in the gravel bars of thes river--~the river beds

were dredged for gold; placer means the sands or gravel bed
that contained valuable minerals.
tailingge—wrefuse from the gold-dredging.

King Prempsl---an Ashanti king on the Gold Coast of Africa
who massacred people and used their dblood for paint.

Gillis's Grave---where three trappers diecd in mysterious
circumstances without a mark on their bodies, leaving their
hut as described in the play: a true story.
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STUBB: It's him}

&4,

1s

It io late-morning on a sparkiing,
clear day and light is pouring through
the door. '

STUBB and FAWCETT sit on their beds,
their heads in their hands, dosing
gloomily.

STUBB ic emall and round, FAXCEIT slim

and clean-chaven. FAXCETT's long, slim
face always scems startled; STUBB locks

_ round in & gingerly way, like a man on

the run.
Silence,

FAUCETT starts, looks towards the deor,
his eyes wido, then relaxes again.
STUBB open his eyes slowly and stares
at the door, too. He suddenly grabs
FAWCETT's arm, and FAWCETT jumps in a
terrified way.

They scramble to tho door. Thore is
tho sound of steps and heavy breathing,
and of something being draggéd.

FAVCETT: (delighted) Dogl

STUBB: What you got, Dog?

DOG, an enormous figure of a man, with
a wild beard and bushy red hair, enters
dragging an ammunition box.

He has a vwild and yet abashed look which
makes him squint up hic eyes frequently.

FAWCETT:  (watching DOG as he drags the box in) Gunshot?
DOG: (wiping his brow as he lets the box fall) That's right!

STUBBS How's Dave?
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DOG: 0K} ,
STUBB (with his ﬁck mted L ock) See Mrs. Dave?
hreeH Not

FAWCETT: Ien't ghe there?
DOG: She's there, I thinkl He talks about her!
STUBB: Where'd you kip down, Dog?

DOG: Dave'’s. In the shop. Behind the graineee
where he koeps the ratal

FAWCETT: You didn't coven glimpse her?
DOGS Wollese(blinking) I thought I didew-once}
STUBB (warmly) You did? Where?

DOGs Just--wdisappearing round the hut. I thought
go. (5itting on the box, still wiping himself)
He just calls her Ers, Dave-«I think.

FAWCEIT (fixing him with hio eyes) What's she look like, Dog?

DOGs 1 didn't really glimpse her-e-just an idea--— like
a feeling. (After o psuss) On the plump side,

maybe,  (Bursting out) Why couldn't she come out
and shake my hand? (The others look at him

sympathetically) Are we scarecrovs or something?
STUBB: She might have been down the lake.

DOG::  She was theret (Pausing again) &he must have been
thersl He said~-='See that hut? That's vhere
che imt? . .

STUBB1 Dave saif that?
DOGs | Yes!

FAWCEIT (quickly) They're not married?
DG Married? He said she was a achoolteacher.' come from

Winnipeg, to help him with the station. He never
clapped eyes on her beforel

STUBB: But he called her Mrs, Davel
DOG: She didn't come out and shake me by the hand, that's
all 1l know$ That's just like hime--keap her back

like that., (Pausing) I don't go across that valley
often. 1It's a twenty-mile hike$ And 4,{ P ada Aot

M&mw_“l(mwwwﬁc oﬁ,
beiny. shot)
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STUBB: You got supper all right?

DOGs Oh, yest You know how he is. Orirning all the
tima. ’

STUBB: Did you got the mail?

DOG: (scornfully) Maill No, I miseed it. I thought, to
hell, I'm not waiting all worning for thatt

STUBBt You'd have had to wait two years, maybat

- DOG Shut upt

FAWCETT and STUBB cease watching him,
and also ait down.

Rucky~dogs bark in the distance:. Then
it is quiet again.

FAWCETT: Dave's huckiegwee
A paueae,

STUBB (to DOG) We knew you was there all right by the dogsew—
right to the minute, like always.

DOG nods indifferently.
STUBB (glumly) You didn't see nobody?
DOG shakes his head like a child,
poubing and almost in tears.
DOG: He just left the food cut. And m bed. (Lips
gquivering) Like a leperi
5TUBB and FAWCEIT look at hin
sympathetically.
STUBB You didn't see him or hear him?
DOG shokes his head.
FAWCETT$ But you got a glimpse of the dsme, you saidl
DOG (blinking doubtfully, unwilling to et him down) Wellsss.
FAVCETT (oagerly) Did you?
DOG: 1 thought I didisee
FAUCETT (with contenpt) *Thought'!

DOG (angrily) They stick me in a hut five hundred yards away!
Barbed wiie all roundl
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DOG,

i

STUBB:

/

He wants you up here---going crazy! And if you try and
break out =-- !

k.;:rrupt!ng him) Shut up !
- @aqgm @_xs indignation directed at DOG). Even a walk's not allcwed‘

fo can 1lsh a mile oilshore, and three miles out there's
the finest fishing in the North West Territories!

e

(gazing et him steadily). You eat too much fish, Fawcett, It

makes you luatful.

A psuse,

STUBB, (with the same implied blame on DOG). Theas guns asre to shoot

at Reogle----not creatures!

FAWCETT : Even Dave don't know why we're herej I reckon,

He gets his pay packet once a month but ho don(* know
where from and it's dead money because hﬂ can't spend
on trees and lake-water, rhich is all he's got--and a
whore he keeps locked up !

}%WCETT: " If he goos to torm he's a dead man inside an hour, he

told us so himself ! No police investigation, 'suicide
while of unsound mind', he said so himself,(Dreamily )
Or was that Long Hartin?

STUBB: He says we're unsafe, that I do know,

DOG. (grudingly interested). Unsafe ¢

STUBB: We've got it in our bodies--e=-! ~

DOa. (alarmed) What? %

- “

STUGG: It's working in our bones, it's --.',

DOG: Shut up ! (Then guistly) I've told you beiore,
them towers har ears (with a glance outside)s,

FAWCETT (in & lower voise) I'1ll %tell you some‘hing, overy creature
kKnows why he's on the earth but we don't, we don't~
belong, the birds don't seem to like us, i+ isn't our
furniture if you see what I mean, all these- trees
and thates--<!

DOG (quietly again) You're Fawcett, He'% Stubb, I'm Dog.

#t's no$ your name !

s the aptest name I ever had, cockroach,

-
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STUBB: Vie'rs not trappers --- !

poG ' (flaring up again) We're three trappers, got that into your
nut!

We trap, those are our pelts, they're what we sleep
under, therefore we're trappers ! We're trappers
in trapping country !

STUBB. Except we're under ordera, To a man under orders,

FAWCETT: Everything we got is government 1saue‘; The shack,

the traps, the gunge-- And how do you account
for the concrete?

DOG: It's just there, cockroach. And as for government,

government is dreams, Somdbody dreamed it onceé in
his head, Same as concrete.

They give him up in puzzlement,
Aﬂ'paﬂ'e. suddﬂnly STUBB... etco

(aﬂ on .Bo”o)




?s

STUBB (in astonishment) Barbed wire?
DOG: It ceemed to gleapw--like dared wire!

FAWCETT (his eyes glinting and fascinated) You could have
cravled up-—-taken & peck at this dewe! (Suddenly

cackling with lsughter) She m.ght have fuuen in
love with your beardi
DOG (loering) I'm tired.
STUBB (half to himself) Barbed wirees.

DOG: Well, I'm not sure. (Trying to make a definite
" pieture) I know he's got a gun trained on the cabin

door, for when you try end get near him. That's
for certain}

STUBB (nodding) And why else would he send hioc son up here
with the mai)l? He could give it to you himmelf!

DOG Thatts rightt
FAVCEITs #e don't want you peeking at his demes )

: s pose. /MW Wt

Suddenly STUBB mudges FAWCEIT to tell W
DOG something.
PAWCEIT (rememborinz) It's the fifteenth of July, Dog. I
STUBB (to DOG) Ile eays it's election day. I said I thought
the eishtetint}\.

D06 (guspiciously, to FAWCETT) Whye-eyou anxious to step
into my boots?

[

FAWCETT (with hic startled look) Me?

STUBB: Is he righty Dog?

0 DOG: Sure it's eloction dayl (Agnin to FAWCETT) You
’ © never misgs, do you?

FAYCETT: It's our constitutiont Ve agreed on itl
DOG: That's not why you remombert

" FAMCETT:  Why, then? .
D0G (turning away, blinking) Jealousy}

The other two are silent in a contrite
way« ‘
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FAWCETT (suddenly, sniffing) I smell grizzlyl

DOG: (half to himsslf) Like hell you dol

STUBB They was round last night, Dog. They near on
clinbed the cache. :

POG: That's for Fawcett to mendt (Without looking at
FAWCETT) He'll be fixing a ladder for '‘om nextl

STUBB (Jokingly) They can stamp you to pulp, Fawcett!

DOG (harshly, %o FAWCETT) And look at thic door! How many

' more nights asre you going to berricade us in with

snowshoes? And the window! (Turning away
impatiently, since FAWCETT shows no sign of responding).

STUBB: Remerber that cummer we saw steam coming up from a
hole, it was after a thaw, it must have been the
spring, and Dave jumped straight down into &

_grizely's lap?

DOG: And tho griezly didn't even wnke up!

FAWCETT ‘W’ Wall, s0 Dave says, but Dave's
a bloady liar} ‘

DOG~ He's kept you in provisions for a couple or three

yoars, sweetheart, and haen't overcharged. a!ou
toke the name of tmmudwmmandt?tngm
not provide sny wore.

FAWCETT: Well, I reckon he don't do it for nothing.

DOG: We all do it for nothing.

STUBB3 We get nothing, that’s truel

DOG (still to FAWCETT) He showed you how to make & cache., He
taught you all you know. How to stretch the pelts.
Lay the traps. Clean your guns, Keep a smudge
against mosquitoes, What's wrong with that—e.did
you want his blood as woll?

STUBB ($o DOG) But he couldn't introduce you to his whorel
There is ailences Then DOG gets up
wearily.

Qs 0Ked  Let's get it done with!

The others rise as well.

<
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STURBs As 1f we 4idn't knowwes}

DoG (gutting him short angrily) Well, if you know, waive the
formalitieces=but there's him (indicating FAWCETT)
to contend with! '

STUBRB: Oogig Ok g e
DOG: Well, get it done withee-vwho's chairman?
STUBB: Fawcett,

FAKCEIT: It's always me, Because I got no votes: O.Kew—e
a chow of confidence for me, by raising the hand,

fie waits, but neoither of the other two
raises his hand.

FAWCETT (threateninz) Why, you mean couple ofwes}

DOG Get on with 4t!

FAWCETT: For Stubb. A chow of hands.
DOG raises his hand.

FAUCETT (reluctently) For last year's Dogl a chow of hands,

Only STUBB raises his hand. FAWCEIT
keeps his arms firmly at hic side.
DOG (glowering at him) That's one for Stubb and ome for P—
so you decide! Stubb's our Dog, is that it?
{FAYCETT hesitates) - Well, come onw-e! It's Studbd

you want! (HE_end FAWCEDT stand glaring at sach

other) I'11 give you ten sccondst What's it to be?

At last FAWCETT raises his hand,
still glaring at DOG«

DOG3 Thank yout

STUBB: Just what 1 saidl X

FAWCETT (%o DOG) Was I going to vote him Dog {(meaning STUBB)?

DOG: Don't blame me for-it, that's allt (Sitting down
again) It's circumstances} .

FAVCETT: I've never secen you raise your hand for pe, that's
alll

poG: (mildly) . You're power-hungry, Fawcétt, that's why! You'd

be starving us of fires at night and keeping the
pelts to yourself if we sede you Dog.
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FAWCETT:  And uhere did you get your education—--at the
vﬁ(ﬁmehouae reading-room down at Pas?

Dods - Oh, listen to thatw-«he's ditter! IListen, if you
want to be Dog take it---I'il call you Dog a
hundred times a day=-~but that wouldn't be free
election, would it?

FAWCETT (quistly) O.K., O.K., jou're Doge
STUBB: The same every year (with a sigh)l

They relax again, yawning, aeratching
themselves, gazing before theme

Suddenly there is a distant shot from
across the valley.

DOG (Jumping up furiously) She's shootin', for Christ's sakel

Davo'e whore! Like a mant ( ng to STUEB)
She's laying trap-lines like a men--eyet che couldn't
shoke me by the handewmel

STURB: 0.K.y take it easyl

DOGs What's che shootin' atewecan you tell me that?

STUBB (with a wink at FAWCEIT) A timber-wolf.

DOG (taking him sericusly) A timber-wolf, my arsel So that's
how it's going to be from now on-~w«showin' us she's
theret A woman! In trousers!  Talkin' with a gun!

Thers is silence while hs stands
glaring across the valley, with a very
slight bewilderment in his anger.
STUBB (106% am) Youtre bushedews
DoOG: *Woman't It's novhere I can see!  It's just rolls
of fat}
FAVCETT (with iwmediate fierce interest) It that how she looks?
(DOG_shrugs) I think she's thin, with glasses one--
(Gazing before him)
STUBB: And I think she'sewefuattishe--I agree with Dogwe=
fattish with lovelywee

DOG3 That's encugh! (Contemptuously) Stop thinkingeee
thinkers! (Striding up and down) That's no womanl




D

A

1.

DOGs (Glancing across the valley as if it had contradicted him)

FAVICEIT:

A woman carries her flesh, well, {quietly) like a
kind of angel. Like we was reading about, remember
(looking down at STUBB and FAWCETT)?

It's always angels of somothing! Angels are men,
anyhow.

P0G (turning on him) They're any sexi

FAWCETT:s  Angels? They're boya!

DOG: Tell him, Stubd}

STUBB: I ssen to remember they're both. Gebriel, like
we was reading---was he a he ¢r a she?

FAUCETTs A !100

STUBBs The two fallen angels, that started up hell; was-
women, I seem to remembore

poG: (etriding sgain) Women! I've geen women in my daye-ei
(To FAWCETT) Remamber Flaming Ethel down at Pas}

FAWCEXT: Do %1}

DOG (To STUBB) She used to keep the most minjaturest revolver

PAWCETT:

STUBB:

DOGs
FARCETTs

DOGs

you've ever peen in her stocking, 4nd she never took
it out, it was there all the time and you had the
feoling it might go offwwet Remember that?
That's rightt
Silence, as they think aebout this,
smiling.
I always used to think you got like the air when you
came up hore--clear all the way through, like you
soe Dave's cabin of a morning on the other side of
the valleys like a piece of canvas. (A pause)
Did you think smo, too?
No. (Another pause) Yes, I did.
So did I.

And it didn't happen. Ve're getiing bushede- a
bit oore every dayee

50 what keeps you here? (Glaring at them both)
You're a couple of lame duckst You'rs lousy drunkst
You sit at a table with a couple of pints of rye in
your guts and because the dice says six youe--uccchl
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STUBB: You did the same,

FAWCETT: 1In fact, you 1aid the bet:

DOG (imitating them) *You laid the bet, you laid the bettwe
I alvays get that! You had it in your faces, you
couple of vhite-trapping lice~-~you asked for that
aixt ‘

FAWCERT (fo STUBB) Listen to that!

DOGs You think youlre strong——-what's strong about signing
up for voluntary imprisonment for five yearsSwew
without a prison, without a sentence, without a crime?

STUBB (uncomfortabgg ) It takes stréngthw--don't it?

DOGs Mo, it's just pigheaded and proud, that's what!
It's just conceit! Ané when you get back to Pas
and plant yourself in Amy's whorechouse and don't
neead your trousers for a weeke~}

STUBB (laughing) That's goodt

DoG: Who's going to look at you? Who's going to remesber?
Who'!ll eveén know your name? Can yon tell me that?
W4ll Ay be there? They'll all be deadl The
saloon won't be thore where you threw the dicel

' 1Five years'! "

FAWCETT: That's tho besuty of it.

DOG:  That's righteestalk to me about beauty!

FAWCETT: There won't be anybody there. Nobody'll remember.
Thera*ll just be us,

DOG3 That's right, thinkerl

FAWCETTt There'll just be cur lives, like signing your nome
in vater, as domebody said down at Pas when I wes
rrospecting.

DOG: That's it, that's it}

FAWCETT: . Just between yoursslf and God, if you follow mol

DOG: Oh, I follow you, I've been following you for near

on three ycars--~(bellowing at the top of his voice)
but I want some NOISE«-esome real NOISE, do you hear

ma, not your voices any morés-esome NOISER
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There iz another shot in the distance.
DOG gapés in the direction it came from.
STUBB: You got your noise, mate (with a wink st FAVCETT)!

DOG3 What does she mean~--? (He stops, trying to-pukzle
sotething out) .

STUBB: You're buched.
FANCETT (with a siph) Every election day there's something

crazyl ' )

DOG (turning on him again) And that's becauss of me, I
suppoesd (Scornfully) FElecting me Dogl What a
namel

STUBRBs It was your name. We'll spell God the wrong way
round, you said.

FANCEIT: You've certainly been thatl God the wrong way

round?
DOG (squinting at him donfercusly) HMeaning I'm the devil?

4

FAWCETT (with fear) I didn't mean exactly that!
STUBB (o DOG) He menns like he caid the other night.
DOG ‘What was that?
STUBBS About yon running messsges between God and us.
DOG (appeased) Oh, thatt (Looking out across the valley sgain)
There might be something in that.
. A pauoe.
STUBB: Can you see the flag?
DOGs No. '
STUBB: Put your telescope ups
DOG (guietly) vhy, who's going to write you masl?
STUBBS It was that last lettereeelewe
DOG (with & sigh) 0.K., O.Kiwwe
FAWCEIT: There we gol

STUBB (almost in tears) that's she have to rud it in for? She
don*t have to writel It makes me thinkee= of tha
kitchen, where's she citting. And horweefrontees



STUBB (in tears) what am I doing here?

1,

1 don't fromomber

what happened!
FAWCETT: A cool son-of-asbitch happenedt
STUBB (in a stiange reasoning way) H;a wasn't cool, mateee
ho was on the same benchees
DOGs Yes, yes!
" STUBB? Ve used to gﬁe' each othep-—wes
| DOG: -ty simoke at teatimel' (With aiasg_sf.‘ Ch, Christ}
A  STUBB: Ve dia p
DOG (to himself) Five years! (Glarinc at both of tjlwm’)' And

vhere's it going to get you? I'1) tell you where~e-
vhere it got the boys at Gillis's Grave, down at
Manson Creek!

FAMCETT (with his startled Jook) What's that?

DOGs
~ FAWCETT:
P0G

FAWCETTS

DOGs

STUBBS
DOGs

STUBRBY
DOG:

Rover hear?

Not!

There was a couple of trappers---they'd been trapping
ten years or more. Found dead, sitting up sgainst a
couple of treen, each side of a dead fire, froze stiff,
they was nearly covered over with autumn leaves, they'd
been sitting thers a long time, all vinter longww=

Yes, I think I heordemw

There was a rusty frying pen by the fire.
yards on there was tho other Onowww

A few

There was three?

That's right. He was leaning against a tree, to00.
Hio rifle was cocked, none of -the bullets was fired.
Not a mark on their faces, Just sitting thére.
Their mt was a ¢ouple of hundred yards up the hill.
The door was swinging open. Thore was a dundle of
lettors najled to the tuble.

What did the letters say?
They was eaten by rats.
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FAVCETT:

15,

That's the way to go oute=elike Flaming Ethdl used
to say down at Pas, ‘'Just sit and fall asleep't

STUSB (%o DOG) They could have got coms whito bait in their

boGs
FAWCETT:
DOGs
FAWCETT:
DOGe

FAWCET'Ts

- DOGs

foodw==strychnine kills straight off,

How do you get white bait in a frying pan?

A moose comes along and gots trappedese

Hha}? Hould you cut up a moose you hadn*t shot?
They might have been desperatel

In the middle of sumier? With all the fisch in the
1ake?

Oh, this was surwer?

How olse would they be sitting out thereewshow olse
would they be going «long the traps at al)l? It's
only nuts like you who stay out in the wintertime
and have to have the frostbite rubbed out of their
fingerst

STUBB (to FAWCETD) And how obout the lotters? How did they

D0Ct
FAWCETT:

get nailed on the teble if they didn't know something
beforehand? .

That's vight!

Because they didn't have any rat-food and the rats
had to eat somethingl (ie cackies with laughter)

D0G (with disgust) That's vhy you're never Dogewewi

FAWCETT:
DOG3

FAWCEIT:

oG

STUBB:

why?

Bécause you can't be damnedewell merioust You've
got that cackle at the end of everythingeee
(imitating him) hal hal hat If I do go bushed,
it'11 be your long face sent mel

You was bushed before you ever set foot in Prince
George, matel

I was tushed to eet foot in Any's whorehouse and get
to know you!

Me and Long Martin had just s0)d two hundred fox at
Egkimo Point for eighteen hundred dollars, remcmber
that?
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DOG (reloxing) You could have got double the price at Churchillt

STURBsS Ve was in a hurryt ”

FAWCEIT (o STUBB) You and long Martin must have looked a
screan together, setting the trapa--sthe long and
the ghort of it} '

STUBS (comically) T have my dimnity.

FAWCETT:  You need it, natet

DOGs The biggest let«down I &ver had was when they found
radlin at Echo Points I must have walked over that
ground about fifty thousand times! It took five
pounds to have a bit of pitchblend ore assayed in
those daye and I didn't have itees] didn'*t even have
a couple of centol That was a big rush, Eldorado
Gold Hine shares went up to eighteen shillings s
share! Thoy all came in ascroplanes, all the de luxe
prospectorst

Silence.

PAUCETD: Did you oay Dave's whors has rollc of fatc?

DOGY Thatts it}

FAWCEIT:. From just a glimpee?

DOG (with a wink at STUBB) I caon tell from the way she fires

& gunt
STUBB: Hat
DOGs That's not tall and thin! That's & heavy

domineering type of womant
PAWCETT:  Yos? A
DOG (with guthority) In any case, cho lays white traps,

FAWCETT (suddenly rojecting this) To hell with you! Just
because you found a dead fox from last winter}

DOds On her linel

FAVCETTs what does that prove? Suppose Young Dave laid it?
I wouldn't put it past hini

DOGY It's & greemhorn's trick, that's whyl Young Dave
knows better than thati

STUBB (to FAWCE?T) what's wrong in a vhite trap anyway?

3
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DOGs What?

STUEB: I'm getting to think 4t's botter,

DOG: . Well, listen to that-w~hefs been trapping and
stretching polta for three years and ho suddenly
gets humanet

STUBB: You know it yourself, matew-the snizalse suffer, they
bite off their legs, they starve to death; they're
caten alive by their own kind, sitting in a trap like
that. I reckon a real man don't do that, for money
or anything olces ‘

D0G (guspiciously) 5o that's it? I've heard you use them
words before=se! (Squinting at him) - Youees

STUEB looks questioningly at FAWCEIT.

FAWCETT (to STUBB) He means ‘real man's

STUEB (blinking at DOG) Whatl "

DOG (still smouddering) Should we all de sitting down in
Montreal writing accountseeeis that 1%7?

STUBB: Ve could run mink farmgesewhite-fox farme; It's
the big thing in the sautht

DOGt  The pelis aren't so goodl

STUBBS They s6ll all rightt

A silence, Guring which DOG continues
'to squint his eyos dangerously at STUBB,
who begins -to look uncopfortadble.

DoG (quietly) I'm not guite a ‘real man®e-sis that it?

FAWCETTi He didn't soy thatt

DOG (turnini round on him) Keep your mouth stuti (w

STUBB (frightened but wi.thaut movingwe»in & whisper) Now,
then, Doge.

DOGs I know what's in your mindd (Grips hold of the sifle)
You mean I'm a pouf, eh? -

FAWCETT: Drop thati

STUBB hae his eyes fixed on the gun in
a terrified ways



18.

STUBB: Dogwes

Suddenly DOG picks the rifle up ap if
to point it and STUEB dashed to hin
feat,

FAWCEIT (trying to roach over) Drop 4t$

DOG 1ifts the rifle and begins to
6ight it calmly. ' STUBB is trenmbdling
all over,
STUBB (running) Dogt Dogl Stop him, Fawcett, for Christ's
akel
He sees DOG taking aim and in dosperation
doubles himself up on the floor, showing
his behind, moaning and trembling, DOG
takes aim on his behind, FAWCEDT
wixtches him with horrors ‘
FAWCETT: Dog, you can'tese You can'tewm

Just at the moment DOG is about to pull
the trigger there is another shot from
across the valley, tut closer. STUBB
lats out a scream, taking hinself as
shot, :
STUEB:  Oh, Christi Oh, Christlt (Rolling over) He's got
me, Fawcett, oh, Christ}
DOG lowers his gun slowly, watching
him in a fascinated way; his head en
one sides FAWCEIT aleo watches him,
STUBB: He's dons it, he's done it, oh, Chrict, I knsw he'd
do it one day (crying)t
DOG creeps over and touches STUBB oh
the behind with his foot,

STUBB (taking 4t as another blow) Oh, no, for Christ's sake,

FAWCETT (quietly) Get up, mates He didn't fire.

STUBB looks up, astoniched. DOG is
towering ovoer him.
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Oh, ohiy 18*a done 4t, he's done 1t} (Leaping round
a5 STUBB @1d) Oh, Christ, ch, Christ, I knew he'd do
it, oh, Christl (caclding helplooely)

STUBB1 There's no need to mocks

DOGs (watching him, but absshed) I just raise my gun and you go
ike that |

STUBB: Well, you have dcne it before, mate. (Glumly and
reproachfully) And a gun's a gun, you know,

FAWCETT (pointing at DOG) Look, he's ashanedl

STUSB (walling away) So he should bet

FAWCETT: That's the first time you've est your sights on him,
Doge And yet you're supposed to bé responsiblel

DOG (1imply) Have emother olection, then.

STUEB (go himcelf) Blimeyl I thought that was the end of
Joa Stubd all rightt

DOG (trying to appeass) Yeu're suggestibdle, that's all, matel

STUEB: But you was pointing & gun at met

PAWCETTt  That's ite

DOG: 1 wouldn't have fired.

FAMCETT:  You mear on did1 I saw yout

DG (docisively) I won't stand for nomination agadns

FAWCETT: Listen to itesmsprideees =

A pause during which they all stare -
- glumly before them, '

DOGs 0.K«y I'm norryy then.
STUEB: That's all rightewe x’dmtotaksamua
Jou eometimes. ‘
'l'hog}xman politely.
DoG (cmemth, to STUBB) This thing of the white trapsw~e

how arc you going to keop your huskies off the poison?
A wvhole pack died of strychnine down at Manson Creek
ten yenrs backe

STUBBs Vhat I sald: breed your animels instead, Don't let
‘em run wild and then trap.
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A pause.

DOG (in a hositant way) Did you notice sdmething? She's
getting to see my side of things?

The other two gaze at him in silence.
FAWCETT: What's that? |
STUBBS Who's ghe?
DOGe Dave's whore.
FAh'CEi‘T: What do you mean?

DOG: She fired off just when ghe should havée--did you
notice that? (As thoy stare at him) All right,
look at me ac-if I was érazyl

FAKCEIT: What are you talking about?

DOGs Sho fired to stop me firing.

STUBB: You are bushed, you knowewe

FAWCEITs  Who's the "bhinl;:er'" . now?

DOGs That's not thinking, 1t's plain facts!
FAWCETT: Oh! .

DOG (to STUBB) She fired to stop me killing yous
FAYCETT (with an amused glance at STUEB) Welless.
DOG3 I'n not gure, mind youw--t

STUBB (£o DOG) You're better in tho winter-tide, mato---

not so jumpy.
DOG: Hell, it's true. It's the angekok in me, I suppose.
(See to hope that thoy will ack hinm what the

F]

word MQBB) Th&t teNBeese
STUBB (mechani¢ally) ‘Medicine tan'.

DOGs That's right. It-was the longest apprenticeship
I ever served; The hardest, too. When the Eskimo
feols he's been called he retires to a lonely placewe
I chose Carlyle Street, b‘innipeﬁﬁo-‘l didn't hardly
speak to a living soul for two years nor moro==el.
prayed ‘and fasted until the Torngarsoak appeared =

FAWCEIT and STUBB both recite the next
sentence with him, as if they know every
word of his narrative.
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ALL: sssessthat's the great whitc bear.

DOG: It came up in front of the iron bedstead. Yet I
wagn't surprised. He 414 sverything .they said, too.
He ate me up and vomited out the pieces, and these
formed togethor again, and the great white bear
disoppeared. They gave me a wife, and I used to do
all their healing. I swear I had healing powers.

STUBB: Did you use the wife?

The radio begins blinking red, a
device for when it is unattended.

DOG: Not me. I've scen a few white men go native! I
4idn't want tho lice picked out of my hair! And
thoe stench of those pelts in the igloosess{ I never
really got used to it.

- STUBB: As long as you dan't go into that Eakimo trance

againe-ech, Fawcett?
FAVCETT: I'11 say!
STUBB: Last time you looked like dead!
DOG (quiectly) We've been known to di®..se

STUBBs 1t lacted all day-~-scared the ballo off met You
couldn't answer the radio for twenty~four hoursi

FAWCETT (geeing the radio) Hey, it's showing red, Dog.

DOG (with a scowl towards the radio) Leave it be! It's Dave
wanting to apologise. 'I'l) be up for a game of
cards, boysl'e—ehe's beon promising that for near on
three years!

The radio ceases to blink.

FAWCETT (to STUBB) Remember that 0ld telegraph trail in the
Arctic, and all those flowerge--the blue lupins,
saxifrage, forget-me-nots, yellow Arctic poppies?
No radio therét You had to lay it all by wirel

STUBB: That's right!

DOG: ~ 'Flowérs'l (In a leg-pulling way) What did you
do=wemake posies?
FAYCETT: That's 4itt

A pause.
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DG (looking ¥ound) It's funny---I expected her to fire thent
FAWCETT:  Vhy?
DOG (with a shrug) I d\on'f’t, khowl

STUBB (to FAWCKEIT) &She's the voice of his consciencel

Because he sneered at yoir flowerst
DOG: 'Conscionece'd
They listen. But nothing happens.
STUBB (to DOG) How do you fast at Carlyle Street, Winnipeg, Dog?

FAVCETT: He means he didn‘t oat, he only dranke)(with his
cackle)t ’

DOG (disregarding him) I used to have water for breakfast.
If you eat nothing tirat thing it shrinks the stomach.
Then dry bread and water for dinner. Or unsalted
potatoes, Then I went on a jag Saturday and Sunday.
It usually took fourteen hours' aslecp to bring me
round. - A jag never had less effect on me in my life.
That was the fasting. 1'1l tell you something about
fasting, I mean when you don't est a thing for a
couple or more weeks, only drink waterees

" Again FAWCETT end STUBB recite with him.

ALLS evetll yot;; diseasec come out dackwards.
FAWCETT (with sudden surprise) They do?
DOG: That's right. You get a touch of all the diseases

you ever ha'd‘ starting froa the last one you had to
the firat one when you was a baby. I started with
a doce of clap and ended up with nappy-rash!
‘I!h93 gh. But FAWCETT's cackle
spoils DOG's fun,

PAWCETT (still cackling) That's difficult to believe!

DOG: It's true! Ask enybody who's fasted. It purges
you right through. Ask any of the shipwrecked
fellowss they'll toll they didn't even want to eat,
The trouble's eating again, you don't want it!

STUBB: You get out of the habit, I supposeo,

A shot, from the samo distance.
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D0G (flaring up) Nowe-et (Taking the shot as a challenge to
his truthfulnoas)

FAWCETT and STUBB gawze at each other.
FAWCETT (with a wink at SYUBB) VWhat did that one mean?
DOG is gazing across. the valiey with
his mouth open. _
DOG (to himself) +well, I did want to eat, I suppose. I wanted
a Jag--=how's that? Not exactly food, but a

prolonged Jag. (Addreaw the valley) Now is that
all right?

STUBB (to FAE(:E‘&"'E)» Liston to it!

' DOG (st1l) addressing the valley) I wanted a jag--—wto-e=purge
myself. It was part of the fast. I wantedwse

(insipidly) well, a carnival, release of the spirit -1
A shot.
DOG¢ The devileee? Vhyy youwwe=t
The others &it staring at hin.
poa: - But it's trugw~eit!ge-e (He stops)
FAWCETT: (anothor wink at STUBB) Is it true?

DOG (wearily) No. I just wanted a Jug, that's all. Just
to get disgusting drunk and flop out on & bed, Liko
suicide for half-a-day.

He stares emptily before him. They
listen. Silences

FAWCETTs That seemed like the truth!

STUBB: You're bushed}

DOG (eagerly) 1I'11 try an experiment, 1'11--; (Storing across
tho walley)

STUBB (geared) Keep your hand off that gun, that's alll

DOGs I'11 soo 1f ve're tunedt

FAWCETT:  What?

DOG (spenking in the direction of the valley) Fire---in ten
BeCondseens .

STUBB: Hey! (Suporstitions aroused)
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FAMCETT:  Ssehi  (He quickly reads his watch) Fivee!
Sixeesl

Thoy listen. A shot.

D06 (excited) %hat was that-——e-was that ten secconds? God
abovel  Who's bushed now, eh? '

FAWCEIT: About seven seconds.
DOG: It's near cnought Wake up, Stubbe--!
STUBB (with disgust) Oh, Christee-

DOG (to the valley) Fire when I saye-e(turning to FAWCETT)
Who was that in the bible-reading last nighteee?

FAWCETT:  En?

D033 The guardian angel-~-the one who brings peace=—
you said she was a'man and Stubb said che was a
womaneww!

FAWCEIT:  Oh, Gsbrielf
A ghot.

DOG: That's it! (Jumping up and down) By Christ, I
didntt mean her to be that exacteeelwes}

STUBB (ghaking his head) Iook at it, just look at itee=

DOG: * %That's the word I peant-~~1 mcant her to fire on
Gobrielw=-t

A shot,
STUBB:  Blimey?

DOG (beyond himself) That's it! That's it! Oh, Christ,
that's it!

FAWCETT (wary for the fix;at time) Licten--syou'd better stopwse
DOGs Gabriel?! (A shot) Gabrield (A shot)

FAWGETT (frightencd) Now shut up!

DOGs Gabewmw} .

PAWCETT sese Shut upt Do you hear me? Shut upl

DOG (panting) O.K. Butew=don't cay I'm wrong! Eh?
(to STUBB) Who's wrong about the shots?

FAWCEI?: Just calm downt! If it's true or not don't make
any differencee=-just ¢alm down!
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S1lendo. They gase before thom and
gradually calm returns.
FAWCETTs That! Sweeinpossibloww—el s
‘ ' G‘lﬂts,/c Grunc.
DOG: Inpossible? I told you the &tory of EEncem Crevkee-
strange things happen up here==e}
FAWCETT:  O,Key O.Kel

DOG (still excited) =--letters eaten away by ratge—e not a mork
on their bodies---door leaning open!

STUBB: That's funny wo should have talked about Gabewt

FAVCEIT: Ssshl
DOGs What?
STUBBt Guawal
FAWCETT:  Stubbt
STUBB (almost whicpering) Gabriel.
A chot. He jumps,
STUBB: Blimeyt
DOGs Therel
STUBB (o himeelf) Blimey—e
DOG (to FAWCETT) Don'*t talk to me about impossible after thatt

FAWCETT (trembling) Well, just don't let's say that word again,
thet's allt

DOGs Why not? I thought you was silence's best friend’
Until 4t happens! Like the atorm on the lakewe-}

PAWCETT: Don't say that!

DOG: Just a little waveeeei

FAUCETT (pleading) No, pleage’

STUBB (to DOG) Leave him alonot

FAWCETT: I did all I could! Iewwl

STUBB (o DOG) You'wve done it now!

DOG (quietly) O.Ke, OuK., I G44n't mean itwe-

FAWCEIT (almost in tears) 1 could hear her cryingt They say
you can't shout when you're drowning dbut she didi A
kind of a long call, like a mosn or a crooning noise,
like an Indian c¢alling-~- ghe went up and down in the
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whtor=~eghe lost her foothold, you seew=wghe was
being token further and further Gffwe.well, I'm
just standing there«--I just start to wade in with.
ny hands atretched cut, can you imagine that?ee=
what a thing to do! And she was fifty yards cway!
And I couldn't swimee-there I was stretching out oy
hon@geee - '

DOGs 12 you conldn't swime——there's nothing to be achamed
Of mwer

FAWCETT: But I wae o ashamedd Then all of a sudden the
lifeguard came down with a boate—=it was off
Vancouver Islonde}

5TUBB: You said a lake?

FAWCETT: Vancouver JIsland, I said! And he pushes the boat
Out=euho takes hold of her arms and pulls her inee-
I never seen a life saved so easy! He even rowed

with one handl And all I did was gtand and watchl
She was thineesvwith glasges Onwwe

DOG *Vancouver Icland'i They all come here with their
dreassee—expect the air to wear ‘em downe--but it don'ti

FAWCETT: Well, God forgive me, that's alll In three years o
gllence you'd think he'd have spokent :

STUBB:  Who?
FAWCETT: Goda
STUBB (with a twinkle) He just ain't talkative, matet

DOGs Ho's talkative all right to them with ears!
FAWCETT: Meaningee«?
DOG1 You've been on sany a Jag since your cockroach-days,

Fawcett, and you haven't asked forgiveness for them!

FAWCETT: It's O.K. for you. You was never in the cloth,
I beliewva?

poGe Cloth be damned! Cloth don't change a man}

STUBB (with sly humour). What's wreng with a cockroach having
a drop Ofews?

FAWCETT (persuasively) It's a mission! It's a trustl That's
whyl And I failed the trust! Can't you see that?
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STUBB: You wasn't cut out for the life, mate, that's alll

DOG (reminiscing pleasantly) Remenber we used to fish of a
Sundage~-regular--take a boat on the lakee~-have
tho days- all morked upe--Monday for washingee
Tuesdnys for the cache-<Vednesday the polts and
Dave's store---those were early dayst

1

STUBB:  That's right!

PAWCEPT (reflecting) I used to run a corwmnion-class and a child
-asked me once, ‘Why ¢an't we soe the yest of God's
body?* I said, *What do you mean?', and he said,

'We can see God's face in the modn, why can't we see
the rest of hia®* -And do you know what I oaid?

DOGE No?

FAWCETT:s I said, 'What you seo in tho face of a man, your
own face, reflected in the moon.?

S8TUBB: I thought God wvas a copper when I was a kide The
night was his dark-blue uniform, when he came up
¢lose, to see you was all right when you was asleep.

DOG (to FAWCETT) And now you know detter?
FAWCETT: That's right. Now I know that that child was right.
A pause,

STUBB (in a matter-of-fact way) A policeman came to the door
and he said, 'I hear you've been getting violent?*
And I said, 'Oh?* He said, *Yes, the wife's been
down to the station, she says she wants protection.!
I told him about the lodger, with his long black coat,
and ho said thoy'd drop the case. All T did was take
ny belt off, show her the belt. But her going down
to the station finisched me. It was like the fireplace
walking out of the back deor, I've never felt wamn
since! :

FAVCETT: There's a Judas everywhore.

STURBS I couldn't go back now. I'G beww-aick$ That
Zireplace with tho 1little black dbaxrs in frontee-the
way the c¢lock ticks of a Saturday afternoofie=-ny
vaistcoat used to smell of wood shavings, from the
mill, it used to get in my hair. (Loocking ‘at the
others) You've saddled yourselves with this for life.
Dying can*t be mich different. ¥ou can't go back now.
”‘C’o(/ ,(KIJ"U/(: %/M/ JWL. /bwL W‘Zéy/t IOL ;'(,

e wiser
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DOG:

FAWCETT:
DOG:

FAWCETT

DOG:

FAWCETT:

28.

There's always a woman in it. Not womene--just

' one woman. The same one every time. (Nodding

towards the valley) There she is again-~-tho same
ones )

%¥ho do you reckon this Mrs. Dave in?

She coms fron Winnipepge-~that's all Dave eaid.
She's so brainy she's evil, he said, and very handy
with a gun! '

'Because there wns a schoolteacher down at Pas,
too=~whnd & big let-down in love, so Long Martin
said. Suppose this is hexr?

Long Martin's a liar. He's also the diggest pimp
in the NHorth West Territories. He runs threo
whorghouses in Fort Churchill alono, to my knowledga.
That'e what he eaid, anyhowe--ghe had a big love-
hitch.

STUBB (to DOG) He was no pimp when we was prospecting together,

DOGs

STURB:
§a7¢ ¢ 1
STUBB:

DOG:

STUBB:
DOG:

that's a1l I know!

But he‘ found trepping was slow monoy---he necded a
lot of hot money, $ilegall

That's no proof he's a pimp.

Agk Davel Flaming Ethel told him over at Pas)
Over at Paswe-that's where tall stories are hatched!

Down at Fort St Johm or Hudson's Hope you don't hear
of vhorehouses!

Flaming Ethel sbys he pulled out a wad of fifty-
dollar bills~wwthrew it across the table--esaid keep
it! You don't get that trappingt

You get it dicing.

She eaid ho @idn't touch the cards all week. Ho

was looking round for white traffic all the tima.
She told him, kcep off my girls. That's a pimpl

FAVCETT (eagerly) I feel like slipping across the valloy

tonight and knocking at her cadbinedoor. She might
throw tie the key? Thep I'1l slip it ineew the key
I mean}
He cackles with laughter. DOG looks
at him with disgust. FAKCETT's
laughter subsides and he begins looking
surreptitiously at his pack on the ground,



DOG (watehing him closely and talldne to STUSB) I do beliove

he's serious, by God!

FAWCETT (hositantly) I thought for a nighteweme

DCG: .
£TUBB:

_DOGe

FAVCEDDs
Doas -

You'll stay here! We're not having a week of

wailing and gnashing of teeth, is that right, Jtudb?
That's right.

1£ you want S jag 8o down to Pam and atay there a veekeee
break your betewwbut you're not turning f:hia valley

into your vicaragoeew$ ) C

Vicaraget - (Starting towards him) Yous—e}

Watch 1t

FAWCETT (drawing baclk because of DOG's griim look) All I wanted

DOGs

to do vas tell you what she's 1iket

Go down in the daytimo, feast your eyes and come back.
But we're not having you try and get us to burn your
hands with flaming lops and Christ knowe what elsguew
tie your hands up and whip your backside~-esling soil
all over your facs-weno, sirt

STUBB (to DOG) Remember him putting a sack over hic headwee

that's what he thought sackcloth and ashes wasl
Blimoy, you ought to have seen his facel

FAWCETT (to DOG) I need a jag!

DOGs

FAWCETT:

You nced the remorse after, too., But you're not
gotting it up here. Not whileé I'm Dog. You wont
to bresk tho bet, go down and break it, stay at Amy's
for a couple of wecks, she'll give you plenty to
gnash your tceth about, and a dose of something, too.

I never had a vicarage. Your education don't stretch
that far, it soeems.

DOG (laughink) It'd be somo vicaragel With cubicles ¢n every. °

floord
FAWCETT (spiling unwillingly) ?Cubicles’e—e
© STUBB: Remerher those cubicles at Prince Georgee--with the
boys snswering each other over the walls?
DOG? And the trapper from Eakimo Bay who sat on the bed and

Jjust looked at hor for a couple of hours, and paid
double the price and want away? There's a lot of
strange love in the human breast!
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STUBB:- That's right.

poas I%1] tell you something: Before I came up here I
thought Ifd have a tough time. I thought not just
a tough time with the fréczing cold and the yak-food
but tough with the other hoys-eeplenty of fights,
knife-brawle and jags every night. Big suacley _
fallows whotd knock you down if yout breathed too deepe..
I was frightened. But thore’s leso of that than
down below! We're liké the animals«esthey don't
acrap each other, only for food or their mates or
protection~-not just for a escrapt That's why I
couldn't go back downstairs, I couldn't get back
to that hardness. They're like insectst And they
all oit down there in their offices thinkingewe
beware of thinkers, that's what I've always told youl
FAWCETT: X couldn't go down because of tho jags. The joge

lack sympathy down thers. (o STUBB) Know what
1 mean? '

‘Sm (irritated) No jags are good enough for you, are they,

mateese ever sinco you whored with your cassock on?
DOG (to STUBB) O.Ksy OuKeemm

FAWCETT (£o DOG) It's true what he eaysl

. STUBB (to FAWCETT, beginning to be fascinated) Fawcett! How

did youesw? (Wriggling closer to him) Vas this
on your morzing visits?

FAWCETT: Eh?

STUBB: You just called in of a morning-~~you did the
TOUNdS=w=2Ntd YOU=m=?

FAWCETT (as faccinated) They needed it, I tell you!
STUBB (excited) Go oni

FAUCEIT: %he Mﬁmtho unmarried Younge--and old!
DOGs Drop it}

FRWCETT (still to STUBB) It seemed—w-to fascinate theme-e
being under---! (With a glance at D0G) KNow what (@ . =
1 mean?

STUBBS Yes, yest (Staring into FAWCEIT's face)

FAWCETT: I might be standing there-~-just inside the dogpew-
1 GO
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STUBB: (still staring at him) Hey!

FAWCEYT:  Yes?

STUBB (gripping him by the arm) You caid inside the door--t
(Peering into his eyes) Listen, weren't you =?

(fo himsslf) By Godl It'seest Dog, it's ===l
Well, Christ alivel !

Fm;tcett begins to draw back from him,
DOG (screwing up hig eyes) what's the matter?
FAWCETT:  Stubbl
STUBBEs It'ge==l It's mt Dog, it's _;hi_gt (Shouting)
You rat! You dirty cassocky rat!
FAWCEIT:  What?

STUBB (breathlessly) There was a cassock upstairs-——-behind
the doore~-it gave him a thrill with his cessock

Ofwwafifrene]
DOGs Whera was the cassock? (To FAYCETT) vhat's he

talking about? (TAWCETT shakes his head dumbly)
STUBBs At homel
DOGs What?
STUBB: Be~--wai the lodger!
poas You're bushed!

STUBBs The wife used to say, I'1l get that long bdlack coat
of his cleaned, that funny black coat that reaches
down to his feetl (To DOG) Look, he don't say nol

DOG (with disgust) You're bushed, Studb! You didn't even
know Fawcett thent

_STUBDs Look at his face---he don't deny it!

DOG: Deny it, Fawcett.
FAWCETT simply stares at STUBB.
STUBBs She used to go upstairsew

DOG3 That was fifteen years before you come to Past
Fawcott was névor in Londony Stubbl

STUBB: Look at himi
H Tell him it's wrong, Fawcett! Fawcett)
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But FAWCETT etill starss before him.

STURB3 The same long facees= The way he uscd to come
downstairs, very softee

DGt Bushed! ‘
STUBB (in s dreamy way) It makes us—--brothers in & way=-=

DOGs Brothers!
STUBB: I Xnew we'd meet up againeee

FAWCETT (also dreamily) He, £00! Stubbe=-was hor namees-
was she calledsw-(abriel?

‘ A shot. Tho other twd gasp.
FANCETT (goeming to woke up) Hoyt Gabriell
_ Another shot, -
DOG (delighted) You 8id 4tt ‘
STUBB3 Fawcett!

They rush to congratulate him,

FAWCETT (besming) Thankst
DOGs I knew you could do it}
FAWCETT (to DOG, excited) You mey bs right-—-she's over there

to stop us getting bushed! (Oazing across the valley):

TOGt That's right!l. What did I say? {To S5TUBB) You
wouldn't believe wet (Shouting) Gabriell

A shot.
FAWCEIT:  Gabriell |
_ A shot.
DOG (hilariously) Gabriell
Another shot,
STUBB: Gabriell
8ilence. STUBB looks across the
valley sucpiciously.
STUBB (turning on them) TYou rats! Trying to edge me outt

(Shouting at tho top of his voice) Gabriel!
Gabriel! Gabriell Gabriell Gabeee!

A shot.
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At lsst! (Encouragingly) How's that, Stubd, eh?:

STUBB - (exhausted) Thank Christ! Thonk Christ for that!

DOG¢

FAVCEIT:
DoGs

FAWCETT:

DOGs

£7U8B:
DOGs
STUBB: |

FPAWCETT:

She means us alle--get that into your nutst Now
sit downt ‘
They 5it down round the table ind
happy epirit. \
Now I don't know about gou two, but it's dbegun to
be clear to me thate-«this name, this name--- I won't
tay ite~emeans something. (STUBB and FAWCETT prunt
agreement) It mesns something for us. The question -
1s what? (A pouse) Now I've got a suggestioneeel
don't know how you two!'ll take it
Yhat?
Showeathe namee==+ghe's bringing us clogere--sghe's
guiding us all tho time=w=to--=(He stops).

\"hepe?

It might be somethingew-riche=eand marvellouSwewX
don't know! Wa'va just got to wait and see (with
an _appreciative glance across the valley).

I think she night be socmebodye-~~connccted with uSwws

Connected?

With one of us . Just with one of usl And ve don't
know which one yestl

Our names are certainly writ in water, like they said
down at Pasl I never saw her more than a couple of
minutes, sche was there bobbing up and down in tho
water, then she was lying on the sand, then she wes
gone, walking up the beache-= She never even spoke
to mel She went away with my soull I don't even
know her namol

DOG (burying his head) Ucchl

FAUCETT: -

Yhen you go back downstairs, to Pas or Prince George,
nobody recognises yous They say, 'Aren't youe=-?',
then they stare in your facae. And you don't say
nothing. That's because you're different now. Your
1ife goes a].-ong 1ike water, you don't belong to places
oany morgce-- That's why I came up hore.
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DOG: To find out you was mndé of water?
FAWCEITt That's right!

STUBB: 1 heard a doc may it wvas true, He said we could’
be melted downl

DOG (nodding) I tried to melt away in Kumasi. But the heat
didn't do it. Nor did the monsoons, though it was
pretty wet., Yes, indeed! I had a punkahe-wallah
worked the fan for mel.

The radic blinks red again.
STUBB: You did?

FAWCETT (imitati_g_tg DOG) '4nd a policeman cut there, a white
policenan, was next to Godit

DOGs He was, tool

STUBB: But still, you found you wasn't next to CGod, didn't
you, mate? '

DOG: It was over before I knew what was happening, I tell
youl

STUBB: I know!
The radic ceages again, unobserved.

DOG: Ho was standing there---in the governor's drawing roome--
under the fane--swish, swisch, like the wings of some
sort of big bird, and I can resember the pictures on
the walle-ewe used to call it the picture gallerye—-
and this little black boy was like an angel, an
Ashafiti-boy in white, so delicate, so humble and
sweot, I had to touch hime——and he didn't say anythingee-
I think he éven cmiledw=-I don't know what was in my
minde=eit just happenede--I touched himmesI was getting
married the next monthwwst

FAWCETT (with o sigh) That's it}

DOG: - I was! A magistrate's daughtereeel But Ie--i
It was only that chaplaine--a blasted cockroachew
© (with sudden fury) I could have crushed him in my
fingera and hetd have made a crackling soundl

STUBBs ¥he gives a damn here?
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DOG: I do} VWith wy hand on that little boy's cheekww=
they made it dirty=---thore was not&ng wrong in it!
Staring at mee=ein the doorwayl

FAWCETT: That's what they all say.
DOG: Vhy not?
FAWCEIT: 1If X go on a. jag I don't cay afterwards i'we been
pursl What's 50 pure abouteewl
DOG (nndersm ding what he is about to say) Youw—! (He leaps
acress and grabs FAUCFTT by the throat) .Say it, say
it, you cockroach, go on}
FAWCEIT struggles and his facagets
redder and redder. Ho can only make
wild strangling sounds.. STUBB gets
' alarmeds

STUBB (tapping him on the back gingerly) Dogw~~Dog, matet

(DOG seems unable to release his hands)

DOG (to FPAWCEPT) Say it--ecay itl
STUBB: Gabriell  (Shoutingz across the valley) Gsbrielle

A shots DOG guddenly releases FAWCETIT.
They stare across the valley.

DOG (a8 FAWCELT trios to et his breath back) She saved his
_1ifel She does look after us, Studbbl

STUBB (humouring him) That's iteenow just calm down, matel

FAYCETT (recovering his speech) We'rs<-~bushedl ¥o noverm-
done~==this before!

STUBB (to himself) Ghe did save us, in & wayl

DOG: My hands went iiamp, I tell youwe-when'l heard that
shot!

PAVCETT: Thank Ohrist they didt (to STUEB) Let's find a
mt up the line, matel This one's bushed!

STUBB (to DOG) You want to watch yourselfi

FAWCETPs look at his face! 1Look! (Feocling his own neck)
You niever done that beforal It's the finiehi

He bogins to walk off, still feeling
his neck.

I



STUBB (alarmed) Vhere you going, mate?

FAWCEIT: Find a hut up thé linet I'll go to Dave'sl He's
a killer, that onet Look at him}

STUBBs Fawcett! Come dack!

FAWCETT (to DOG, who still stares up at the sly) You killed
that boy! You killed him, didn't you?

DoG (looking at him in horror) Fawcett!

FAWCETT (zeeing the effect) It's in your hands-e-you've got
murderer's hands! That's what you did to the little
Aghantl doy!

DOG (glancing down at his hands) K4117?  (With horror) Nol'

FAWCETT (at the door) HMurderer! Murderer) You murdered a
1ittle Ashanti boyd

DOG (screaming) No, mot  (Staring st his own bands) No, for
God's sake, nol Noy Toke them away! (Holding

cut his hands) Take them away, oh, for Christ's sake
take them away! (Bursting into tears) Take them
away$ .

FAWCEIT (moving back, humbled) Doge-~l didn't meonw—e

Ho approsches DOG to comfort him.

STUBB:  You didn'twe-did you, Dog? You didn't kill him,
did you?

DOG (hopelaessly) I don't knowl I don't knowl

He weeps on FAWCEIT's shoulder.
FAWCETT: I didn't mean it, Dog!
DOGs They never told u;;o'!. They noverwewlet me Knowees
FAWCETT: GiR., O.K.

DOG (looking into his eyes like a ¢hild) They never saidl
They juste«egent mec awayl

STUBB (to FAWCETT) Sit him down.

They help DOG to asit down.
FAWCETTs  Vhat did you do, Dog? Try.and remembert
DCG: I don't know!
FAWCETT: Uhat did you do to the 1ittle Achanti boy?



DOG (looking up and reflecting for a time) Nothing.
FAWCEIT: What you worricd about, then?

DOG: What they caid---what they made me out to be!
FAWCETT (turning away from him) It's pridet What I've always

said-~=you're proud!
A bird suddenly flies over outside

and STUBB seises his gun and moves to
the window. But he doesn't shoot.

STUBBs Lot him live, I thought. Probably going home to his
dinnert

They sit dowun exhausted. DOG passes
his hand over his head and sighs.

FAWCEIT: That's another thing. You get not to liko killing
birds any more. Last week I took aim at fifteen
birds and didn't fire a shot. Hear that, Dog?

DOG: Uh-huh} ‘
FAWCETT (with his cackle) Because I had no ammmitiont
. A pauvse.

STUBB: All we do is live 4n our sins up here, 1 thought
we'd be so pure! But all we hear about is sins.

DOGt It's all wo got!

FAWCETT: You're too fond of fate, Dog. It's like a dblack
hood over your headli

STUBB: That's wvhy we make him Doge-~hs's always sniffing
the ekyl

DOGs You know damn-well I've got an instincte--I'm your
interlocutor---between the sky and youl

FAWCETT: Listen to it}

DOG: You can't. fool the Indians! I aaw the vwhite bear
0.k ~w=he ate me upw=«in Carlyle Street, Winnipegew-
and he speved me out againl For five years I told
then all about their godsewel sa; in their igloost
I know more about their gods than they knew themselves}
I was the first white angekokee-and the last most

: likely!

FAYCETTt Then the stink of moose got you downt
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DOGe I ueed to sit and talk about the sky. You've got
nothing so peacefu) in your 1life, you cockroacht
I used to talk about the Eskimo heavenseee

FAWCETT: You could take that away from an Indian just by
snapping your fingers! But you' ‘eouldn't take away
what I learned! '

DOGs About Jesus?’

FAWCETT: ‘That'e it}

DOG: It's God I'm talking aboute--not the King -of the
cockrogchesi

FAWCETT: You'ro a blasphemeyweel _

DOG: And you never know what he'll decide. (Speaking
monotonously, almost drowsily) Like at Gillis's
Grave, near Hanson Crecks, The cabin door swinging
open, letters nai.ted on the table-«-eaten by ratgees
two men sitting up=--a rusty frying pan in betweenwe-

not a tark on their bodieses=snother man fifty yards
down the hilleeerifle cockedwsw Cockedwes. '

They scem to fall asleep. Silence.

STUBB (waking up with a start) Vere they known men? .
DOG (also waking up with a start) They were known as muck ds

a trapper isi A face and a namel
FAVCETT: Maybe they were on a bet, toow--like usi
STUBB: Don't talk bushed} -

DOG (gazing acrocs the valley again) You couldn't go back down
again if you wanted tol

FAWCETT: Wwhy anot? -

DOG (to STUEB) You can talk o me about white-fox farms, but
it's them's brought your prices down. Not co long
back beaver-pelts took thifty dollare a piece, know
that? All you get-for the best prime pelt of silver
fox ic seventy dollars nowadays! And I remember
selling two hundred low-grade dark pelts for near on
five thousand dollars at Eskimo Pointe--zyself!

Don't talk to me about white-fox farmst

STUBB (with a wink at FAWCETT) Vhy, Dog--are you thinking of
going down all of a sudden?
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DOG continues to gaze across the valley,
as if nursing a aecret.

FAWCEIT (approaching BOG, intrigued) Where would you go?
DOG (after eyeing them hoth for a moment) 1little place by the -

Peace Riveree-

STUBB (alco drawing mear him, excited) He's had it all worked

PAWCETTs
DOG:

FAWCETT¢

DOGe

STUBB:

DOGs

outt
what would you do?
I figured it out like this. A place 1ike Fort

St. John or Hudson's Hope, along the Peace River
valley: you'vo got the whole of that boiling waterew-
Yes!

wew Al) that power in the Peacc River Canyon; you've
got prospects—-Atts rich countrym=eyou've got coal,
you've got timber, fur, bog iron, coppere-they say
there's still placer gold in the gravel-bars of the
riverees}

Vhat abéut that?eeewhat about the dredging firms that
lost their money back before the vax?

I don't say that'sc vhat we'd dowesl

STUBB (digging FAWCPTT excitedly) Wet

DOGs

FAWCETT:
DPOG:

I say there's prompects-=-there's riches all rouUndme
in the sky~-=in the watere~win the eartht

There'd bee=epeople, tooew=

That's right! People you can talk tol No more of
this Gabriel stuffy '

A short pause, then there is a chot.
They eye each other.

STUBB (guiotly) Let her talkt

DOG:

STUBB:
FAWCETT:

Thot's it} (Turning his back on the valley
deliberately) We'll go down and be among peoplee~—
We'll go in the saloons; play cards, we'll be lwory
Prospectorte-s=l

That's it!

We'll have horsese--n fine old house up on wooden
stiltewewt
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STUBB:  We've got the monoy---cached out in those trecseee
in peltst

DoG: And what do we do? We trade them across the valley
to Dave for half-price! Well, they say if you're
trapping you're not 4in it for money, ahd that's the
truth!

STUBBs Péace Rivert

A psuse, during which they all dream

about thiﬂq
FAWCETT (gquietly, locking up at DOG) How ebout the police?
DOGs It's only what I think! I don't know I did ite=et
. It's only what I say I didl I don't remember! I

Just think!
| FAWCETT: And youtd think just the same down theret
Another silence, more glum than bhefore.

STUBB: (pondering) We could try it. Go down for a week. Tell
Dave we're selling peltswee

DOGs No cookinge-ethink of that! I can hear how nmy

footstepa'd sound on the wood floor, going to the
polt-storeewes=

FAWCETT: They'd lmugh at ust

DOG (flaring up) They laugh at people who laugh at themselves!

~ FAWCETT (to STUBB) You wouldn't think he gets all wound up if

' you move his cup of coffee an inch in the morning,
would youm--if you don't have your dblankets turned
by half-gize-ethen his Bible-reading at nightt

STUBB (with a wink) He's got his little Ashanti boy to keep

; him warm}

DOG (mursuring, half to himself) He keeps me goddt When I
think of hime«eI can sce the little gold rings in
his ears--ethe way his téeth sparklee--}

FAWCETTt Butee-(leaning forward persuasively) being good‘'s a
strugile, Dogy a dedly struggleee—it's awe-i -
(He_stops dead and steres in front of him)

D0Gt . I hate cockroschesee
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BTUBB (to DOG) Remember that time down at Pas he'd been on a
week's jag end put his head in the ashcan outeide
Amy's smaloon and got the boys to give him a welting
with their straps?

DOG Tchal

STUBB (to FAWCEIT) I bet you never even felt it, you was go
N

FAWCETT (who hss subsided in a puzsled way aftor his moral
spesch) I saw my cheets next morning, covered with
bloode=« There was sores all over ay back.

DOGs 1 don't mind a Catholic cockroach, he goes on a Jog
and forgets, tut you lot!

. - .

FAWCEIT: VWe're our own judges---wa don't send eu).’ dirty linen
to the mothér-church and expect it to come back cleant

They are quiect again.

DOG (to himsclf) *Being good's a strugglete-<yes, I can remesber
that! (%o STUBB) Then he led me through the .
gellery down to the gaoll

STUBB (looking at him) What?

DOGs Tho sweat was pouring down my necke—eI can remember

ny knees shakings And he said 'Being good's a
struggle, Haines'-w<eand he put his hand on my shoulder.

A pause, during which the other two
100k at him,

STUBBs Who dide

DOGs The chaplain. A longefacedw==t (Putting his hand
over hie oyes) I've thought about it 50 muchee-}

(Looking up at FAWCETT with clear oyes) Listenw--
whose idea was that?

FAWCETT (staring at him) Eh?

DOG: Vhat was the plane~-you must have known the Governor's
mind. like your own$

FAWCEDT: What's that?

DOG (reasoning with him) I réeckon you must have sat in his

office four hours & daye--l con remember thotwss
you used to take your tiffin togethereesi
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FAUCETT? (with a perplexed look at STUEB) T4ffin? Vhat the

DOGs
FAWCETT:
DoG
STUBB:

‘DOGs -

STUBB:
DOGS

hellt*s that?

Was I getting too big for you?

Big?

Too popular? I knev the language too well?
Bushed$

You can say bushed, but he knocked my career on the
head inside thirty seconds!

Yes, yesi

"That 1ittle native boy'=e(imitating a chaplain's

ﬂutm_voi%m'ie the Prince Regent's son, Haines.
I*11 have to sec the Governor about thiel' (to STUBB)
I pleaded with hime~wtPlease don't do it, chaplain,
plense don'tewwd' Bubt he went on walking up the
stairs, I can remember the punkah walloh cutside the
Governor's docre=sthene--t1p went Chief Inspector

Haines in smokoewepheee—i

FAWCET? (gazing begm-h&m sadly) I wish we was down bolows—e

DOGs
FAWCETTS

DOGs
FAWCETT:

What does it make you feel like, Chaplain Fawcett?

And the marble stairs. I can remcmber ths marble

stairal (As if illuminated) How the sunlight shone
on themt

That's it}
They were whitet

DOG (to STUBB) Ho resembersf You see?
FAWCETT (radient) But you desorved it, Haineseewyou killed

STUBBs

DOGs

that boy!

tHodnea*! It's a different name every weekwes
Hoines, Wykham, Stornford, Cramptonal 1It's time you
moved on to Wykham about now, isn't it (o DOG)?

Chief Inspector Hainepew-until this cockroach tore
me downl Fifteen years in a sweat-bathwe~I provided
royalty with a valleewty own body=--i

STUBB (lmitating him) ‘*And they umed to call me the dattering

romit
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DOG ¥y face was known in the highest circlesees
*Haines'll see to it?, they alwaye saddt -
He youns mxpecf.edly.-
FAVCETT (looking sbout him) Listen to that silencel

DOG stares hofore him, recollecting.

A pause,
FAWCETT (to STUEB) Suppose they just foll aslecp?
STUBB: Who? ey,
G’td‘—ss 6’44’/»"4«’?

FAWCETT:  Them three at lanacn Gresk? The cold makes you
sleepyt Suppose there's a sudden cold enap? You
freoezel Just sitting there}

STUBBs It was summert ,

PAWCETTs But a sudden windwes3ike a breathee~} It maktes you
sleeny-=-(Ho yawns and stretches out) Remenber that
time north of the Skeena River, along the trap-line,
behind the huskiege--just miles and miles of white
onow~-wwe had to pinch each other awake~~«to stop
getting frost bitewe-just miles and milegwewofee=
whiteees :

He falls asleecps

DOGs A *Hainea'«w~(llo begins to nod, aittg._gg)
STUBB gets up, stretches and looks down
et the other two.

SIUBB (slso gapning) Bushedt
‘He begins strolling off, his hands 4in
his pockets, whictling quietly to himself,
He disappears ocut of the door.

S4lence.

The other two sleep on, DOG atill in
the sitting position, his head hanging
forwards FAWCEIT snoring loudly.

We hear STUBB's whistlo fade away.

A bird suddenly flies over but neither
DOG mor FAWCEIT atir. Two or three
nore birds fly over. Suddenly there
are shots frem across the val}ey, one
aftor the other. FAWCEIT jumps into
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the sitting position, panic-str:lcken.
DOantaMahaadinndade.

FAYCETT- (staring at DOG with horror, as if otill asleep)
Haines, Hainesw-wdan't shootl {As the ironex
continued) Haines, for Christ's cake, Hoines,
youtre hitting mow--nll over my body---Hainosi
(Twitching violently with each shot, just as if ho'd
been struck)
DOG simply stares at him with fascination.
FAWCETT: Haines! Halnes!

Unable to bear.the 'chots’ any more
FAWCEIT seizes his own mun endpoints
1t ot DOG.

DOG is at once on his faet.

DOG2 Youmeel It'a guilt, you cockroacm
He wrenches FAWCETT's gun out of his
. hand and flings it aside,; then wrectles
with him,
FAYCETT fights fronticallys
At last DOG overpowers him, on the
floor c¢lose to tho doors
DOG (lying on top of FAWCETT, brgathlesa) ¥ho'aewe Hoinea?
Who's this Haines?
FAYCETT (sceming to recognise him slowly) ‘ Dogeee
DOGs The nama®s wykham. Got that into your headees
Wylham} '
STUBB dashes in and almost trips over
them, They struggle to their feet
ahd stare at hin in actonishment,

DOG (peering at kis) Whow-e? (Passine his hand over his face)
Christeee I thought it Wage——a=e-newcomers

FAVCEIT: So did Il

DOG: A new faco!

STUBB$: It's alwvays the same~==if I go away. for a minute
you tvo fight! Every timel Likeé a couple Ofww
brotherst Don't you?
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He jusps on me (abashed)t
He was firing at mee-=like in dreamal
They notice STUEB is panting.

DOG (%o STUBB): What'you beén running for?

STUBB:
DOG
STUBB:
DOG:
FAWCETT:
STUBB:

STUBB:

FA.\‘-‘QEI_"P:
DOG:

STUBB:

Itve got newist
Rews?
She's firing at dbirds! (He sits down on & chest

Lo T e e e e

beavily) That's the riewss I vatchiod ‘em falling,
Tou gaveew?

Did you see hor?

She bagged five in a rows I .Just saw the birdas

They guze before them glumly. This 1s
bad news, especially for DUG.

1t's all disappointments up here~e-’

Just like I saide~snothing talke to you up horewes
get that into your nuti

So vwhat do we do? )
Go back downewe(with sorrow) There's nothing to stay
up here forew

A shot. They stare at each other,
Another birde

DOG (reminiscing sadly) I asked a person once---wa wap sitting

FAWCETT:

FAWCEIT:
STUBB:

FAVCEDPT:

in church one afternoone--the sun was coming through
the stained glnpseww] said, 'Isn't God's face in the
moon, if 50, where's his feet?' And he oeid, ‘That's
the face of man, that's your face, son-e-' Trust a
cockroach to take the guts out of 1ifel

I can't live without somebody!

There's just Dave over there-eeand his sont

There's her as welll

It's only Dave says she's there. You know how he
iswwevith a 1ittle twinkle in his eyel

. Long Martin says she's neat) with plenty in fromt,

and she had a big let-down in loval
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STUBB: Long Martin's a pimpt .

DOGe He's no pimpl

STUBB: What about that wad of fifty-dollar billoess she
sndd he hadn't Flmﬂ a card all week}

DOG: Tou dbelieve that?

STUBB (stopping, screwing up his cyes) Hey-we! VWasn't 4t
youw=~vho told mo that? (He stops again, looking
puzzled) _

; DOG io silent, thinking something over.
DOGs And suppose che does shoot birds?
FAWCETTs What?
DOG (to STUBB) Suppose she does? (o FAWCETT) Let him
answerw-~he brought tho news, after allt
STUBB: It menna=-=~she's not in tune with 1_:3’3
DOG: You think 86?7 I'm not so surel I'd just like to
find out, (lLooking across tho valley) What do you
say~~={suddenly) Gabr;i.él?
An immediste shot,
FANCETT (zadiently) Dogl
DOGe Gabrdell (A shot) Gabriel! (He says this one
with firm confidence, his chin set)
" And agsin there is a shot.

'FAWCEIT:  Gabriell

Another shot.

They all three begin shouting Gabriel
and there is a volley of shots as bofore.
They dance up and down happily chanting
the name as the volley contimmes.

At last the shota cease, They laugh
happily and sit down in & busy and
celebrative way=--it is like a happy
reunions
DOGs Well, thank God for it} That's all I can say!
Thank God for a 1ittle guidance=—-(winking at them)
with or without birdat |

The other two nod and laugh maturely
at thio, ‘
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FAWCETTt Duoes it make you feel peaceful egain, Dog?
DOG (nodding) And clears ‘
FAWCEIT:s  He, tool
The yadio blinks again.
DOGS Hy insides foel al) right——put it that vay. Seme
with you? (FAWCEIT nods -14ke & child ¢
%o please) ,
STUBBS f3ke Pawcett said down st Pas, when we laid the bet,

renerber?--!Somothing's got to come ocut of the
tilencel?

A peuse.
DOGs Anothep thing, It makes me hungry.
STUBB: Me, tool ‘
The radio ceases blinkdng, unobserved.
poas What sbout the beans-e-did you put 'ém in sosk,
Mrs. Fawcett? (with a gay wink at STURB)
FAWCRIT dossntt answer. He seens to
be thinking,
STUBB (mudging DOG happily) Ho forgott -
FAWCETT (deliberately) Mrs. Dave don't exist!
DOGs What? How shut your moutht
FAWCETTS  Shewe!
D0Gs You're spoiling it, you'reewet
FAWCETTs - She don't exist!
DOG (desporately) I've scen hert
FAWCETT: You said to Dave, *¥hat you keep 4in that cabin cver

there, Dave?¥, for a joke, and he said, with that
little twinkle, ¥A womanl' That's aldt Fir ajofe!

STUBBS That's rightl I wanted to amk Young Dave but
(to DOG) ¥You wouldn't let med

FAYCEIT (to STUBB) That's to keep hic dream goingl He's
driving ue bushed, I tell youl Young Dave'll-de
tho little Ashanti boy soont

DOG (to himself) Don't talk dushedd



h8.

FAWCREIT: But it'l) take some déing---a Canadien boy in the
bloom of sixteen, with bright yellow hair, and
trigger-happy,’ to the son of a Gold Coast tribeamn',)fl

ETUBB:  Dog could do it, don't you worry about thatt
DOG nods, again thinking it over.

DOG: 411 I'd like to know is this: what difference does it
moke? Something’s theree--call it o shewewcall it
Gabrielw==!

There is o shots

DOG (with increased confidence but still in a level voice)
Call {teweDave's whorge--it doasn't mattert Something's

talking to us, and that's all I'm interested in..
(Briskly) Now, come cn, get the lamps ready,
Fawcotte-=pteam ahende-wyou want us in darkness tonight?

He rises in a businesslike way and the
others follow suit, with a glance at
each other,

STUBB: It's always lamps when he loses confidencel

DOG (to STUBB) Have a look at the cachgewewe don't want half

the grirely population up those poles tonighteee
it zeems Fewcett can't use greaso}

FAWCEIT: There's no more grease to use, I've told you that,
DOG (to STUBB) And look at the smudge. Wwhose turn for patrol?
STUBB: Mine,

DOG Then get to it, Have a look at the generatorgees
the toworwe

STUBB stops on his way out,
STUEB:  The what?
DOG: The gencrators.
STUBB: What generators?
DOGS You always say that! The ones outsidel

FAMCEIT atands watching them as if for
the cutcome of a contest.

STUBGBS Where?
DOG (impatiently) You haven't noticed anything-—-in three yeara?
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STUBB: There!gue-(he trails off dreamily)

DOGe What would you call them?

STUBBy I don't know, I-==}  (With fear) Would you call
them towers? 1I'd say---mastie—-! '

DOG. (interested despite hinself) - Masta?

STUBB:  With kind of wingse-~that turn round and round—ee
not towers exactly..

DOG (hesitantly) I see them as towers.

STUBB (quickly) But what for? |

DOG (taking this as unfeir) Shut upt

They stand there frightcned by their
own talk, .

DOG (to FAWCETT) What would you say they was like?

FAWCEIT (cagerly) 1'd say thoy was for the weather---maybe
weather detectionee-t

DOG (angrily) I @idn't ask you what thoy was fort Nobody
acked yon that} '

FAMCEIT'c ansver has increased his fear,

STUBB: And what's the good of looking every day-wconcrete
towers wor't walk avay!

DOG (shoutinz at him) You know your orders! If you see &
ctranger, shootl How get out}

STUEB (going out, rifle on shoulder) It's the only order we
ever got.
The other two stand watching him go.

They don't like to be reminded of the
outside.
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FAVWCETT:

11.

Only DOG and FAWCEIT. FAWCETDT is
preparing the guns ond packs for hunting.
bOG stands scanning the other side of
the valley through a small telescope.
Re suddenly sights comething.
Hey! Look at thisf There's maill
Mad1l? (Running to the door) Hoy, Stubbeestherets
waill

DoG (taking the telescops down) The last time it cams wase~

- :
FAWCETT:

DOG:

STUBB:

DOGs

STUBBs -
DOG:
FAWCELT:

DOGs

~ STURB1
Doas

He acrews up his eyes painfully ond
stops: he can't remémber.

STUBB appears, with hie rifle, as if
from his patrol.
What's that?
The flag's cut! I'm expecting o letter frofwee!
(He_aleo stops) '
At Cariyle Street, Winnipeg, I got forty Christmas

cards one y#ar! I kept them on my dresser for six
sonths)

Rencmber that time we danced all nighte~=-a new Moon=—
when some mail care up? We got double price for our
pelts and nobody could tell us why!

A war broke out downstairs, that's whyt 1Is the
cacha 0.K.?

It won't hold more'n a week.
Hear that, Fawcett?
Stubd’s our cache expert!

Like hell he 1a% You just don't like work!
Listen-~=Stubb and me'll sit upwind today and coocki
You can sit by the Creek ond pick fem offl

I don't like the way Fawcott shootg—--hs's too deadly!

He 's a cockroach, that's why!.
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FAYCETT: 1I'm a'stalker. rémywx’rﬁ no good with the
£flying species}

STUBB (Lo DGG) Romembar when he brought that moose-ram down
end we hadn't even seen $t7

DOG: Cote on--wiliere's shootin' to dol  (As they inspeet
© their guns) Wire 0.K,? ,

STUBB: Yes,

DOG Genexrator?

STUBB (ws Beats ne why we can't hive light, Thore must
be a couple of million volts out theret

DOG: Light's real, that's vwhy.

STUBB: They say Yc‘mné Dave's a spy. He only brings the
mail to spy on us, To see if we're still around.

DOG (squinting at him) Why, feeling nervous?

STUBB (hushed, making a gesture tewards the door) But what's

under thatee-?
DoGs Shut up!
FAWCETT (turning suidenly) Why shouldn't he ask questions?
DOG (furning on hinm an swiftly) Who can answer them?
FAVCETT:  Dut—e!
DOG (interrupting him roughly) Iou can't! That's for suret

FAWCETT: Ve had issue chairs and icsue washbasins once, and
you had to burn the chairse--use the bdasins for

goldfishf why?
DOGE Bacduse them things are real, that's why!
| PAMCET? (uildly) I Mke reanstyf /

D0G (gasing at him scornfully) You? And what are you going
¢o shoot with, realist? You've got no ammunition}

FAVCETT (bogfled) There's amminition there O.K.! (pointing
at the chest)

DOGs Are you sure?

FAWCETT (making a move towards it) I can look!

DOG (keeping him away roughly) Lay off! Ever since you elected

me Dog you've been giving me the glass eyel

"
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FAWCETT:  Eh?
Doas Find youraelf another Dog, realist! And some
other dreamtves |
. He s‘iis down on the chest heavily.
STUBB (nervously) ire wo going, Dog?
DOG:  $'m just tired of making it up, that's allese
FAWCETT (humbled) Is there anything wrong, Dog? Shall I go
' anend to the Creek? (Zrying to be bright) Beans
for supper?
DOG: . I've got no more dreama o weave, boyss (Looks frox
one to the other) There's no Mrs. Dave. Just
soacbody cut there shootin' birds.

STUBRBS We like your dreams, Doge.

DOGs Like hell you do! Ve're in a dead-end street, Stubdbl
I've hold the office too long.

FAWCETT (gingerly) No, no. |

DOGs It's time to recollect, boysl

STUBB (xnowing what this meens) Oh, no, for Christ's sakew-
not the Eszkime trancel

DOG4 She ain't there any more! (Calling) Gabricl? .es
No Gabriel. Yes, it's time to recollect!

He continues to sit there with a blank
face. It dawns on the other two that
this really will be the Eckimo trance.

STUBB (drawing back) Dogl

FAVCETT (also drawing back) Hey, Dogw--}
DOG continues to sit therc as if
foreing himself to lose consciousness.
His head droops more every moment.,
STUBS and FAWCEIT stand.close together,
gazing at him 4in growing horror.
DOG'*s eyes close.

STUEB (in _a whisper) Dog se. Dog ».s come backt

DOG"s hend slumps forwards He is
quite still. There is a long silence.

%
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STUBB (without moving) What do we do?

FAUCET? (running to chake DOG) Dog, it ain't truel She's
thera all right! Mrs, Dave's there!

But DOG remains motionless, .
SIUBB (with rosigmation) He's gono.

FAWCETT (withdrawing sgain pnd spesling hesitantly) Dogeee
shall we be making up the books tonight?

STUBB bends down and speaks into
DOG's face,
STUHBS Haines! (No reply) Vykhaml Bajllyl Stornfordl
(Zurning to FALCETT) What's the cther dne?
FAWCEIT: Crampton.

STUEBs Crampton! Cramptond (He raiees himself slowly)
He's on the white-bear stuff sagain: he's got to be
spawed out in bits and then put together again.

(Twrning awvay in disgust) Tchal

FAVCETT (persicting with DOG) Doge—-I can't keep thc books like
youl Where's the rosta? Dogl (e turns to STUBB
in alarm) He takes tho signals from Dave, don't
forget that} Doge-~wd can't signall How do we get
the provieions np?  Suppose thore's an §.0.8.7
Listen, Doge=w) think there's an S.0.58.! Right nowl

DG s motionlens,
STUBBS He's the only man can talk to the huskies, tool
FAWCEIT: Cramptont Bail‘u'!
| The radio hlinkq 5.045,

STUBB (in alarm, sesing it) Crampton! There's an 5.0,5.%
They both stare at the iradio in horror,
until after a few scconds it ceases.
They rélax a little.

FAWCETT: Don't you know ¢ne signal? .

STUBB: No!

They stare at DOG with growing fear. |

FAVCETT: ¥ho handles the husky teams now, Dog? I feel coldl
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Silence. They ait down and glance
towards the radio---no signals..

STUBBS Fe'il sit there till winter comes, That's what the
Iindians do! Remember whot he always used to say?
tThe Eskimo trance is the death of the Torngarsoak,
which means the death of.ss (drowsily) dreamsese*

. . FAHCEIT is staring at DOG in a fixed way.

FAWCET? (in a hushed voice) Hey--sStubbl Look at his head}

ETUBB (otérting) What? '

FAWCETT:  He looks like the man who came to the vestry---i
A man in the chodrs

STUBB: ¥hat are you talking about?

FAMCETT: Itis trucwe-I swear by Godl He says, 'I've followed
your caveer very close, Hr. Fawcett,' he says, 'and
I*'11 have the cloth 0ff your back-~e* Standing thero
in the véstry-door! Hie big red bearde<- Iis head
hanging down 1ike thate—— Thoy called him the
shaggy mountoine~« He dopt the morals of the villege
in his head. Yet they say he died a profligate, He
disliked the competition from a priest, they said.
Thers wore too many women in the village-«-suffeoring -
from the same desires, Studb-«-I always used to call
them sach loud desirest

STUBB: Vhat was his name?
FAWCEIT: e-wBailly, I think,

STUBBt- Bailly?

FAWCETT (gpringing up and approaching DOG with fascinsted
attention) It is Baillyl It'c his headw—vhen
he died! «

Ho eprings back suddenly.

STUBB (frightened by this) What? |

FAWCETT (shriekine) Dog, Dog--eyou can’t die! Dogl
A long silence. Ho stands thore
trembling,
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. Gus’s G
STUPB (quiotly) Maybe that's how the boys at tamson Crerk

dieds Juste~esat and diede--(lLooking round)
Pertaps we're dead! It's too quiet, Fawcetteew
not a husky---or a bird}

They listen, quaking.

FAWCETT ( 92’.9.‘3 towards the window ‘and W) Gabriell
Gabriell

STUBB (nudging PAWCETT) Take his pulsel

FAWCEYT (drawinz back) Not mot

STUBB: You imst have done the last offices—--to the deadl
FAWCETT (his_teeth chattering) I~est

STUBB: ¥as you a cockroach?

FAWCETTS  Yesemwlwaelwmel

STUBB (threateningly) Was you?

FAWCETTt Teewleeethink s0mws

STUBBs Youtre bushedl

FAWCETT: Put a glass under his noscew=l done that toeeetoe—e
Baillyt

STUBB quickly rummages about in his
pocket, and finds a broken pieco of
mirrors He puts it under DOG's noac.

FAWCEI? (whispering) Careful, Stubbe<sthe last offices has
got to be carefull

STUBB studies the mirror for some time,
afraid to get too close.

sTUBB: He'g=w~dead
FAVCETT: Christ!

STUBB (jumping back) DOGE 30GY
FAWCETT (also schouting) Dogt

DOG is motionless.
| STURBs Ho's spoofin'ew=] reckon!

FAWCETT: That's it! Ho was holding his breatht (A pause)
Do you think so?

' STUBBs I think he'sw~=not deads
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FAWCEIT (emiling) Well, thank God, then! You ssey Stubb,

. T think he needs ugemelese! (He promptly goes and
£its down beside DOG in 4 confidentinl way) 1 gid--
réecent your power, Dogs I never wanted you electedt
You didn't deserve that prison-sentence on the Gold
Coast! You asee, the Govarnor and me reaented the
way you epoke the longuage, we c¢tuldn't speak it, you
aee, e tried to learn from the text-books but it
didn't workee=swe was jealous df your way with the.
natives! You didn't kill that little Ashanti boy,
did you? He keeps you good!

STUBB (bending down and Speaking eoftly) You said you was going
to lead us to & place, Doge-wremember? Three years

ago?  bWhen we laid the bet? (A pause; thon to
FAUCEIT) Is he breathing?. '
PAKCEIT: COh, he's btreathing!

STUBB (egain to DOG) You said we need five years of silenco,
remerbar? .

FAVCEDT (with mudden dirillusion} Ye should never have come up!
Ve should never kave signed cnd  (Shouting at Dogd
again) Dogl Dog! Wake upt (Shaking DOG
violently) Dog! |

" DOG remains still, slumped on the
armunition chest.

STUBD (ghouting in DOG's ear) You ditched us, you ratl Now
wake up}

Ho aloo shakes DOG violentlys As he
doos mo he hears something clink in
DOGYs m@'eu He stops.

FAWCETT: Vhat's that?

STUBB seizea a little bunch of keys and
holds them up before him,

STUBBY The punshot kaeysl
mfcmr( radiantly) We'll shoot cur way scross the valloyee-
Ll b O §

¥ith sudden resoive they both heave
DCG off the ammmition chesteeeg
tremendous. efforte-sand leave him
slusped against ono.of the other chests.
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STURB (unlocking the chest) Hsy, look at thist
FAWCETT: Bottles!

‘They stare inside the chest,
STUBB: Wherets the gunshot? |
FAMGETT: It's ryet Bottles of ryel

STUBB soizes & bottle and tears the
top off, then drinks thirstily.
STURB (gasping) God eave the Kingt |
FAWCETT (gackling) A couple of sips and you always say thatl
(Also seizing a bottle and drinking) 6ing your
prohibition songt
STUBB (with great relish, an enormous smile on his face)
Fouwr and twenty YTankees, feeling very dry,
¥Yent across the border to get a drink of rye,
¥When the rye vas opened, the Yanks began to sing,

BOTHs God dless Awmerica but God save the Kingl

FAWCET? (peeping at DOG) vhat'e he ever done oxcept feed us on
lies?  'Mrs. Dave's over thorel' (To DUG, defiantly)
Mrs, Dave don't exist! And lest year it was Young
Dave coming up with a contract from Prince George to
makeé us rich! The year before that thete was
redinm in the valley! ‘Then ho was oh the rulwee
every time & bear eniffed round the cache he sald,
¥That's the copst!

STUBRs Shall I tell you comething about Dog?  (After
peeping at DOG) Long Martin told me---four years
agos [ewwwwent native with the Indians. (Peeping
cauticusly at DOG ogain) Ate moosg-meat with his
hands, kad the lice picked ocut of his hair, Lived
in their stink and 1iked its Hewm-hewme(lovering
his voice) came to my door in South London and said,
'I hear you've bin getting violent with the wife?'
1The wife?! 1 says.. And the tears started pouring
down my face! He took me down tho .station and X
_£014 hin aboute—Foucettimaand he caidme-

FAWCETT: Ueccchl
STUBB (in an Smploring way) vthat did you do it for, mate?
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FAVCERT (drinking) Vell-—-(foréing himself to say something)

STUBRY
PAWCETD:
STUBBS
FAWCETT:

it was-wswthe villago--e-the women with all their
desired-mmsuch loud desires, I always used to sayl
The village in Wales!

It was Scutu Londont
South Wolest
London$

Wales!

STUBB (giving 4n) AL right, then. Fawcettw-~tell me about

FAWCETT
STUBB:
FAWCETT?
STUBB:
FAWCETTS

STUBB (fascinnted) Yenl

FAVCEIT:

STUBBt

75 R
who?
My wifowew

Wellewel used to come iNwwe

Yest
Knock at the doore--start walking up the stairgewel

She'd say, let me “ﬁavgf your casacck for the cleanars,
I'1) come and get itee-and chewes!

Go on}

FAWCEDT (guddenly redec the 'famtas‘) To hell with iti

STUBB:

PAWCEDT:
STUBBS

{Shakine STUBR out of hin fascinated state) Don't
you renlise«~=he'll have us bushed? We'll go bushed!

(Locking at L0G) Look what he's come to nowt

Just to think, I used to go out of a merming at five
oiclock sharp and walk down the road to the tram, and
they used to call me Mr. Stubbe. And Joe at the works.
Or Joseph. The boss called me Joseph. (A psune)
And I went on the boose every Fridoy night, regular.

1 naever got rough but she couldn't stick it after

near on fifteon years, (Disconsolately) ‘'You'sre

not £it to live in a street’, she said, 'You'reees
youtreeweaghamed of 1%f, che said.

Ashamod of what?
wwalt, (In total disillusion) There never was a
lodger. I wanted her to. But she said no,.
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FAWCETT {(with the samc disconsclate air) 'I never 4id take
ordoras, I was ohly in the choir. And Ie-wliked
the girlgee-s That's all,

STUBB (turning to DOG) What do you cay to that, Dog? Wwhat do
you cay to & drop of truth?

FAWCETT (whispering) Let's go down, Stubbl

STUBB .(rising with a nod but still jooking at DOG) You never

could beer to hear the truth about yourself, could
you, mate? Well, you'll get it now, all on your
owne You'll get your silence.
' They begin to pack stesithily, with
glances ‘at DOG.
FAWCETT: Voment Think of i3
STUBBY And people talking sanel
FAWCEDT: We'll get to Dave's before nightfalle--tell him
Dog's asleep! :
STUBB: For evert
They eontinue packing busily.
FAVCETTS Heye-eswhat about gunshot?
STURRE Ssshl  (Glancing at DOG) We don't need shotew
not in daylight!

They hitch on their packs. As they
do &0 a dog barks on the otheér side
of the valley.

PAWCETT (whispering) Dave's huskiest

Their own huskies answer, closo bys
They wait, fearful that DOG will be
disturbed.

STUBB (vwhispsring) Come oni
They c¢reep out, with a last glance at
DOG,.

DOG 45 alonze. The huskies bark again
near by. fThen there is silence.

DOG 43 quite motionless as befare.
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Suddenly there ic a chot. It 46
N , followed by amother, then another,
until there is a volley.

The dogs begin to bark frantically.
DOG shales himself awalte,

PoG (looking round with a glare) Gono$
He jumps up with a tremendous bound
and stands with his feet astride 1like
a great animal, gloweringe
Tho firing dies down,

- DOG: So that's 4t

He ceos the open ammunition chest, tears
out a bottle, then another; gazes at
them, and puts them back. He seea the
half-empty bottle t!iey have left behind
~ them, seizes it, holds it up to the
light, and puts it down again,
DOGs Gone!

He bogins to calm down, picks up his
gun, which thoy have left lying on the
ground; leans it againet tho bed caree
fully, closes the chest with a violent
kick and sits down on it again.

8ilence, as he gazes before him,

DOG (to himself) And I used to sweep the gravel at the

: Governor's lodge-~-look at me now! (Takes a drink

. from the used bottle) You liar! (Pauses) Yos, old
King Prempel painted the walls of his palace with
bhuman blood! Gallons of it! But the English broke
hims They turnéed hin into a citizen. (With a saile)
Like me. They exiled him to an 4sland in the

Indian Ocean, and when he came back he was talking
about pudblic works.

He frowns an if trying to rotollect
¢ gomething.
. DOG (with effort) I could never bear to touche-~a worant
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He seems astoniched at his own wrds
and looks round to secs if there are
hearera.

, )
DOG (looking up as if answering someéne) Jhat's thate-I don't

DOG3

DOG:
STUEB}
DOG:
STUBB:
Doa
STUBB:

like the truth? There's the truth! And I hope it

chokes you! Thoy stoned me-==(almont wseping)

hisised at me} A poor darmed white! (After

recollection) Idar. (Looks up at the eky and

whispers) Gabrielt

| Silenco. He nods in & resigned ways
He gnzes before him in the silence,
quite lost in memories, it.scems,

There is a movenent close by and he

seizas his gune
Who's there? (He waits, bresthing heavily, his gun

pointed) who'o thers?
BTUBB and FAWCETD? appear again. They
walk in cautiously. DOG lowers his gun.
They Appenr shaken. DOG watches then
clomely as they put down their packs and
guns.

How far d'you got?

Edgo of the lakes

Then?

Ve paw Young Dave,

You did? (Thsy nod silently) bHhat did he say?
Hewsohgueslaughed at usee. He just stood there and
Jaughodsws The tears wan pouring down his face.

Ho was holding his sides. Fe couldn®t help it. He's
a decent kid. FEe just couldn't help laughing.

DOG (gritting his teeth) I*11 give him leughl

FAVWCEDTs
DOGY

Thoy sit down again and &8tare before
them 4n cilence.

Why did he laugh, Dog?

Becaume you'ré unfit for civilisationl Because
youtre a couple of scarecirows. You're finichedwee

you cén't go down to roality any morel That's why.
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FAWCETT: Thoy'd have drummed ut out of Pas if we'd gone downl -
STUEBS Ho just atood and laughed. He couddn't get his
breathe--he doubled upl And you couldn't dlame hiamt
FAWCETTs (to DOG) They'd leugh at you, tool L
DOG (uith sudden fury) I wouldn't try to go down} I wouldn't
try $t3 Get that into your mutl
_ A pansos ) , )
STUBB (ﬂeasanm ) Itvs ni'cé' to hear your voice again, Dogwess
DOG (=till to FAWCETT) ‘Women't’ Look at yourself in a mirror,
Casanoval '
FAWCETT strokes his chin in a celfe
conscious way.
FAWCEITs Vo need your help, Doge Perhape you could choke
' Young Dave off for us! « over the redic. Tell his
dad} '
DOG3 Like hell I could! You want the truthe-eyou got
4t Out of the mouths of babes and sucklingseewt
And 1'11 tell you something clsewewhile you was out
butterfly-hunting I talked the truth to myselfeew
it's getting quitc  a habit round horey Truth's a
tvowway traffict ’
STURBs We tslked, too, Dogw~-vhile you was asleep.

DOGS And what did you talk?
STURBs L[5 b Tt
DOGs No, Just. tell me, in the same wordal Go ahendl

57UBBs Ieeel (Glancing ot FAUCETT for hel

FAWCETT: I &aid I was onlywwein the clotheest

DOGt Yes? |

FAWCETT: I sadd I waseww} (He can't go on)
DOGs And that was the truth?

FAWCEPT:  That‘s itt

DOG (with relentloss mockery) I'm fascinated!

STUBB: 1 told Fawcett about the-wel said she. always saldeee
tfoutro not mepntess? I gaideess Aboute-wfifteen.
yearsessl=w=(le gives up) -
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DOG (nodding) Quite a confession, eh? And you hid sowe rye?

STUBB:
DOGs

That's mo

‘Four and twenty Yenkees'? . (STUBB nods)

GOD SAVE THE KING!  (Imitating STUEB)
P0G finishes off with FAWCETT's cackle,
and the other two look away, shanefaced.

PAVCETT (with sudden spirit t ) And vhat was your

truth?

DG (momentarily off=gusrd) My ownl (Pointing to the sky)

For Godl

STUDB (flinging the koys at him) You can have your rye-keysi

DOGs

STUBB:
Dods
STUBB:

DOG3
STUBB:
DOG:
STURB3
DOGs
FAWCETT?:

boas
STUBB:
DOGs

STUBB:

DOGs

Thanks,
They glower at each other.

Yen?

Young Dave had scme mail. A whole wad of it.
Sticking out of his pack,

A wad of 1t?

That's rightt

So vhere is he now?

I don't !mow--; He just ranl

Oh, you did! Heroes}

It secemed like trapper's meil for a couple oy three
years}

We'll just have to wait, thene--unlecs you scared
hin off for geodf

I reckon all that shooting was jest Young Dave
coming over with the maill

You 8147 Realdstl

And Doge-ewe talked it overe-e{pointing at the

- amrunition chest) e thought it vas funnyee
"~ there's a lot of bottles therel

And you thought you‘d find gunishot?
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STURBt  That's £ightl It seemed & 1ot Of Bottlegie
for an ammmition chostl (trying to kid)
DOGE Daa't you like rye?
STUBB: . Sut that's & year's supplywe=$
FAWCETTS  Dogesewhereta that gunshet?
DOGs Hopgwseright under my—eesr=s-l (fis amiles dofiantly)

FAWCET?:  You ween-——? (He gives an alarmed glanco at STURS)
You traded the pelts foree-t You traded all those
Poltewas?

STUBB (ataring at DOG) You 4id what?

PAWCETT:  Thefe's no gunahoty Ch, Christ in heaven! How
are ve going to livewm-gatews? OGod help us, Dog;
that's alit

DOG: That's the idea~-~for Ocd to help mﬂi-i! he wents to}

r&mz | Youtrs bushed!

STUBBs  He's mpoofin't  Iike the Eakino tranced (2anghing)
DOG laughs with him sronically, and they
both suddenly atop.

STUBB (leaping on him) You ratd

| © DOG pushes him off with a kick.
FAWCEIT? sﬁppo_sa{n grizely comes prowl.mg round--=guppose one
62 the ;os'kien £008 wildews?
STUBB: - You're bushed, bushedl

D06 (mi18ly) I can talk to huskies, you know that, #nd
gicslien nover CoNs near Me.

STUBDS They might cobe near usl

D00y Then put your faith in God, like I do}

FALCEIT: There's ay tonefoot rodessiust thateesbetueen us
, and starvationt ‘

STUBB: 'Godt, he sayal God't

DOGE It's funny---(guietly) I don't know wvhy I did it
I just had to. I radlo-ed to Dave, *Give me ryo
this time. It'll help us dreaat’

FANCETT:  And there was me cleaning the gungwee
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STUBB: Well, we're stuck now.

DOGY Why stuck? Go on downl: like you started doing!
STUBB: Suppose we meét a grisely?

DOy It's laughter you'ie afraid ofl Gunshot won't keep ’

nd Dave allows it ?

Well,fmaybe (with a broag smile) T c
on a iew rounds, for purposes of murde at'
some thing we can all rise to. ’ °re Thatls

ould fay my hands

3
1

How arc we to shoot strangers 9

meu van

toara) My rodwe-my rodewsi
He dashes to his bed in search of his rod.
STUBBs You're bushedl

DOGs Loave gunshot for the people downstairs, Stubbee
you're a nild man~—e (Laughing)
FAWCELT (to STUBB) He's done it} He's stolen my rodl
‘He seives his gun and points 4t at Doge
DOG (guietly) Shoot med I like belng shotee-it's sy weaknesst
FAUCEIT pulls the trigper and there 4o
only a c¢lick,.

FAWCETT (flinging the pun away) I'm going down=e=1'11 get there

tonight if it kills me! (Ricks up his pack again)
Come on, Studbi

_5TUBB &oe'ap"t move.
DGt  He's scared of grizziies.
FAWCEIT:  Stubbl
. STUBB doesn't move.
FAWCETT (to STUBB) How are we going to live, then?
STUBB only -chrugs indifferently.

DOG (to STUBB) Remember when we got your love-letter neer on two
yesrs ago? And we laced ourselves with rye all night,
and sat round a fire and listened to the sound of the
trees and then watched the sun come up? And you
wouldn‘t read your letter---tho only letter we ever
gobewstho only time Dave's red flag went upl

¢

l/.

Vs
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STUBBS That!s your idez, tooYesvthe red flagl. When we've

got & radiol ) _
DOGs But we'll read cur letters this timewewand drink ourselves

romnd the clock?! (to FAWCETT) Now, come on,; sit downee=
Let's talk the trutht It nakés me feel good.

FAWCEXT: (taking off his Eck again snd shaking his hasd) You're
g bushed, Dog=ws You've bushed and God knows where

it's going to endd

DOGs vhat did she write a love-létter for, Stubd, if che's

©  having & joy-ride on the lodger every nmight?
STUBB (hanging his heod) The iodger don't existew
DOG AMS (o FAWCETT) To that what T missed?
FAWCETT: = You was awake§ (Scoffing) Eckimo trance!
STUBB (continuing in samo vein) She wants me back, She loves me.
DoG (holddng out the bottle to hin) Herewcsvash tho truth down?
STUBB (with subdued ferccity) What aboit Jour truth?

Dogs Oh, that'll come in time! (Suddenly, to FAWCETT)
Expecting mail? :

FAWCETT3 Not

DOGs I thought yom wanted %o talk reality?

FAWCETTs Theree—-you was awvake--~I said ool

DOG: 1 was more awake than 1've even Been beforew~w-now who's

that letter from? _

FAMCEIT (wincing under his glare) Welle--X alwsys expected my
o0ld mum and dad to write.

OB Didnt they ever?

FAWCETTs Back in Vancouver they did. ‘I'heé hate me.

~ DOGs Yhy?

FAVCET?:  Thay think I'm rich! They think I'm doun in Vancouver
with a cheroot in my mouth, living in the whorchouse,
my fect upt I used to send them a postcard every
Jasreweto kecp 'enm happywees hotolew-n nice gardenwes
cosething de luxe. 50 they think I'm richy They
think, 'He doezn't give us a cent! And he's rich
like thatl?
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DOG (slyly) Not even as a cockroach wasn't you rich, Fawcett?
FAWCETTs Jewe (He Aétaroa sadly Vbef’m-,hia) .
poas Towa? |

FAWCETT I wegn't in the cloth.

DOGs Therel

FAUCETT:  They wanted me to, badly. First the choir, then a
course in theologywes$

He breaks off, wniting for DOG's
next question.

DOGs ‘Thoy!y Fawcett? Who's ‘they'?

FAWCETTS  Wellew}

poas. | Your mum and dad?

FANCETT (at the dead bottom of his morale) I haven't got no sum
and dad. '

DOG (soothingly) You sre rich in a way, Faweett. TYou ldve in
one of God's loveliest hotel-gardonswe—f

FAWCETT ()ooking rewnd him) I feel coldl

DOG (with a pleasant chuckle) It's as hot as you'll ever get it
this latitudet

STUBB (guietly, eyeing DCG) Now it's your turn,
|

FACETT (excitedly) Are you expecting mail, Dog?

DOGs P'raps, Plraps I anmi

PAWCETTs  An arrest?

DOGe No., Only tax evasione That's from Winnipeg.
From the 0ld prospecting days. And a police-
sunmons from Mackenzie Baywe-drunk and disorderly.

A guy from Eckimo Point owes me three hundred dollarse.

He might be writing to apologise. He did once or
twice, down at Pas.. Very cerious letters. That's all.

Silences '
STUBB:  What about the murder cirge?
Do (blinking ropidly) Hurder chargs?

FAVCETT: Ie your name clear, Dog?
DOG (gorewing up Mo eyes) I think so, yost
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V& you ever in Kumasi?

pog (aﬂ;er a_long pause, hansing his head so that his eyes aren't

STURB:

soen) Ko.
What's your nama?
DOG shakes his head Guubly,

FAUCEDT -(W) But, Dog~=sif there’s no price on your

hend, we can go dovneewid're fygoww-you can lead us
downewsyou know how! °

DOG (in a muromur) You'd bo leughed at just the sames

STUBB:

P'raps not with youl

DOG (pulling at his own beord mmwsg) Yook at this!

STUBB:
DOGs

FAWCETT:
DOGs
FAWCETT:
DOGs

'Ehat"tsn-a g&od beardl

You don't ocee fem any morel Not this bigl And
vhat's your destimﬁcp?

Fort St. John~e-Prince Georget

And Amy's whorehouse? - L
That's right! )

Vhere we sat and laid the bet?

FAYCETT (enthusiastically) Yest

DoGy

STUBBs
DOGS
STUBBt
DOGs

FAWCETT}
DoGs

PAUCETT:
STUBDS
POGs

The 'truth’!  Thay want the truth?.
A doubtful pansg..
vhare clse, then? Amy's atill theret
You're thinking of the ;:onatrucuon days, Stubb}
%at*qs thet?

*What's that?* You wasn't slive in construction days,
that's whatl Fort 5t. John—ePrince George~—eAny's
whorchousewesthay don't existt That's whatt.

Fort 8t. John don't exist?

Not gour Fort St. John! "I know a railroed track,
some hotels, a Board of Trade, some churches, storesees

What about that?
lwwacantt remembert

How do you talk the truth if you can't romember what's
true?
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STUBB: There's Amy's salotNeee
DOG3 The Port Douglas Hotell They don't even call it
'~ saloon any morol

FAVCEDTs And Berkervillewwe

DOG: "Berkerville's _

S1UBB; Kelly's Hotalee= Remember the tailings a!cmg
Williams Creek? I reckon they turned that gravel
over a thousand timese--polished and bright! That's
it

DG (mocidng) - *That's iti*

FAWCETTs Barker took six lumdred thousand dellars in gold, so
thoy saywws

Dods 'And laid the seed of British Columbialt

FAWCEIT::  That's itl

STUBB: Richfield=weWalker's Gulchw--fuggets as big as your
handeeeAntler Creokweelow Hogess

DOG (taking up the recital) Conklins Gulcheee Remember the
Roger's Restauranteewthe tin chopee«?

STUEB: That's it}

DOGs The Occidental Hotele—w The Brewery Ssloon?

STUBS: Tenl ‘

DOG: You remenber ploturest You remember dreams, Stubbl
A hundred years ago! But I thought you was after the
truth pow?

FAVCEXT (with his startled Jook) What's the truth?

DOGs ThipwewBarkervillets a mseun~piece from ths goidrush
daysl It's a dream that drought you to Cansdaees
that's whatl Amy's whorshouse don*t exist! You
laid & bot in the backroom of the Port Douglas Hotel,
drinking rye} u'if.}z businessaen all roundy White
collarsl. Chrigtien sission workerst Train timo-
tablest A& follor from the civil eirlinest A coupls
of schoolmerms drinking port and lemont That's what!
(Chilckling to himself) And Amy used to clcan cut your
rooms, you licel No shooting, no curcinget HNo
Flaming Ethelt
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FANCETT (gtarting up) Flaming Ethel. show—t
STUBB: Shgmeet
mey both stope
DOGs S!:e exiated a.n rightebhofore you was borfiees
twith the most minfaturest 1ittle revolver you've ever
seen in her stocking¥ e

STUBB: I¥ve csen horwes.
DOGy That waaaéuca from the north of mglﬁndéurhsre
on & drean 1like youl! You only called her Flaping
Ethell )
FAWCEIT:  Becauso she has red hasrl
DOGs That's wight! And they took her away for disinfestationy

Then they put her on missionework among the Indians.
Stubleswthey go prospecting in helicopters nowadayst

STUBB: You don't sos helicopters round herel
DOG1 What would thoy want round herow-scit snd watch you
going buched?

Fchm"l' (bitterly) What about the great white bearwestho two
yeers fast at Carlyle Strect, Winnipeg? Tell me
that's nét a dreant

D06 (guietly) You take your cholce, Fawdett.
FAW: And the Torngarsouki
There iz eiloncos
STURBs What could we do down below, Duog?
DOG (grimly) Hang yourself in a white collar! You vanted it
wild vhen you came up here and you've got itt

STUBBs Long Martin was wild all prightewewe staksd our cleines
north of the Ingenikn Riverewehigh-grade orgwwse
DOGt But you went north by tradn. And Long Martin got

back to Vencouver bty military planel

FAWCETTt  What are you trying to prove?

DOGs That the construdtion days are overt If you want to
go down, go downte=ebut there's just streete. Streets,
Town Souncilsewwsowago planseweprostitution lawgewe
vives to hook youwwspoliticseeenewspaperst (Fixing
FAWOHPE with his eyes) Don't you remember?
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PAVCETT (awkwardly) You've got to sign certificatem-sespecial
licences=wwthit kind of thing?

DOG That kind of thing, yesl You're on the wrong side
of the law up hére, Fawcett! ' 5hall I tell you why?=e
bacause you've freel .
' FAWCETT nods gravely.

FAKCETT: Perhaps those three fellers at Gillis's Grave got
caught by a squall-~-like you get on the lakee~sthe
sky goes black bofore you can turn the boat round--e

DOGs - They weren't in a boat}

FAWCEIT: I thought you said--=} (He stops)

STUBB (eagorly) Doge--is that Pence River plan still on?

DOGs Surel u

STUBB: A fur farieselynXeenfighertee=s0me 611V6r8we—-nsone
black foXwes

DOG (till watching FAMCETT) You're bresking the law all the
time, Fawcett. You go stalking in Junoe! Did you
know that wae outside the moose~-season?

FAWCEIT: No.

DOG: Can you tell me whén the moose-season starts?

FAWCETT: No.

DOG: After how many yeai's? (vith disgust) September 15thi

FAWCETT: I reckon if a fat moose walks into your territory he
wants to be eatent (With his cackling laugh) In or
out of season! :

DOG (watching the other two in silence) Why do you two £ollow mow--
first for dreams, then for truth?

STUBB (loo& ing_up-at_the sky and shivering) It seems to be dlowing
up coldl

FAWCETT (startled) That's what I thought! You never know what
weather you're going to gets Remember that day it
stayed dark till two in the afiernoon?

DOG (cynically) It wap dark because you was dedd asleep==w}
FAUCETT (indignantly) Ve moved around with laripset

DOG (bexonﬂ his tother) What about it? Wwhat's the good of
rcmm‘ooﬂgz
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STUBB (quietly) I don't like it full moom. It Bcemseww
' dangerouse-~ Them towers scem to movel

DOG: vhat towers?
STUBB: Thoy ===}
FAWCETT {frontic) Shut up!

FAVCDIT sits there shivering. The
others secn unaware of this cold.

DOG- (pleacantly) Listen to that silences You can't break a
gilence like that. Do you notice, the animals never
tryt They squawk and bellow but the noises just
sink in. ’

STUBB nods vigorouslys

FAVCEIT (geeing STUBB's nod) That's right!

DOG: I told the silencoe a mouthful while you was away. I
said I couldn't never bear to---(for a moment he scems
to falter) touch a woman.

STUBB (laughing deliberately) Go ont Nobody'd say you was a
pouf if they'd seen you with Floming Ethel down at
Pas, oh, Fawcett?

FAWCETT:  That's right}

5TUBB: I beard she nearly pulled her pistol on you in the
act! And she said, 'Do you want my dlood as well?'
Do you want my blood}

DCG (delighted with the bogus momory) That's right!

The atmosphere of make-belleve atarts
sgain.

FAVCETT: That was the time Long Martin jumped over a cubicle
and landed on May and a de luxe prospector from
vinnipeg! He was blind that night! Be said the
prospector had her knickers and high-heeled shoes on
and che was painting hinm redf

DOG (chuckling) With her rouge-stick}

Fmicm:» © They used to charge all-night prices there! Rose
nevor would take an all-night customer if she could
help 4€¢. Remenber that? She said you had to be a
wife évory tive---and she wasn't that unfaithful,
not to chango husbands six times a woekl
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DOG: She had a kind of a wit, don't -you think s0<--Ro5e?
FAUCETTs She did}

STUBB: Remexber the guy who used to sit her on his knees for
& couple of hours and then go away? They say ho had
it shot away in the war.

FAWCETT: He was scared, that's adl} He was pesle, you remember?
His oyes moved a lot, they scemed to be floating all
the timew=w-vory dark, very soft!

STUBB (guietly) You're talking about Long Martin,
FAVCETT: . Am 17
STUBB: That's how the pimps atart. - No interest in sex!
FAVCETTS I remerbore-
D06 (suddenly) Stop remsmberingt
Silenca.
STUBB: Young Dave's never been this long.
FAVCETT:  1f we're loaving, Dog~w-shall I dsmp the ‘suudge down?

DOGs Ro, iet it stay!
FAVCRIT: And start a forest fire? It hasn't rained in two
menths!

DOG (angrily) It's ell right, I tell you---it's dying every
minmute, just the same!
The radio begins blinking again, 5.0.5.

FAWCETT (to STUBB) Wwhat's the matter with him?

STUBB (seeing the radio) There's a signal, Dog.
DOG: ~ You'll get your signals soon enough!
FPAYCEIT (approaching the radic) I'll answer it.

DCG (bellowing) Leave it alonel . (Murmuring to himeelf) Long
Martine-- (To STUBB) Perhaps you'd like to go into

partnership with him sgain---when we go _down?

STUBB: Pimping?

DOGs In the mail-order racket! He tock a room six foot
by ten in a asvenw-storey house in Bridge Strect,
Vancouver-~-he rubbed blanco in his collar to get it

whitewwesnd he sent out envelopesesshe=-e} (Stopping)
You're looking sov/sadl :
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FAWCEIT (quietly, as if to protect STUBB) lLong Martin has a

couple of the brightest whorehouses in the North
West Territories, ian*t that right?

Like hell he hast HRe nover oven had & secretary!

And he 8id to you (to STUBB), if your memery
stretches back that far, he said, *Come in with mo,
we'll advertice our pelts-in tho small-ads columm
in the Vancouver Times, we'll give a mail-order number,
and we'll send ‘en bad pelts for cut pricesi' bthat

a hero! And he went round all the stations from
Mackenzie Bay to Easkimo Point picking up dbad peltsl
And the business caught like a forest firel It went
from bad to better, and from better to low-down érooked,
and now he's @ rich man! 4nd you was his white-
collared workere--you wiped his busineas clean every
day! '

STUBB (hanging his head) Doesn't Sound 1like Long Mertin to mel

DOas

FAVCETT

STUEB:
FAYCEIT:

STUBE:

DCG:

Not the Long Martin you've been cooking up for
yourself for three years! :

The radio-signal ceasces.

I alwsys heard he's got the fattest whores in Prince
George! It was Dave broke the newse--remember that,
Stubh?

po 18 |
‘He's gone prospecting in petticoats}tee=talk about - -
laugh!

And the night Long Martin played Flaming Etheleee
they didn't take theéir eyes off the dice for two
whole nightse--and that's where he got the money!

| I'11 strike a bargain. Tell me the truth about

Long Martin and we'll go dovne--1'll shave off my

beard at Dave's and I'1ll march you into Pas like a
victorious army-—-wo'll make a fortune on a white-
fox farmi

STUBB (radiantly) You promise?

DOG:

1f you tell the truth! (Relentlessly) It's got
inside mel O.K.?



75«

STUBB and FAYCETT glance at each other,

STUBB: = 0O.K.

DOG (to FAWCETT) Firsteewyour list of Leng Martin's whorege--
) _you. remember?

FAWCETT (M) Yest

DOG How did you draw it up?

FAYCETT (in alorm) I~eet
STUBB (impatiently) Tell hint

FAVCETT: Frome-«from the girls in the villags=-=Scuth Wnleswes
theweethe fat cnesee=

DOGs Thanks! And now (to STUBB) I want this one quickess
what's long Martin's mail-order address?

STUBB (with lightning cpeed) Best Pelts Ltd., 24 Bridge Street,
Vancouver.

poat Like a puppy! Goodt

STUBB: Now do we go down?

DOG: Without the mail? We'll wait for thatee-then go down.

FAWCETT (:u'ritateé) tHadleee
A long silence.
STUBB (purying his head in his hands) W¥e'll wait a hundred yearsi
' Suddenly there is a shot, qyite close by.
STUBB: It's himt
They all listen.
FAWCETT What's he ghooting hie vay up for?

D0G (laughiriz) He's blazing a trail for your mum and dad‘s
letters!

STUBB (with sudden rosolve) I don't want letterst
FAWCETT (jumping up at once) Hor mel

STUBB (also jusping up) Let's gotl

D0G (alarmod) TYou'll stay heret

They stop in the act of picking up
their packs.

STUBB (to FAWCEDT) He's scaredl
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DOG (abasched) We'll go down together. I'm leading youseeis

that right? Who else can fix it up with Dave?
You‘re on contract, remember!

STUBB (gseing o bergaining point) Well, 1t's got to be quickt
jre et He's nearly herel Can't you tell by the shot?

t PAVCERT:

He's down by the Créek! Now take it easyews
Eagye-~ What about another bottle ofe~e (loughing
with an effort) gunshot? Eh?

ke:jumps up and opens the chest, pulls
out another bottle while the other two
watch him suspiciouslye.

It's been a long time.
| STUBB: Ehe -
FAHGM: Three years}
DOG (handing them the bottlo after opening it) Here!
STUBBs Ro.

FAUCETT (also chaking his head) It dicogrees with wé. (Suddenly

DOG:

FAWCEDT: -

getting an iden) Perhaps they died of a jage=-i

vho? .
Giiss Gravc! :

The fellers at ligeeem Crusk! . Suppose they drank al)
nighteesthe mai)l comes up the night before=~~they went

out stalking and justeeesat there and diedeeeof boOBGwew

DOG nods with a kind of disgust as he
puts the untouched bottlé on the table.

STUBB (to DOG) Was the letters read?

DOG:
S5TUBBY

I don*t know!
I mean, was they opened?

DOG (impetiently) The rats ate 'em up, so how do I know?

DOG:

Another shot, even e).oéer._

Theret What did I say?'
They look in the direction of the
chot, run to the door.

FAWCETT (ggl_l_:lgg____) Is that you, Young Dave?

'I'hey wait but there is silence.



STUBB: You there, Dave?

DOG (w» 3 his volce much stronger than tho othera) Gabriell
The others gape at him.

STUBB: Lioten to that, 'Gabricl'!

FAVCETT: (suddenly turning on DOG) . It was you got us up herel
*Gabriel', 'Gabriel'! VWho you calling to-eewho you
been calling to for three years, for Christ's sake?
(Screaming at thc top of his wvoice) You big, fat,

two-faced, bearded poufl — T¥m sate——s—— "
- —_— n --- it don t

down there!

—_—

R ting)
.- 706 (also shou
| They're all the same as us

- —
Y

[
P—————

—— =
-

N | B

JFAHOEI'P: ;- soura béén on & jag and the town looked dead, 80 yom
laid a bate-a'Something's got to come out of the
oilence', you said. like hell it asdl Like hell}

STUBB (quietly) It was you said that, mate,
FAWCETT (furning on him also) Sedd what?

STUBRB3 About the silence. Down at Pas.
FAYCETT (gtaring at him) Me? )
STUBB: That's right! You*d just been offered a job on

road-haulage and it scared the shit out of youl
So you came up herel

FAVCETT: Dog was offered the jobt

STUBB: Dog was working in the municipale=wt
DOG (going for him) Now, then, you rate--i A
STUBB (jumping away) In the municipal office=-- (spesking quickly)

sowaga department---checking up on the rond mendergwe
ten dollars a weck}

fle stands there penting with the sffort
and they all scem to share the
exhaustion.

DOG suddenly dashes to the bottle,
picks it up and takes a long draught.
DOG (gasping) 1It's the memory that goosee-they say it's the
first thinge--there's too much silence!
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STUBB:s You remember all right!
DOGs I feel coldww- (shivering) dead coldl:

FAWCETT:  That's what I said just now! And you said it'c as
: hot as you'll ever get this latitudel

DOG (sitting down on the chest again, hugging himself gg) Got
the fire laid for tonight?
FAWCETT:  We're going, you scaidl
STUBB: We're in a fix if we don't go qlown--—ws.thout' gunshot!
FAWCETT: That's rightt * (to DOG) Vhat do we eéat? The beans'll
be out by the end of the week, the moose-meat's nearly

gone! (Bending down and talking to him fiercely)

That's like you, isn't it-e=letting us starve to
death like the boys at Gillis's Grave, by Manson
Creeke=there's the creek just bolowewedo you want us
to do the samewee?

DOG (bursting out angrily but still shivering) To hell with your
storieal  ‘Hanson Creek'e——e 'Gillin's Grave'eew
how long are you going to cling to that one?

FAVCETT: It's your story--~the rusty frying pan, the letters
nailed to the table eaten by rats=---that's yourst

DOGs - And you believe it! You put your own lying stories
in my mouth and then say thoy're truet

FAVCETT (gasping) Ieeel’
STUPBs It's true all righte<e] heard it from & guy at
Coldwater Creek-eegtories about death are always triel

DOG (fiercoly) I'll cast you two in the truth and leave you
stinking of ite-elike men in a bogt (He_goes very
quiet) They'll never lot us back. Get that in ybur
nuts,

They both stare at him,

STUBB (in & whicper) What's that?

A bush falle on them. FAWCETT casts
| his eyes round in the silence,

DOG (also whispering) Remember what Dave said three years ago?
*I'm looking for guys who've given up.* And he chot
me a wink. ‘Like you,' he said.
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STUBB (gtremblinz) Hey, does that Young Dave wear a fall-out
suit? Heo ceemed tOowwel

FAWCETT (shrieking) Shut upl Shut upl (A pause) How'd they
give us -suprranmuation if we wasn't going back?

DOG (still quietly, gozing at him) To lead you on. ‘Keep

yourselves anuged up. there’, he says. Remember?
'I'1l teach you how to trap, stretch the pelts.

Take a gun apieces A fishing rode 1I'1l give you
a pack 6f huskies.' Renember? :

FAYCETT (bowed) No.
DOGt *All you got to do', he says, ‘is answer the radio
four times a day, kcep the grass round the station

tr:l.med. patrol once an hour and--kaep your rotten
mouths shuti' Remembers

STUBB (ferrified; with a gesture towards the door) What's under
the concretele=ethem towergews?

DOGs He didn't cay.
STUBB;3 wWhat did you sign on for, Dog?
DOGt We all did¢

“The hush continues,

FAWCEIT (guddenly) I'1l go down tonight if it kills me, 111 -
make Dave's cabin and kip there the night, I'1l go
alone, 80 help me God!

DOGs God'1l help you all right if you ¢an help yourselfeew
but be careful of that silence on your way over, that's
all, Favcette~-mind you don't got wobbly kneesl

FAVICEIT: You come with me, Stubbeeethe silence makes mo giddyw=e
I have to start shoutinge-ethey'll pick me up for
¢ragy---let!s go down, Stubbl

POG: Ve only feed each other with dreams$ . Alone we're
reall Go aheadew=go downe~-we'll all go down alonel

STUBBs Are you bushed? We've got no gunshot! I can't
talk to huskiese~by Christ (to FAWCETT) He's leaving
un, Fawcetteesl Ho'swes!

DOG, suddenly seeming his advantage,
seizes his pack and makes as if to
leave,
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STUBBs ‘He's doing it, Fawcette--1 Dog, Dog, come dackews
vwe ¢can*t handle the huskies-weDog, Dogl

DOG (stopping) What do you want me for? I'm not gunshot!
STUBB (exhausted) Y¥e just need you.

FAVCET? (mnam, ) You'reeeein with the silence, Dog.
You seem to know ahout it. .

DOG (throwing down his pack with a glad pesture) All rightt
FAWCETTS  Thank Christy ' |
DOG: ' Anywsy, maybe hets deade-emoved to another towneew

anothore=wcivilisationt
STUBB: - Who's *he'?
DOG Long Martin.
FAWCETT:  The petticoat-dealer!
DOG (turning on him ficréely) And you-e-what!il.you live on?

Going back to lavatory-attendsnt in Vancouver?
FAWCETT (stumned) Dogwse

. DOG (relentlesaly) Maybe the hole you drilled through to the
ledies' lavatory is still theref

FAVCETT (staring before him) It was Woleseww

DOGs You didn't stir out of British Coluabia t4ll you was.
turnod twenty-threet And Christ knows who gave birth
to youl

STUBB (laughing suddenly) A tape-wa Fawcett!

DOG (with disgust) Grin yowr bloody head off}

A chot, close by. Thoy jump.

FAWCETI{  They should take that gun cut of his handsf He's
trigger-happy!
STUBB (to DOG) And what about youe<ewhat'll you go back to?

*

STUBB (gontimming) He comes out to do the big prospecting ;iob;-“
sails from Southawpton in a de luxe liner carrying.
toalwe=and they give him a job at the Town Hall in
Wimipeg! A job listening to the assistant sewage-
officer talking big about Eskimos and the king of
Kumasi who painted the walls of his palace with
humen bloody | '
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DOG (quietly) You look ugly when you say that.
STUBB4 I feel sick, more likelyl
DOGt That's disgust at yourself!

They glars at each other,

FAUCETTS I just feel deaBe=etho air feels dead, do you know
what I mean? I can't smell the pine-firs any more
(he sniffs)e-ejust about now you can swell the lake,
usually--evhen the wind changes, as the sun starts
its downward course, as the guy down at Pas used to

Say«—--
The other two contimue to glare at
each other,
DOG (still to STUBB) Why don't you finsch 4¢7? How he took
A wifgews?
STUBB: I was leaving it to youl
DOGs And couldn't do ite-egot halfeway and couldn't do
Jtewn?

STUBB (gorry now) Well, you don't have to blame yourselfeee
Silence.

FAWCETT: There don't seem a reason for doing anything;

(Pointing at the bottle) Even the rye--«it's just
liquid! Eh, Studdb?

P0G (in a driedeup, sucken voice) We'll leave, I'11 tear up
the contract with my own hands}

STUBB (in a whisper) Leave, now, Dog?
DOG: Yon,
FAWCETTD: ¥We won't wait for the mail?

DOG3 Ho,
STUBB and FAWCETT resch out for their
packs, watching DOG for a move.
STUBBs What do we do with the rye, Dog?

DOG (in the came voice &s before) Lock it up.
~ STUBBt We lock the cabin?

DOG: vhat's that?

STUBB: We close the cabin up?
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DOG: No, leave it cpen for the boy. (Strangely) He's.
' young and green:es _ '
FAWCETT (as STUBB takes up his gun) what's the use of guns
' without chot?
STUBB (stram up his pack) They're weapons juat the same.
" DOG watches them listlessly as they
propare their packs again. _
DOGs Dontt forget the frying pan. VWe'll need to cook?

STUBB (turning) what's that?
DOGs The frying psn.
STUBB: Ohi The frying pan, S‘av{cottt

FAWCEDT nods and absently takes it
‘down and begins strapping it to the
back of his pack.

STUBB (hastily) We'll hit the other eide of the valley by

nightfalleswthere's 1ight enoughwe-?

DoOGs . He'll be there~--with his polished white collari
Remerber that!

STUBBs I dan*‘t have to see him$

DOG$ I heard of a man once, he filled in seventy thousand,

nine hundred and forty~two oavelopeni
FAWCETT (turning) -That was Stubbt
STUBB (gtopping his preparations) I used to hate that wallee-

mors than anythinge-it was direy yolloww==and the
way Long Martin used to colghewwsvery day, every

hour of the daywww (he imitates a terrible dry cough)

the wvay he used to put his finger round the inside

of his coliar on the hot dayse-el had to get out, Dog!

DOGt And you're going back to that?
STUBB (helplessly) I couldn®tt
DOGs Ymmtaﬁdngthmhmmotabcutmduatmm

in the sewpge departoente--do you expect me to go
back to that?

Thero is a shot in the distance.
FAWCETT: Ho's further off}
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STUBRB: Haybe he's lost! {To DOGE) We could answer hims.
shots with ours if you hadn't traded our pelts for
rye this morningt ‘

FAWCETT:  That was yeeterdayl We'vo been two dayo without
unshot! .

STUBB: - It was this ﬁoﬁﬁng«-t (But he isn't sure)

DOG (to STUBB) 1'll tell you vhy you won't go to Long Martineew
because you owe hin clone on seven hundred quidi

STUBBs What?

FAHCENT You owe Long Hartin that, Stubd?

STUBB (to DOB) ‘kst? when 7

DOGs The date makes no difference! A couple of thousand
trapping days ngo=ews couple of eternities!

STUBB (dazed) Soven hundrede—

DOG (to FAWCETT) That leaves you, lavatory-msn—--to go back to
your hole in the vallee-alonel

FAWCETT (as if to cover this up) I never heard about Stubd
owing any scven hundred quidl

DOG: Not about long Hartin waiting down in Pas for him,
saying he won't put him in gaol, He'll take him into
partnership sgaine—eon half-pays—= for fourteen yoars,
until Kis balls have shrivelled to the sige of peast
That was Long Martin's own expressiont

STUBBY What would I need that money for?
oGy | To pay your wife for leaving her in the shit twenty
years backweel

A silence during which FAWCETT gazes
at STUBB sympathetically.

8TUBBs The lodgerees:

DOGs There was no lodgerl There was Mr. and Mro. Stubbeee
nobody even looked at her in the butcher's every
morningt

STUBB:. 1 nevor gent her nothing. No money, only lettersi

OGS Tou loft that to Long Martini  That's what you didt

And it piled up until he had you in a corner wheré
you couldn't moved
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STUBB (with sudden deciaiofi) I ain't going downl
DOGs Like hell you ain't}
They listen again. Nothing.
D0G (in a lower voice) Let's go up, no; downt
STUBB (gtartled) Up?

DOGs We'll find another cabin further upl Beyond the vire.
FAVCETT (nervously) It's an ideal ‘
STUEB: Butessbhiitwant

DOG (with a chuckle) Give me that rye, lavatory-ment

FAWCETT hands him the bottle and DOG
takes a drink,

FAWCETT (looking at him affectionately) You know, youtre still
our Dogs You always will bs. It's somsthing a
man's born with.

DOG hands the bottle back to him and
FAWCETT closes it again carefully.

STUBB: He*ll freeze to death up therel
DOGe It 444 me good to trade that ginshotie~e Ifve always
hited guns!

FAWCETY:  You could never shoot!

DOG (indignantly) I used to be a markenan in the war---at f£ive
o hundred yards Ieeel

STUBB3 You wasn't in the wart

FAWCETT (gaging at the bottle he has just closed) I never used
to get real drunke--svon on a week's jag. I always
had one eye opéne-e!

DOGs Like hell you dide=sone lavatoryeeyct

STUBBs We could go to Dave'sew«kip there the nightweeses
what he says about ®oving on---try a town we've
never seen beforal

FAWCETT:  There's lots of towns I wouldn't like to see agains

DOG Fe, tool Vancouver, Winnipogeee! '

STUBB: Eskimo Point, Prince George, Pasi The whole damn lot!
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A shot, close by again. They jumps
They stare at each other in horror.

STUBB3 Suppose he's bringing bad nowseee}
DOGe Sasght
They listen intently.

DOG (in a lowered voice) I don't 1ike the way ho'se—emioving
' ronGene! )

FAWCETT? What?

DOGs Suppose it's not one at alll Suppose it's ceveralt
FAWCETT (frightened) How could that be? ‘
DG Euppose they're signalling---one side of ¢the valléy

‘ to the othere-closing in?
STUEB (uncomfortably) You've bushed}
FAWCETT: Wolve got no gunshot} |
They liston againe
FAWCETT (burstingz out) Is there & price on your head or not?

DOGe What about him? (Pointing at STUBB) He's wanted for
seven hundred quidi  They'd surround a place for that!

FAWCEDT: We're wanted for the war maybee-eshirking the wapewef

DOGE The wor vasewewhen? (He stops, perplexed)
STUBB: Long Martin's too lazy. And he might be deadl
I tell you, it didn't scem like soven hundredews

FAWCETT?S How cuch, Stubb?
STUBB:  Fived grvid !

DOGH "Five'l Five a wesk for thres years!

FAWCETT: 1 never was married, £o I can't ¢6ll! (With his
startled 1 ook)

DOG (burying hic head in his hands) I don't want to be with you
two any moret

STUBBS Ve can't wait for this mail all nightt

Thoy Yiaten again. And again they
relax a little in the silences
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FAWCETT (to DOG) The air feels dead up heres-there's nothing

STUBBs

moving=—-!  (Erightoning himcelf) Haybe ve're
radio-activel Itio got in our bonese~driving us madl

Shut upl

DOG (his head sti)) buried) ‘You're as limp ss a rag!, she said,

'Why the hell did I marry you?--—at that dance I
thought you had a truncheon in your trouserse.snd
now lockl' That's what she saidews
The other two gave at him. They sit
down again. Silemce.

FAWCETT (gquietly) We used ¢o have quite a ritusl round here.

Remember what Dog used to say (to STUBB)?e-wthe stars
have a rhythm, s have we, s has the moon, and it's
the same onel

STUBB (gazing at DOG) Ho used to bless the cabin once a month

with Croek water. Half-anshour's silence at nightfall.
We had some style in our 1ifo then! Look at him nowl

poG (pmrmuring) But you hated me for itl ¥ell, yon've got your

DOGs.

FAWCETT

DO

democrncy nowl  (Suddenly) It's funnyewel was wider
avake thon It've ever been before butews!

¥hat's that?

In the Eskimo trancow—wthat's rightiee (Radisntly)

I sav a new land, a land where she's been leading us
all this timé, you can laugh at Gabriel; you can kill
hor if you Yikee-syoutve done it, you've killed my
dreamsee<but she's leading us thergeeel remember it
Nowe=eYou can call her vhat you likee-wyou can call
her Dave's whore or my little Ashanti Doyeeed

1 swenr you wais dead in that trance, Doge--we tried
your breath on & piecce of glasst

I saw the new londe--right before my cyssewand the
thrée guys sitting theree-vat Gillists Graveww}

FAVCETT (atartled) Gillie's Grave?

DOG

That's where she led them! And they just eat down
ocut of joy and thought they was deadw-=becauss they
was alive for the very first timee=-t They just cat
dorm and died of joyt And one of tho guyse=sItll
nover forgotiewshe was tradling a frying panee-he ran
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maybe ten or fiftcen miles along the rim of 4 hill,
up the trap-line, behind the other guys, I remesber
this frying pen clanging against the trees, it clanged
for tén or fifteen miles, elong the rim of the hillew-
hcmhwebeanstrwsumhemmmha&sm '
constitutiohewwit vt fear that gave him the strength
maybeewshic eyes was popping out of his head!

FAWCETT: I never heard of people 4ying of Joywes

DOG: You'd eay they dded 6f coldwe~thoy reached the snowe

Linseetiisy had nowei (es_gmmn.m
expression) Theyhadmgnnshaem '

STUDBs WYhat's that?
PAWCETT: Licten, Dog, I'd like to go downt
DGt 911 never forget that frying pon clanging slongwes

In the woods, at the rim of the hilll And everything
was 80 ciean, 80 cool, the further you went, the
sounds were 80 cléatuws For fifteen miles! And
ther the snow-linet
FAWCERT (with Mis startled ook, gezing up) Thie 4s the hest
home I ever hedt '
DOG2 He, toot
A shot very cloce by. They jump agnine
STUBBY Hoy!
DOGS Saphl
Thoy listen intently.
STUBB (whispering) He's Just round the cornert

P0G (alss whispering) He can't bet You cantt valk tht'wsh that
bush vithout rustling a Jeaf!

BTUBBs He must have creptewe
They sit quite atmy peering at the doore
DOG (euddenly calling out) Young Dave$ Young Davel Is-that
you out there? (A pause) Come and join ust
. Dead silence.
FAVCE? (in_a whisper) Why should his name be Young Davesew
‘ Juat decause his dad!see
DOGs Itts vint we've always called himl
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STUBB (in en snimated whispor) Dave zever told his son's namot
(to FAWCETT) I réckon I know why, tooleevhe's the
gon of a whorel

FAWCEIT:  Go on!

STUBB: Ay made a mistike one Nighteweshgeeel

DOG (sharply) That's enoughl We don't have scandsl up herel

A twig bremks near bye.

STUBR: Hoy!

They 1isten, their oyss wide.

FAWCETT (otill whispering) He's opying on us} With orders.to
shoot if we try to leawvel '

Do (ca

| Dave!

Thera dan't a sound.
FAWCEDT:  It's the smdgel I threw somo twigs on the smudge
this morningd  (But he is tresmbling)

STUBSS That's where the shot came fropewwthe lact shotli
Gt 1 can feel something's therel

FAWCETT: It's the smudge, I tell youe—sl can'mee the cmokewiw! -
STUBB: It's somehody movingee)
PAWCEIT: It's Young Dave taking the miktwwshs plays the f£o0leww!
(Zrehbling violently) ‘
DOG (sudd ab the top of his voice) Come cut, you son~-ofea~
bitch, come on cutl '
His voice echoes away and thers is dead
silences

STUBB (frantically, to DOG) It's you get's ue laughed at with
your dresmsf

FAWCERT:  Thet's right! (“__w) Remomber when
he hid from the copo owér at Dave's cadin? Ran out
of the dhop with his beard flyinge--Dave's faco fell
8 1iloeest

DOG (shoutinz) Except that you ran with mel
FAVCETT (his testh chattering) What?
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DOGe ¥ith your coatetanils flying!

FAWCEIT: I ran becauss you rani

DOG: Ve all ran topgdthapt!

FAVCETT:  And all the cope ¢id was eit there and play cards,
and we stayed in the bushes and watéhed "em—wfor
three hours or morel And I think thégmeekephues

chucklingt  (His teeth chatter &o mich that ho can

herdly taik)

STURD: That's right! And Dave said on the radio, 'What wes
you scared of, boys?' afterwardet With that 1little
twinklet ' )

They listoen again but pothing moves.
FAVCEDT: It¥s the mmdge, I toll youwes
DOG (calling ocut again) Got the mail, Dave's som?

Silence.

Suddenly there is u chot almost where

they stand.

Thoy ere all chivering violently.
STUEB (clutching hold of DOG) Somebody's movingw-e! (Pointing)

They atand cloze together, gaping at the
cpot the chot came from.

DOG (with a peculiar wild triumph) They've comse=-sto get ust
They're surrounding us, boyst

£TUBBy The seven hundredeest
FAVCETT (with borror) The hole in the walle—i

DG (shouting) Get tho packs on your backs!
They all serasble cver each other trying
to got their packe on, picking up their
rifles, kicking the hottles ovor.
FAWCETT doean*t succeed in gotting his
pack on because of the fyying pan he

_ hag etrapped one
DOGs Haizmer a note on the table for Davew--gn S.o,.s.-—--{
(Diving nt _one of the stors-chests and pulld

a large hammer and come long nodls) A pencﬂ,
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quickl An 5.,0484=wewo're going up the trapline—ee
further upswe! ’

There is another shot, immediately by them,
DOG# @utekt . _
He drops the hammer snd nails and he and
SYUBB dash off, with their packs and gunse
te hear DOG shouts
DOGs They've come to get us, Stubbl
FAYCEIT 4c loft alone, hopelessly
trembling as he tries to get the pack
on his back arid pick up his rifle “ﬁa
the same timd. The frying pan traipaa
FAVCETT (frantically) Stubbt Stubbl  STUBBY
STUBB remppoars.
STUBB (w‘ 2 hodd of his) Quickl
FAWCERD (stil) trying to get the pack up) Stubb, the frying pane
the frying panwssl
STUBB: Come ont ) _
Ho pulle FAWCEIT off, and the last wo
aoe of the latter is the frying panees-
he is trailing his pack along by the
straps, with the frying pan ¢lattering
behind,
FAYCETT {as he poes off) The frying pant
We hear it clanging along behind him,
It dies avay slowly. GEilences
fuskies bark close by, then there is
silence again.
After a long pzuss YOUNG DAVE enters,
a youth of fifteen or sixteen. Ho has
2 gun sdung ovor his shoulder, a amall
pack ond a holt of emmunition.
He 1s cloved and heavily booted.
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: He stma round at ali the disorder,
"~ He takes a thick bundle of letters

out of his pack and puts them on the
table. '
Suddenly a bird flies over: he runs
to the window to take aim but is too
iate.

Then he lezves and tries to close the
door behind him., But there is no lock
anfd it swings on its hinges., He kicks
it closed & second time but again it
swings opona

He resenters the cabin, clearly wondering
vhere %o leave the letters, for fear
t’;zéy will blovw aways. He sees the
hommer and long nadls. With ane mure,
smart stroke he drives a nail into the
letters and fixes them on the tadble.

He leaves in a hurrys The door swinga
bohind him,

There ic silence.
The radio blinks 54,045s

There appesxr ¢o be guite a number of
lettors theres Our attention is
concentrated on them as the curtain

m;s, We cum ol.éu.a.(é’, (/WM,

i i

CURTAIN



