Pe55e Top line of page‘ *Manson Creek' to be altered to
1¢111is's Grave.

Pe65, Insert after lins 5 which ends '...thatl' new lines as
in APPENDIX B attached, beginning 'STUBBs And Daveese!

Pe65e Same page 6 lines down delete 'And' at the beginning of~
FAWCETT'S line so that it now begins 'Daveses’

PeTe 1% lines from bottom '2! to '3! am in STUBB's lines

Pe766 15 lines from bottom *Manson Creeki to become 'Gillis's
Grave' .

Pe77% 11A11nes-dowhb -Instead of DOG's epeech as it stands,
substitute the following liness

» DOG (glso _sho ) There ain't no civilisationmes
it don't exis It's make-believe, you cockroachl
They're all the same as us down there
FAWCETITs TFor a betl You'd been on a jage.. otece

These lines thus replmce DOG's'(taken aback) Fawcett ete'.
P.83. 1Y lines down, STUBB's 'What?' should now read 'When?!

Ps85.. 9 lines from bottom, STUBB's 'Fivel' should now read
Five quid)!

Pe9le Last line of page, please add to 's...f5lls' the words,
'Wo. cam alfeady imagine the rats nibbling them.!
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ST
FAWCETT

YOUNG DAVE
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SCENE:

The interior of a trapper's hut in tho North Vest
Territories close to the Alaskan border, several hundred
miles from the Hackenzie river. There are three simple
beds with pelts thrown roughly over them, and a log tables
no chairg, only store-chests. Throe pairs of m&wahoes
lean against the wall near the door, and there are trappers'
packs. Hanging by the window is a large frying pen, the
only cooking utensil we can see, Apparently, the cooking
is done cutside.

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

Tho only modern object in the room is a field-radio,
in the corner farthast from the door.

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

TIME:

The present.
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D0, STUBB and FAWCEIT are Englishmen. FAWCETT's

parentage ic uncertain, dbut he o certainly Welsh stock, as

we hear froo his accent; porhaps born in British Columbin,
illegitimate. STURB is a ILcondoner by birth; ho worked in a
Ledidon wood=yard until he walked out on his wife. DOG is a
Somerset man, with the characteristic strong bure.

These three men probably came.togesther in one of the
trapper's towns, perhaps Lekimo Point; or in a military area
like Fackenzie Bay where cacusl labour in neededs Or they
may have met in Montreal, befors any of them tock a chance
and ciane northe However they met, & common quality brought
them together: loneliness and lack of ties,

They are on a mission here but exactly what it is even
they don't knows Thore is only a radio conmecting them to
the other side of the valley. They've learned the rudiments

" of trapping to pass the tims, and they try to imagine thome
selves real trappers ©r sven gold prospectors fron fifty or a

hundréd years ago.
Relevant to this play are the following quotations frod

SIR BERNARD 1O0VELL, Jodrell Hank Astronomical Statiom:

'In the cage of certain experisents which are now
posoible the initial steps could produce irremediable
resultBesees

*A modification of conditions in space could influence
the faental conditions of mankindeees

tIt peemn almost thnt wo are moving towsrds the proof of

the old and universdl delief that connected the noon with madneas,®
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INDEX OF TERAS

¥hite-trapping 4s trapping by laying strychnine poisoning,
illiegal becausme the huaky dogs can pick it up. A trapper's
word for treacherous,

mudge 45 a fire 1it near tho hut to keep mzquitaets avays
it =moulders gently day and night.

Cache 46 a structure on poles to koep provisions on, 8¢ that
the pgrirzly bears cen't clisb up and take it at night.

PAS was a famous prospector's etation earlier this céntury;
saloons, whorehouses, a fev shops (for rye whisky). PRINCE
GLZORGE was the same, ESKIMO POINT and CHURCHILL were wherso
the trappers traded their pelts. Badiuc was found at ECHO
PUINT, a5 the ploy says. BARKERVILLE mentioned in Act 11
with ridicule was n shanty town feom the goldrush dayse
pitehblond ore---a kind of goldi assay means to test this ore
in the lsboratory; it cost five pounds in the Twenties.

de Juxe prospectors warc the speculators, not the men who did
the actual prospecting and stoking out of the ground.
vhite~fox~=w the foxes trapped in the enowy regions.

angokok and torngarconkee-terms from Eskimo mytholégy which
are éxplained in the play.

the old tolegraphic trailw--this first telephonic trail in the
W territories was 1aid by trappers, mostly by & Frenchmen on
horseback. Tho flowers mentioned in the play are those

‘nctually to be found theres

cockroach ee-gdapted from tho Italian as slang for priest.
plncer pold in the gravel bars of the yivere--the river beds
wero dradged for gold; plater means the sands or gravel bed
that contained valuable minerals.

ailings.——rofuss fron the gold-dredging.

King Prempel---an Ashanti king on the Gold Coast of Africa
vho massacred peoplo and used their blood for paint.
Gillin's Gravo---where three trappers died in mysterious
¢ircumstances witheut a mark on their bodies, leawing their
hut as describod in the play; a true story.
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STUBBS It's him}

T

It ic late-morning on a cparkiing,

clear dny and light is pouring through
the door.

STUBB and FANCEIT oit on their beds;
their heads in their handos, dosing
gloomily.

£IU0B io swall and round, FAVCETT slim
and clean-chavens FAUCETT's long, slim

- face clways scems startled; STUBB looks
_ round in a gingerly way, like a man cn

the run.

8ilence.

PAWCERT starts, locks townrds the door,
his eyes wido, then rolaxes againe
STUBB open his eyes slowly and staves
at the door, too. He auddenly grads
FAWCETT*s arm, and FAYCETT jumps in a
terrified way. '

They acramblé to tho door. There is

the sound of atops and heavy hreathing,

and of something being dragped.

FAMCEIT: (delighted) Dogt

STURB: What you got, Dop?

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

‘He has a wild and yst abashed look which
mnkes him squint up his eyed frequently.

FANCETDt  (watching DOG &o he dragd the box in) Gunshot?
DOG: (wiping his brow as he lots the box fall) That's right!

STURBS Hlow's Dave?
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STUBB (with his quick hunted look) BSee Mra. Deve?
DOG: Kot

FAUCETTs  lsn't gho there?

be s ¢ Sho's there, I thinkl He talks about horl
§TUBB: there'd you kip down, Dog?
DOGs Dava's. In the shiop, Bohind the grainees

where he keeps the rats}
FAVCETT: You didn't even glimpse hep?
DOGH Velle—-(blinking) I thought I did—oncet
STUBB (warmly) You did? Where?

DOGs Justew-disappearing round the mmt. I thought

s0. (Sitting on the box, still wiping himeelf)
He just calls hor Mree. DavVoeesY think.

FAYCETT (fixirig him with his eves) What's she look like, Dog?

DOG 1 didn't really glixpee heree-just an idet=e= 1like
a feoling, (After a poure) On the plump side,
saybs. (Bursting out) Why couldn't sho come out
and shake sy hand?  (The others look at hinm
syepathetically) Are wo scarecrows or ecmothing?

STUBBt  She tdght have been down the lake. ‘
DOG: She was therel (Pousing sgain) She pust have been

there! He said-—etSce that hut? © That's where
sho ial*
STUBBS Dave gaid that?
jteel Yest
FAVCETT (guickly) They're not narried?
DOGs Married? He said she wis a achooltescher, come from

Vinnipeg, to help him with the station. He nover
clapped oyes on her beforel
5TUBB: But he called her Mrs. Dave!

DOGs She didn't come out and shake e by the hand, that's
61} I know! That's just like hime-~keop her beck
like that, (Panaing) I don't go acroscs that valley
oftenn. It's a twonty-mile hiket A..l ~{ a~ dowy
Reap W The peth — (wake a wasming SoFle
— ) Gewy et /

¢

\
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STUBB: You got suppor all right?

DOGt Oh, yeal Tou know how he is. Orinning all the
time,

STUBB: Did you got the madl?

DOGs (scornfully) Maill Ho, I missed §t. I thought, to

hell, I'wm not waiting all morning for thatt
STUBB: You'd have had to wait two years, maybe!
DOG3 Shit upt

FAWCETT and STUBB cease watching him,

Busky-dogs bark in the distance. Then
it ie quiet again. '

FAYCETT: Daveo's huckicgmes
A pause,

STUBB (to DCG) We knew you was there all right by the dogswew
right to the minute, like alwnys.

DOG nods 4ndifferently.
STUEB (glumly) You didn't mes nobody?
| DOG ahakes his heod like a child,
pouting and almost in tears.
D0G: Mo just left the food outs And a hed. (Lips
quivering) Like a lepery
" BIUSB and FAWCEIT look at him
syopathotically.
STUBB: You didn*t sac him or hear hiw?
| DOG shakes hio head.
FAWCETT: But you got a glimpoe of the dame, you saidl
DOG (blinking doubtfully, unwilling to lot him down) Welleess
FAVCETT (pogerly) Did you?
DOGs I thought I didesss
PAYCETT (with contempt) 'Thought'l

DOG (anprily) They ctick me in a hut five hundred yords awayl
Barbed wire all roundi
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STUBB (in estonichment) Barbed wire?

DOG: 1t oeemed to gleanm--1iko darsd wire}

FAVCETT (his eyes glinting and fescinated) You could have
cravled up--=taken a peek at this dame! (Suddenly
cackling with laughter) - She might hiave fallen in
Jove with your beard}

D0G (leering) I'm tired.
STGEB (half to hirself) Barbed wirdees

DOGs Koll, I"m not sure. (Trying to meke a dofinite
picture) I know ho's got a gun trained on the cabin

door, for when you try end get near him. That's
for certaint -
STUBB (podding) And why olse would he send bis son up hero
" with the mail? He could give it to you himoelf!
pOGs That's rightl
FAUCETT: He don't want you poeking at his damtﬁ lae ‘ -
A pauses,
Suddenly STUBB ymdges FAWCEIT to tell
DOG oomething,
FAWCETT (remembering) It's the fifteenth of July, Pog. I
worked it out,

STUBB (o DOG) Ile snys 4t's election day. I maid I thought
the eighteenth.

DOG (suspiciously, to FAWCETT) thye--you anxious to step
into my booto?

FAWCETT (with his startlied look) Me?
STURBs Is he right, Dog?

DOG: Sure it's election dayl (Again to FAWCEIT) You
never miss, do you?

FAWCETT: It's our constitutionl Ve sgreed on 4tl

DOG: That's not why you remembort
FAGCELT:  why, then?
D0G (turming away, blinking) Jeslousy’

The cother two are silent in o contrite
oY e
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FAVCEST (Suddenly, sniffins) I smell grizelyl

DOG: (half to himeelf) Like hell you dol

S5TURB: They was round lonst night, Doge They near on
climbed the cache,

POGs That's for Fawcett to mendl  (Vithout looking at

 EAWCETT) He'll be fixing a ladder for 'em nextt

STUEB (Jjokingly) They can stamp you to pulp, Fawcett!

DOG (harshly, to FAKCETT) And look at this doorl Iow many
more nights are you going to barricade us in with
anowshoen? And the window! (Turndng away

tiently, since FAWCETT shows no aien of s

STUBB: Remenber that simmer we sav steaa coming up from a
hole, it was after a thaw, it must have been the
spring, and Dave jumped straight down into a

grizzly's lap?
DOGs And the grirzly didn't even wake up!
FANCET? (waling up suddenly) Well, 8o Dave seys, but Dave's
& bloody liari '
DOGs He's kopt you in provisions for s couplo or three

years, sweotheart, and hamn't overchargeds You
i 2
take the name of the Provider in vain and hi might
not provide any more.
FAYCETT: Well, I reckon he don't do it for nothing.
DOGt We all do it for nothing.
STULS: Ve got nothing, that's truel

DOG (still o FAWCETT) He showed you how to meke a cache. He
taught you all you know, How to streteh the pelts.
Lay the traps. Clean your guns. Ksep a smudge
against monquitoen, What's wrong with thutee-did
you want his blocd as well?

STUBB (to DOG) But he couldn't intreduce you to his wherel
There is silence. Then DOG gets up
woarﬂy.

DOG CuKel  let's get it done witht
The others rise as woll.
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S'I‘UBBa As 4f wo G3An'S Jnowweed

DOG (gutting him short anypeily) Welly if you know, waive the
formalitieseembut m'a hin (indicating FAYCETT)

to contend withi
STUEB: OuKey QKoo
DOG: ¥all, get it dono uth-»uixo'o chairmean?
STUBRB: Fawcetts

FAYCEIT: It'a always nes Because I get no votess OJKiewe
& chow of confidence for me, by raising the hende

fle waits, dut neither of the-other two
raises his hand,
FAWCETT (threatening) Why, you mean coupie Of et
DOG Got on with 1td
FAWCETT: For Stubbs. A chow of hsndas,
DOG raisces his hande
FAVCEIT (reluctantly) For last year's Dogt & show of hands,
.Only STUBB raises his hands  PAWCETT
keeps his amms firmly at hio side,
pOG (g; wordnz ot him) That's ono for Stubb and ong for Deee
80 you decidel Btubd's our Dog, is that it?
(FAUCETT hesitates) Well, come onw=e! It's Stubd

you wenity  (HE_and FAVCEIT stand gloring et sach
other) I'1l give you ten sccondst What's it to be?

At last FAWCEIT raices his hand,
still m at DOG.

DOGs Thank youl
STUBR: Just what I saidtl .
PAVCETT (to DOG) VWas I going to vote him Dog (memning STUBB)?

DOCe Dontt blams me for it, that's alll (Sii;gm down
again) It'o circumstances}

FAVCETT: 1'Ve nsvar seen you raise your hond for me, that's
Amx

DOG: (mildly) - You're power=hungry, Fawcett, that's whyl You'd
be starving us of fires &t night and keeping the
pelts to yournelf if we mnde you Dog.
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FANCETT: And vhere did you get your cucation--~at the
" | Jeux
ghorehouso reading-room down at Pas?

DoG: Chy listen to thate-shots bittert listen; if you
want to de Dog take ite--i'll call you Dog a
hundred times a deyee-but that wouldn't de free
alection, would 4t7?

FAWCEPD? (quistly) O.K.. O.K.y §ou're Dogs

STUBR: The samo every year (with a sighit

They relox again, yawnixg, scratching
themselves; gazing befora them,
Suddenly thers is a distant shot from
across the valloy.

DOG (jumping up furiously) She's shootin', for Christ's sakel
Dave's whore$ like & mant (Turning to STUBB)

She's laying trap-lines like a mane=wyet she couldn‘t

cghake me by the Handews} -
STUBB: 0.K.y take it easyl
DOGs Whatts sohe shootin' ateeegan you tell mo that?

STURS (with a wink et FAWCEIT) A timbere-wolf.
DOG (taking him msriously) 4 timber-wolf, my arset So that's
how it's going to bo fyom now on—e-showin' us she's
. therel A woment 1In trouseral Talkin' with m gunt

There is oilence while he stands
glaring across the valley, with a very
slight bewildernment in his sugor.

STUBB (looking away) You're bushedeew

DOGe *Wosn'l It's novhere I can seel  It's Just rolls
of fatt

FAYCETT (with immedinte fierco intsrest) Is that how sho looks?
(DOG_shrugs) I think she's thin, with glasses Oh=ee
(Gazing before him)

STUBBs And I think sho'see=fatticlies=I agree with Dogeew
fattich with 1ovelywe

PoGs That's enought (Contemptuoucly) Stop thinkingee
thinkersd (Striding up and down) That's no womand
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DOG: (Glancing across the valliey ac if it had contradicted him)

PAVCETD:

A wonon carries her flesh, well, (quietly) like a
kind of angel. Like we wus reading about, ronecber
(looking down st STUBB and PAWCETT)?

1t's alvays angels or somethingt Angels are men,
anyhowe

poG (furning on him) They'ro any sext

FARCEIT:  Angels? Thoy're boyst

DOGs Tell hin, Stubbl

STUBB: 1 seen to remember they'rs both. Gabriel, like
we was réadinge—-was he a he or a she?

FAUCETT: A be. '

-STURBS The two fallen angels, that stapted up hell, was
women, I soem tO romexber.

DOGs (striding apain) Women! I've ceen women in my day---i
{To FAWCETT) Rémember Flaming Ethel down at Pas?

FANCENTs Do 1%

D0G (Lo STUBB) Sho used to kesp the most miniaturest revolver

PAUCETT

87UBB:.

DCa
FAWCETT S

DOG

youtve éver seen in her stocking, and she never took

it oul, it was there ali the time and you had the

Poeling it might go offewsi Remesbér that?

That's rightt '
Silence, as they think about this,
sailing.

I alvays ussd to think you got like tho air vhen you

cane up harée-wclear all the way through, like you

nsoe Dave's cabin of n morning on the other side of
the valloy, like a ploce of canvas. (A pause)

Did you think so, too?

ﬂﬂj (Another Eﬁm ) !QB, I did.

So dia X,

And it Gidn't happen. Va're gotting bushade—- a
bit more every dayeee ' o

8o what keeps you hare?  (Glaring at them both)
You're a couple of lame duckel You'rs lousy diunksl
You sit et a table with a couple of pints of rye in
your guts and dacausc the dice says six youe~-uccchi
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£UURB: You dia the same,

PAVCEIT: In fact, you 1a1d the bet.

DOG (sgtating thew) *You 1aid the bet, you laid the bettwee
I alwoys get thatl You had 4t in your faces, you
couple of white-trapping lice=meyou asked for that
sixt '

FAMCEY? (to STUBB) Listen to thatl

oG You think you're strong---whnt's strong sboist signing
up for voluntary laprinonsent for five yonriwes
without a prison, without s gentence, without a crime?

ETUBB (uncomfortably ) It takes strengthwe-donft 1t?
DOG: lioy it's Just pighoaded and proud, that's vhatl
It'c just conceit! And when you get back to Pas
and plant yourself in Amy's whorehouse and don't
nedd your trousers for A WoeKewe)
STUBB (lgughing) That's goodl ‘ .
Doas Vho's going to look at you? Who's going to rememhor?
¥ho'll even lmow your name? Can you tcll pe that?

Will Amy be there? They'll all be deadl Tho
salocn won't be there whers you throw the dicel

*Mve years'y
FAVCETT: That'a the beauty of it.
DOG: That's righte--talkk t0 me about besutyl

FAYETT: There won't be anybody there. Nobody'll remerbere
Theére'll just he us, .

poes That's right, thinkert |
PAYCETT:  There'1l just be our ldves, like eigning your name
in water, as somebady said down at Pas when I was

prospecting,
D0G! That's §t, that's itt
FAUCETT:  Just between yourself and God, if you follow mel
DOGs Oh, I follow you, I've been following you for near

on three yearse--(bsllowing at the top of his voice)
.tut I want sowe ROISEe--gome real ROISE, do you hear
me, not your voices any more~--aome HOISES
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Theré is snother ahot in the distance..
DOG gapes 4in the direction it ¢camo from.

- STUBB: You got your noiso, mate (with a wink at PAWCEDT)Y
DOG: Wnat dose she men~—? (I stops, trying to pussle
sowething out) : §

STURBS You're buched.
PAWCETT (with a sigh) Bvery election day thera's something

crazyt
. DOG (turning on him again) And that's becouse of me, I
A supposel (Bcornfully) Electing me Dogl Vhat a
nared

STUBB: It was your names We'll mpell God the wrong way
round, you said.

FAVCETTs You've certainly boen thatl God the wrong way

roundd
™ DUG (pquinting at him danperously) Meaning I'm the devil?

FAVCETT? (with foar) I aidn't mesn exactly thatt

STUBB (to DOG) He means like he said tho other night.
DOGs Yhat was that?

STUBBS About yeu running messages between God and us.

DOG (appensed) Oh, thatt (Locking out aeross the valley egain)
There sdght be momething in that., -

A paune,
% STURR: Can you soé the flag?
DOG: Ro.
STUBRs Put your telescope up.

| DOG (quietly) Why, who's going to write you mail?
/)
Gk’ STUEB: It vas that st lotteree-lee

poG (Uith & ﬂiﬂ!} Q&Ko" 0K g e
- FAWCETT: There we got

. ETUBB (almost in tcers) vhat's she have to rudb it in £6r? She
don't have  to writel It makas me thinkesw of the
kitchen, where's she sitting. And hereeefronteds
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FAYCETT (mournfully, as if they'd heard it a hundred times

before) Ohl
S‘"‘UEB {in tears) what am I doing here? I don‘t remesber
' what happonsd?
’? PAVCETTt: A cool son-of-asbitch happenedt
5TU8B (in a strange reasoning way) He vasn't cool, matese-
he was on tho same Danchewe
DOGs Yes, yesl
SYUBB: He used to give ench otherees
DOGs west amoko st toatimel® (With disgust) Oh, Christl
STUBBs Yo didl

DG (to himealf himmlf) Five yearsz (cx

’———-———-—"""’"’_

b both of them) And

where's it going to get ymx'a z'n un FOU Whorgwa«w
whare it got the boys at Gillis'a Grave, down at
Manson Craek}

FAYCETT (with his startled look) What's that?

OGS
7 FAWCETT:
DOGH

FAWCETDT:
DoGs

STUBBS
DCGs

STUER:
POGs

Raver heax?

Kof,
Thaye wan & coiple of trappers—-ethey'd been trapping
ten years or more. Found dead, sitting up egainast a

T

they was nearly covored over with autumm leaves, they'd |

been sitting there a long time, 211 winter longwe-

i
!
couple of treas, each cide of a dead fire, froze stiff, ’
|
|
}

Yes, I think I heardewee

There was & rusty frying pon by the fire. A fow
yarﬁaontberomtheatherm—-
Thare wan three?

That's rights lHe was leaning againat a tree, too.
Him rifle was cocked, none of tho bullets was fired.
Not a mark on their faces, Just sitting there.
Their hut wvis a couple of hundred yards up the hill,
The door was swinging open. Thore was & bundie of
letters nadled to the table,

what did the letters sxy?

|
|

1

|
|

Thay was eaten by rats. ' /j

’_______/"ﬂ-f : |
foo Blurt-
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That's the way to go cute-elike Flaming Ethel used
to say down at Pas, 'Just sit and fall asleep't

S1UBS (to DOG) They could have got come white bait in thedr

FAVCEDT:
DOG:

FAVCE D
DOGs

Loodw=mgirychnine kina straight offe.

How do you get white dait in a frying pan?

A poose comes along and gots truppedee.

¥hat? Wotild you cut up a moose you hadn't shot?
My mght heve beon desperatetl

In thoe middle of sunmer? ¥ith a1} the fish in the
1nke? '

Ohy this wos. cuimer?

How else would they be sitting out there=how clse
would they bs going elong the traps at all? It's
only nuts like you who stay out in the wintertime
and have to have the frostbite rubbed out of their
fingeral

CTUBB (to FAWCETT) And how chout the lettors? How did they

0

got nailed on the toble if thoy didn't know somothing
baforehond?

That's rightt

FAWCETTs  Becatine thoy didn't have any rat-food and the rate
had to eat gometrdnst (He cuckles with lau

P0G (with diegust) That's why you're never Dogw-wl

FAYCEIT:s  why?

DOG Because you ¢an't be deimedwwell sericust You've
got thet cackle at the end of everythingeee
(imitating him) hal hal hal I I do go bushed,
4t'11 be your long face sent noel

PAWCETT: You was btushed bafore you ever oet foot in Prince
Ceorge, matel

DOGs I was tazhed to sot foot in Amy's vhorehouse ond get
to know gyoutl

STUBB: He and lLong Martin had just sold two hundred fox at

Fskimo Point for eighteen hundred dellars, romenber
that?
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DOG (relaxing) You could have got double the price ot Churchilil
STUBB: ¥e was in a hurxyl '
FAWCETT (o STUBB) You and Long Martin must have lookod &
stream together, setting the trapse-sthe long and
the chort of 4tt :

STUBB (comically) 1 have my dignity.
PAVCETT: You need it, matel

DOG The biggest Jst~down I cver had was when they found
‘ el st Echo Pointe I must have walked over that
ground sdout £4fty thousand timest It took five
pounds to have s bit of pitchblend ore assayed in
those days dnd I Gidn't have ftees] didntt even have
& couple of centst That was & big rush, Fidorado
Gold Mine shares wenit up to eighteen shiliings a
chaxel They all came in seroplanes, all tbe de luxe
prospsctorsi
S4ldnce,

FAICEMT: Did you say Dave's whore has rollc of fat?

DoGt  That's it}

FAWCETT: From jJust & glismpee?

DOO (with & wink et STOUBB) X can tell from the way she fires

a gt

5TUBD: Ha$

DG Thet's not tall and ¢hind That's a ny
dominsering type of woment

FAYCETT: Yen?

DOG (with suthority) In any case, she lays white trape.

" FAWEIT (guddenly rojecting this) 7o hell with yom! Just

becauce you found a dsad fox from last winteri

DOGS On her linel

FAYCETTs  What does that prove? CSupposo Young Dave ladd 4t?
: 1 wouldn't gut it past ksl ‘ ,
DOGy ‘ Itts a greenhorn's trick, that's whyt Young Dave
knows better than thati
SYUBB (to FAWCEIT) What's wrong in a vhite trap anyway?
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DOt vhat?

STUEBs I'm gatting to think it's better,

DOGS ¥ell, listen to that-e-he!s boen trapping and
stretching pelts for three years and he suddoenly
gets humanel

STUBBS You know 1t yourself, mato--ethe animels suffer, thoy
bite off their legs, they atarve to death, thoy're
oatan alive by thelir own kind, sitting in a trep like
thot. I rockem a roal men don't do that, for money

or anything elses
DG (guspiciously) 5o that's it? I've heard you use then

words befirem=- (Sguinting at him) Yousee
5TUBB looka questioningly at FAVCEIT.
FAMCETT (go STURB) He means ‘¥oal man's

STUED (blinking st DOG) What?

PO (5412 smouldering) Should we all be sitting down in
' Hontres). uriting accountses-in that it?

STUBB: Ve conld rum mink farmecemdiite-fox farmes It's
DG Tho pelts eren't so goodld

STUBB:  They gell a1l rightt
A aillence, Guring which DOG continues
to squint his eyes dungerously at STUBB,
’ who begine to look uncowfortable.

DOG (guistly) I'm pot quite a real mmntee-is that At2
FAVCETT: He Aldn*t oay thatt

DOGs I know wint's in your mindl-  (Grips hold of the rifle)

You moan I'n a pouf, eh?
FAKCETT: Drop thath

STUUB has his oyes fixed on the min 4n
& torrified way,
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STUBB: Dogen=
Suddenly DOG picks the rifle up as if
to point 4t end STUBD dashef'to his
foet,
FAWCETT ($rying to reach over) Drop itt
DOG 1ifts the r4flc and begins to
cight 4t calmly: STUHB i tresbling
all over.
STUBB (yunning) Dogl Dogl Stop him, Fawoett, for Chrict's
sakel
e soes DOG taking aim and in desperation
doubles himsclf up on the flocor, chowing
’ hioc dbehind, moaning and tresbiing. DOG

takes adm on his behind, FPAWCEIT
vatches him with horpér,
FAWCEIT: Dog, you can’twee You can'tews
Just at the moment DOG 45 about to puld
the trigger there is anothar shot from
_acrons the volloy, but closer, STUNB
lots out a scream, taking himself as
shots
STUBBS Oh, Christt Oh, Christi (Holling over) He's got
me, Fawcett, oh; Christ} '
D0G lowers his gun elowly, watching
hin in a fascinated way, hie heed on
one side, FAUCEIT also watches him,
5TUBBY Hets dono 1t, ho's dono ity oh, Chriet, I know he'd
do 1t one day (crying)t
OG c¢reosps over and touches S5TUBB o
the behind with his foot.
ETUBB (taldny At as gnothor blow) Ohy noy for Christ's sake,
Rowe=wnd More, matel
FAWCEIT (quiotly) Get up, mates e didn't fires
STUBB locks up, satoniched. DCG is
towaring over him,



-

oty c&\, hate dons 3.1:. wa done 1t8 W
as STUBB d4d) Oh, Christ, ch, Christ, I knew :'d do
Aty ohy Christt (cackling helplocaly)

STURG: There's no need to mock,

DOGy (watching him, but sbashed) I Just radse my g and you go
ko thatt -

STUBD:  Well, you have dene it befors, sates (Gaumly snd
reproachfully) And a gun's a guny you knov,

FAWCET? (pointing at DOG) Loak, he's anhamedt

STUBB (walking away)  So he should bel

FAWCETT:s That's the firet tice you've aet your sights on him,
Doge And yet you're suppossd £o be responsiblst

P0G (imply) Have sncther electiem, then, .

STUBB (to hideelf) Blimwoy$ I thought that was the end of
Joeo Stubb all rightd .

D00 (W You're suggestible; that's all, watel

STURBY But you was pointing & gun at met

FAWCETTS That'as 4it.

DOGH I wouldn't have fired.
FAVCERT:  You near oh 44d$ I saw youl
DG (docisively) I won't stand for nomination again,

FAVCETT: Listen to itwsupridowss

' A pause Quring which they all stare
nou: OuKes I'm sorry, then.
STUED: Th-t’annrishb-«- x'amwi:omamw

hwmmmwmpmwMenaﬁmpm
A whole pack died of stryclmine down &t Menson Creek
ten yoars boek. .

STUBB:  Shat I owid: breed your suimels instend. Don't let .
Yam run wild and then trap, ‘
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A pause.

DOG (in @ hesitant way) Did you notice something? She's

FAWCETT:

P0Gt

FAWCETT:

2.4 ¢ H

FAHCEIT:
DOG:
STUBB:
FAGCETTs
DOG
FACCETTs

getting to ceo ay cide of things?
The other two gaze at him in silence,
Vhat's that?
¥ho's che?
Dave's whore.
What do you mean?-

She fired off just when she should havee--did you

notice that? (As they stare at him) All right,
1ookatmeaaif1mcrazy!

¥hat are you talking sbout?

she fired to stop me firing.

You arc bushed, you Knowwes

tho's the *thinkor' now?

That'c no;*, thinking, 4t's plain facts}
Oht

DOG (to STUBB) She fired to stop me killing you.
FAMCETT (with an amused glance at STUBB) ¥elleees

DOG3

I'm not suro, mind youmew}

STUEB (to DOG) You'ro better in the winterrtime, mate——

0OG:

not so jurpye.
tell, it'a true. It's the angekok in me, I euppoxe.
(Seeming to hope umttngvmmmmt the

word means) That peanSeeces

STUEB (mechonically) ‘Medicine man'.

DoG:

That's right. It was the longest apprenticeshdp

"1 ever served, The hardest, teo. then tho Eckimo

feols he's been called he rotires to a lonely placew—-

I chono Carlylo Straet, Wimipef——I didn' hardly

cpeak to a living soul for two years nor fOreee-l

prayed and fasted until the Torngarsock appeared «
FAWCEZT and STUBB both rocite the noxt
sentence with him, as if they know every
vord of his narrative. '
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| "  D0OG:
) Arr weesde

fo kvt 7 DoGi

2%

sesesethat's the éz-eat whito bear.

It camo up in front of the iron bedstead., Yot X
wasn't ourprised. He did evorything thoy said, too.
He ate me up and vomited cut the pleces, and theso
formed togothor again, and the great white bear
disnppeared. Thoy gave me a wife, ond I used to do
all their healing. I owenr ¥ had healing powers.

STUBBs Did you use the wife? '
The radio begins blinking red, a
device for v_uhen it is unattended.
> DOG: Not me. 1've seon a few white men go native! X
- didn't want the lice picked out of my hair! And
the stench of those pelts in the igloogeww! I nover
STURB: As long as you dom*t go into that Eskimo trance
againee-gh, Fawcott?
~ . FAVCETT:  I'11 sayt
< STUBBs Last time you looked like deadl
DOG (quictly) We've boon known to dieess
STUBBs It lasted all daye--scarcd the balls off mel You

conldn®t answer the radio for twonmty-four hourst

FAVCETT (geeing the radio) Hey, it's showing red, Doge

DOG (with a scowl tovards the radio) Leave it bel

FAWCET? (to STUBB)

STURB:

FAYCETTS

it's Dave
wanting to epologise. ‘'I'll be up for a gume of
cards, bhoysi'=—eho's beon procising that for near on
three yeoarsl

The radio cesses to blink.

Remember that old tolegraph trail in the
Arctic, ond all those flowsrge-ethe blue lupina,
saxifrage, forget-me-nots, yellow Arctic popples?
Fo radio there! You had to lay it all hy wirel

That's rightl

‘Flovers'l (In @ leg-pulling way) what did you

 dow=wnigko posies?

That's iti

A pausc.
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XG (looking round) It'e funny---I expected her to fire thent

FAVCEIT:  Why?

DOG (with & chrug) I dan't know!

STUBB (to PAWCETT) She's the voice of his consciencel
Bocauso he eneered at yowr flowerst

DOGE *Conscience'y

They listen, But nothing happens.

STUBB (to DOG) How do you fast at Carlyle Street, Winnipeg, Dog?

FAWCEIT: He means he didn*t eat, he only dranke) (with MG J
cackloe)t

DOG (disregarding him) I used to have water for breakfast.
If you eat nothing first thing it ahrinks the stoméch.
Then dry bread and water for Ginner. Or unsalted
potatoens. Then I went on a jag Saturday and Sunday.
It ucually took fourtesn hours' sleep to dring me
rounds A jag never had less cffect on mo in oy life.
That was the fagting. I'11 tell you somesthing about
foasting, I mean when you don't eat o thing for a
couple or more weeske, only drink vatoprwe

Again PAWCETT and STUBB recite with hin.

ALL3 «e+81) you discaces come out backwards.
FAYCEYT (with sudden surprise) They do?
DOGs That's right. You get o touch of all the dissases

you ever had, starting from the last one you had to
the firgt one when you was a baby. I started with
a doso of clap and ended up with nappy-rashi

Thelaugh. But FAYCETT's cackle

spoils DOG's fun.
FAVCETT (otill cackling) That's difficult to believel
DOG: It's truol Ask anybody who's fasted. It purges

you 'right throughe. Asl: any of the shipwrecked
fellows, they'll tell they didn't even want to eat.
The trouble's eating again, you don't want itt

STUEB: = You get out of the habit, 1 suppose.
A shot, from the game distance.
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D0G (fisrinz up) HNoweee! (Taking the shot sc a challenge to
his truthfulness)

FAWCETT and STUBEB gaze at each other.
FAYCEIT (with a wink gt STUBB) Vhat did that one moxn?

DOG ie gaging acrogs .the va_liey with
his mouth open. '

DOG (%o himself) Vell, I did want to eat, I suppose. I wanted
@ jog--=houw's that? Hot oxnctly food, but.a

prolonged jegs {Addressing the vailey) Now is that
all right? , ‘

STUBB (to FAKCETT) Liston to 1tt

DOG (st1l) addressing the valley) I wanted a jag=—-to=wspurge
myself. It was part of the fast. I wantedew
(insipidly) well, a carnival, release of the spirit -t

A shote.
DOGs The devil-==? Vhys youwee!

The others ait staring at him,
DCGs But it's truge-eit'gee- (Ho stope) |
FAVCEIT: (anothor wink at STUBB) 1Is it true?

DOG (wearily) No. I just wanted a jag, that's ald. Just
to got disgusting drunk and flop out on & bed. Like
suicide for half-a~dnye '

Ho steares emptily before hime They
listen. Silence,.

FAWET?: That scemed like the trutht
STUBB: You're bushedl
DOG (gagerly) I*ll try an exporiment, I'llewe (Staring across

the walley) '
STUBB (ecared) Kesp your hand off that gun, that's alli

DOG 111 seo 4f wo're tuned) .
PAYCETT:  What? '

DCG (specking 4n the direction of the valley) Fire=eein ten
BOCONABw——. X .

STUBB:  Heyl (Supcrstiticns aroused)
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FAYCEPT: Gashl  (He quickly reads his watch) Fivewe-t
Sivwmanl

Thoy listen. A shot.

DOG (excited) that was thatw--ams that ton seconds? God
abovel V¥ho's bushed now, eh? '

FAWCETT:  About seven seconds,

P0G It's near enoughl Wake up, Stubbeesy
STUBB (with dispunt) Oh, Chrictee-

DOG (to_the valley) Fire when I sayw-=(furning to PAHCEIT)
Yho wap that in tho bidle-reading lact nightee«?

FAWCEDT: EBh?

DOt The guardian angele--~the one who brings pesaceee-
you sajd oshe was a man and Stubd said she vas a
WOmAR el ‘
FAYCEIT: ©Oh, Gabriel!
A shot,
DoG: That's 4t (Juwping up and down) By Christ, I
didn't mean hef to be thiat e¢xacteseleww]
STUBRB (o_t_x_am his head) Look at It, Just look at iteww
poa: That's the word I meant-«eI meant her to fire on
Gabriglew-t
A shot.

ETUBB:  Blimeyl

DOG (beyond himself) That's 4t! That's it Oh, Christ,
thet's it} ‘

FAWCEIT (wary for the first time) Listehe—syoir'd bettoer atope-e

DOG: Cabriolt (A chot) Gabrielt (A shot)
FAVCEIT (frightensd) Now shut upl
DOGe Gabeewl

FAMCET?  eese Shut upl Do you hear me? Sput upt
DOG (panting) O.K. Buteewdén't say I'm wrong! Eh?
(to £2URB) vho's wrong about the shots?
PAVCETT: Just cala dowmt  If it's true or not dai't make
any difference-—-just calm downi
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Silence. They gaza before them and
gradually caln returns.

PAVCETT:  That'seeeimpossidleeml : - _ :
G‘L'M,(AA GCriant
DOGs Inmposaible? I told you the atory of Honson Créekews
strengo things hoppen up hercewi
FAVCEIT: O.Key O.K.8

DOG (stil)l excited) =lotters caten avay by ratéw— not a mark
on their bodiese--door leaning opent

STURB: That's funny wo should have taliked adout Gabeee!
FAWCETTs Ssshi
DoGe vhat?
STUBBs (e |
FAMCETT:  Stubb!
STUER (almost whicperinz) Gabriel.
A shot. Ho jurps.
STUBB: Blimey?
DOGs Therel
STUBE (to himeelf) Dlimey-—-
DOG (to FAVCEDT) Don't talk to ae about impossidle after thatl

FAVCEYT (trembling) Well, just don't lot's say that word again,

that's alll

DOGs why not? I thought you was silence's best f¥iendt
Until it happens! Like the storm on the lokeww=}

FAWCETT: Don't say thatt

DOG: Just a littds vaveewwt

FAUCETT {(plonding) No, pleasél

STUBB (to DOG) Leave him alonol

FAVCELT: I did 211 I couldl lem=t

STUBB (o DOG) You've done it nowl

DOG (quietly) OuKey OuK.y I 414n't wean iteew

FAUCEIT (almost in tears) I could hear her crying! Thoy oay
you can't chout when you'ro drowning but she didl A
kind of a long ¢all, like a moan or a crooning noice,
like an Indian callinge-- ghe went up and down in tho
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FMCRITY

ETUBB:
TAWCETT

DCOs

FAUCETT:

STUBB¢
PAICETT:

264

watepr-=eghe lost her foothold, you ceoe--she was
being taken further and further offesewell, I'm ,
Just standing there-e-l just start ¢o wade in with
ny hands stretched out, can you imogine that?ews
what a thing to dol And she was fifty yards awayt
ind 1 couldn't ewime~sthere I was otvetching out my
handgeemt

12 you couldn't swioe-wthore's nothing to be ashamed

Ofm

L ('1 -

Put I was a0 ashamed: Then all of a sudden the
13feguard came down with a boateeit was off X

Vancouver Islondwei

You said a lake?

Vancouver Islaend, I saidd And he pushes the boat
out-=he takeg hold of her armus and pulls her ineee

I never secn a 1ife saved ao easyt Ile even rowed
with one handf And all I did was stand and watchi
She was thine--with glasses onewe

Vancouver Island'y They all come here with their
dreams---oxpect the air to wear ‘em downw--but it don't!
¥olly God forgive me, that's all! In three years of
gilence you'd think he'd have spokent

¥ho?

Gods

STUBB (with a twinkle) He just ain't talkative, matetl

DEGs
TAVCETT:
DOGe

FAXCEITS

pOG:

He's talketive oll right to them wvith ears!
Meaningewe=?

You've been on meny a jag since your cockroochedays,
Fawcett, and you haven't asked forgivenesa for theml

It's O.K. for yous You was never in the cloth,
1 beliove?

Cloth be dammedt Cloth don't change a mant

STUBB {with sly humour) What's wrong with a cockrosch having

6 drop ofews?

FAUCEIT (persuasively) It's a mienion! It's a trustl That's

whyl And I fafled the trust! Can't you goe that?
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CTUEB:  You wasn't cut out for the 1ife, mate, that's allt

DUG (reminiscinz pleassntly) Remesber we used to fish of a
Sundayw--regular-twtalke o boat on the lakoew-havo
the days ail murked upes-Monday £or washings
Toesdays for tho cachee-wWednasday the polts and
Dave's store--=those were early dayst

STUBS: That's rightl

FA¥CETT (peflecting) I used to run & communion-class and a child
asked me once, ‘WYhy can't wo sce the reat of God's
body?t I sald, '¥hat do you nesn?', and he said,
e can see Cod's face in the moon, why can't we ece
the rest of hia?* And do you know vhat 1 oadd?

DOGs No?

FAVCETT: I sald, ‘What you ase io the face of a man, your
own face, reflectod in tho moon.?

STURDS I thought God was a coppor vhen I was a kide Tho
night vas his dark-blus uniform, when he came up
close, to see you was all right when you wiis asleep.

DG (to FAWCETT) And now you know better?
FAWCETT: That's yight. HNow I know that that child was right.

»

A pause,

STUBB (in & matter-of-fact way) A policeman came to tho door
ond he said, 'I hear you've been getting violent?!
And I eaid, 'Oh?' e &aid, 'Yes, the wife's been
down to the station, she says shs wants protection.’
I told him about the lodger, with his long black coat,
and he said they’d drop the case. All I did was take
my belt cff, show her the belt. But her going down
to the station finishod me. It was like the fireplace
walking out of the back door, I've never felt wvamm
eincel

FAVCETT: Thore's a Judas everyvhere.

STUBB: I couldn't go back nows I'd be——sicki That

: fireplace with tho 1ittle black bars in frenteeethe
way the clock ticks of a Saturday afternodtie-my
waistcoat used to cmell of wood shavings, from the
mill, it used to get in wy hair. (RMMQ@
othera) You've saddled yourselves with this for life.
Dying can*t be much different. ¥ou can't go back now, .
e g Slset g~ demd . (nd  halty 'd € Tle
WAeT



DOGs

FAVCETT:

FAYCEIT:

DOGs

FAWCETT:
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There's alvays & wonon in it. Not womenwesjust

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

towards the valley) There she i sgain---tho ocomo
QU

%ho do you reckon this Mrs. Dave 487

She come fron Winnipeg-e-that's all Dawve said.
She's zo brainy she's evil, he said, and wery handy

_with & gunt

Becaune there was a schoolteather down at Pas,
toowwwhad & big let-down in love, so Long Martin
cold. Suppose thic ia her? '

Long Martin®e a liar, FHe's alao the biggest pimp
in tho North West Territories. He runs threoe
whorehounes in Part Churchill alone, to my knowledge.

That's what he caid, anyhoweeeshe had a big love-
hitch. '

STUBBE -(to DOG) acmmmvhmwemmctmtowm.

DOGe
5TUBBs
DOG
STURBS

;mss

BSTUBBt
BOGH

that's all I know!

But he found trapping wac slow monoy---he necded a

lot of hot momoy, illegall
That's no proof he's a plap,
Atk Davel  Flaming Sthel told him over at Past

Over at Pas-s-thit's whero tall stories are hatcliedl
Down at Fort St. John or Hudson's flops you don't hear
of whorehousest

Flaving Ethel says he pulled out a wad of fifty-
dollar billew=ethrew 4t atross the tablowe-said keep
it! You don't got that trapping!

You get it dicing.

She asid he didn't touch thé cards all week. Ho
was locking round for white traffic all the time.

8he told bim, keop off my giris. That's a pimpt

FACEIT (eagerly) 1 feel like slipping across the valley

tonight and knocking at her cadin-door. She might.
throw oo the kny"l‘_ Thog I'1l oclip 4t ineee the key
I mweant '
He cackles with loughter. DOG looks
at him with dicguste FAKCEIT's
-~ laughter subsides and he begins looking
" surreptitiously at his pack on the ground.
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DOG (watching him clossly and talking to STUBB) I do belicve
‘ he's sorious, by God!

FAWCETT (hesitantly) I thought for & nightesele—

DOGs You'tll suy here! We'tre not having a week of
vailing ond gnashing of teoth, is that right, Stubb?

STUBB:  That's pight. '

DOG: 12 you want a jog go down to Pas and stay theres a woekewe
break your batew-but you're not turning this valley
into your vicarogewewi

FAUCEIT: Vicaragel (Starting towards him) Youwwe!

DOAs . watch itt

FAVCETT (drawing back becaune of DOG's grim look) All I wanted
to do was tell you what she's liket

DOGs Go down in the daytime, feast your eyes and come back.
But we're not having you try and get us to turn your
hands with flaming logs and Christ knows what OloGeee
tie your hends up snd whip your becksidewesaling soil
a1l over your facewe-no, sirl

STURB (to DOG) Remewber him putting a sack ovér his hendew
that's vhat he thought sackecloth and ashes wasl
Blimoy, you ought to have seen his facel '

FANCETD (to DOG) I noed a jagt

DOa: You moed the reamcrse after, too. Bub you're not
getting it up here, Not while I'a Doge You want
to break the bot, go down and break it, stay at Amy's
for & couple of weeks, che'll give you plenty to
goach your toeth about, and a dose of somcthing, too.

FAWCEIT: I never had a vicarsge. Your efucation don't stretch
that far, it ecéms. ‘

DOG (laughink) It'd be some vicaragel With cubicles on every
floori '

FAYCET? (smiding umeillingly) ‘Cubicles’e—

STUBRS Remsnber those cubicles at Prince George-—ewith the
boys snawering each other over the wallo?

DOG: And tho trapper from Eskimo Bay who eat on the béd and
Just looked at her for a couple of hours, and paid
double the price and went away? There's a lot of
strange love in the human breasti
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STUBB: - That'sc right.

DOGS I'11 tell you something. Before X come up here I
thought Itd have a tough times I thought not just
& tough time with the freezing cold and the yakfood
tut tough with the other boysee-plonty of fights,
knife-bravls and jage évery hights Dig muscley
fellovws who'd knmock you down 4f you beeathed too deepe
I was frightened, But there's 163'9&1‘ ¢that than
down belowl  We're like the animalo-—ethoy don't X
serap each other, only for food or their mates or
protoction---nit Just £or a scrapt That's why I
couldn't go back downstairs. I couldn't get back
to that hardness. They'ye 1ike ingectst And they
all eit down thers in their offices thinkinowes
bewsire of thinkers, that's wvhat I've always told youl
FAWCETT: 1 couldn't go down because of tho jagss The jags
lack syupathy down thore. (26 STUBB) Know what
I mean?

ETUBB (irritated) No jags are good enough for you, are they,
mate=ww aver since you whored with your cassock on?

0oG (tﬁ Bm) @’QK».‘ Oox’*"’-

FAVCEDT (%o DOG) It's true what he eayal |

£TUBB ( AWCETT, b ng o be £ ) Fawcettl How
Aid youswe? {(Wriggling closer to hin) was this
PAYCEPT: En?

S5TUBB: Tou Juct called in of a morninge--you @id the
FOUNGGmmetNd FOUwma? )

FAUCETT {as foscinated) They peeded it, I tell youl

STUBB {excited) Go om! ‘

FAVCETT: The marriede-the unmarriod} Yeung--un‘a 014t

DOG: Drop itt :

FAUCETT (still to STUBB) It seemed--uto fascinste thofieeme
beins under——e! (¥ith a glance at DOG) K'gow wvhat (e .
I mean?

STURD: Yes, yeal (Staring into FAWCETT's face)

FAWCETT: I might be standing thore-~—-just ingide tho docPeew
endeew}
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STUBBs (still staring at him) Hey!
FAYCETT: Yes?
. STUBB (gripping him by the arm) You eaid inside the doore-t

(Peering into his eyos) Listen, weren't you «%
~ (To himealf) By God! It'Se=el Dog, it's «wat

Yiell, Christ alivel
Fawcett begins to draw back from him,
DOG (gerewing up his oyes) ihat's the matter?
TAWCETT:  Stubbl

STUBB: It'ge—ey It's hint Dog, it's himt (Shouting)
You ratt You dirty cassocky rat}

PAHCETT:  ¥hat?

S70BB (drea thlesay) Thers wac a cassock upstairs---bohind
the door--=it gove him a thrill with his cassock

Ohmeehigmasl
DOG: Where was tho cassock? (Do FAWCETD) that's he

talking about? (m:cm shakes his hend dumbly)
BTUEDs At homol
DOGs What?
STUBBs He-—wap the lodger!i
DOG: You're bushedt

STUBB The wife used to say, I'1l get that long black coat
of his clesned, that furny black coat that reaches
down to his feet! (To DOB) Look, he don't say nol

DOG (uith disgust) You're bushed, Stubbt You didn't even
know Fawcett thent

STUBB: ook at his faceew-he don't deny it}
DoG: Deny ity Fawcett.

' PAWCETT simply octeres at STUEB.
STUBB: She used to go UPStairge

DOGs That was {ifteen years before you come to Past
Fawcett wae never in London!  Stubbi

STURB: Look at him!
DOG: 20ll him it'o wrong, Fawcettl Fawcett!
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But FAWCEIT still atares beforo hin.

STURB: The same long face~=w The way he uged to come
dovnstairs, very coftewe '

DOG: Bushed}

STUBB (in e dreamy way) It makes usebrothers in o way=—-
DOGs Brotherst

S5TUBB: I know vwe'd neet up againew=

FAWCEIT (also dreemily) Me, too!  Stubbe-wwas her namow—-
was she calledee—(iabriel?

A shot. Tho other twd gasp.
FAYCLIT (soeming to wake up) Heyl Galriell

fnother ahot.
DOG (gelighted) You gid 4tt
STUBBs Fawcottl
They rush to congratulate him,.

FAWCETT (beaming) Thanksl

DOGs I knew you could do it}

| FAWCEST (go DOG, excited) You may be right-—she's ovor there

to stop uo gotting bushed! (Casing across the valloy)

003 That's rightt Vvhat 444 I say? (To STUBH) You
wouldn't believe wel (Shouting) Gabriell
A shot.

FAWCETT: Gabriell

A slib‘b.(
DOG (hilariously) Gabrieli
Another shot.

STUBR: Gubrielt
Silonce. STUBB looks ecross the
valley suspiciocunly.

STUBB (turning on them) You ratst Trying to edgoe me outl

(Shoutm at_tho top of his voice) Gabriel}
Gadriell Gabricll Gabriell Gabew}

A ghot.
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At lest! (Encouragingly) How's that, Stubb, eh?

STUBB (exhausted) Thank Christ! Thank Christ for thatl

DOGs

FAVCETT:
P0G

FAWCEDD:
DOGe

She means us glle--get that fnto your mitst lMow
sit downt
They sit down round the table in a,
hoppy splrit.
flow 1 don't know about you two, but it's degun to
be clear to mo that---this pame, thio nomeee- I won't
say ite--mpans comothing. (STUBB and FAWCETT grunt
agrecnmont) It means something for us. The question
io what? (A pause) Now Itve got a surgestion=-l
don't know how you two'll take ite

Yhat?

She=w=the nans=-sho's bringing us closore--she's
guiding us all the time—w—to--=(lie stopo).

Yhere?

It might be somethinge—wriche-=ond marvellouse~e]
don't imowl Us've Just got to wait and see (with
an_spprociative glance acrocs tho valley).

I think she might b6 somebodyee-connected with ufees
Connacted?

With ome of us. Just with ofie of usl And we don't
know which one yet!

Qur namos are cortainly writ in water, like thoy said
down at Pasy 1 never sav hor more than a couple of
minutes, she wan there bobbing up and down in the
water, then she was lying on the sand, then che was
gone, walking up the beache-= She never even spoke
to me! She went away with sy soull I don't even
know her namot

DOG {burying his head) Ucchl

FACCETIT:

¥hen you go back downatairs, to Pas or Prince George,
nobody recognieces yous. They say, 'Arén't you=es?t,
then they stare in your face, And yom don't say
nothing. That's because yon're different now., Your
1life goes along like water, you don't belong to places

~ sny goree-- That's why I camo up here.
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DOG: To find out you was made of water?
FAVCEIT: That's rightt

STUBB: I heard & doc may it was true., He zaid we could
be melted downt

DOG (podding) I tried to molt avay in Kumasis But the heat
didn't do it. Hor did the moncoons, though it was
protty wot. Yes, indeed! I had a punkahevallah
worked thoe fan for mel

The radio blinks red sgain.

STUBB: You did?

FPAUCETT (imitatink DOG) ‘'And a policeman out there, a white
policenan, was naxt to Godit

DOG: He was, tool
8TUBB: But still, you found you wasn't next to God, didn‘t
you, mate?
DOG: It was over before I know what was happoning, I tell
" youd

STUDB: I know!
The radio ceases again, unobeorved.

DOGs He vas standing theree-ein the governor's drawing roofe-
under the fane--gwish, swish, like the wings of sowe
_sort of big bird, and I can resmsuber the pictures on
the wallww-wo used to call it the picture galloeryeee
and this little bdblack boy was like sn angel, an
Achunti-boy in white, smo delicate, S0 husble and
swoet, I had to touch hinewwand he didn't say anythingee
I think he aven oxiled=~=I don't know what was in my
mind-—eit just hoppencde-eI touched hism~—-1 was getting
marricd the next monthewel

FAWCETT (with s sizh) That's it}

DOGs I wast A magistrate's daughtereeel But Iee=}
It was only that chaplaifie~ea blosted cockroachew
(with suéden fury) I could have crushed him in my
fingers and he'd have made a crackling soundt

STUBD: ¥ho gives a damn here?
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DOG: I 40y With my hend on that 1ittle boy's chookewe
thoy made it Girtye--thore was méim wrong in it}
Btaring at se---in tho doorway! ‘

FAYCETT:  That's what they all say.

DOGs ¥hy not?

FAWCETTs If I go on a jag I den't cay afterwards I've beon
paral . What's o pure aboute—e)

DOG (understanding what he is about to say) Youw--! (He leaps
seross and grabs FAVCPIT by the throat) Say it, say

1%, you cockroach; go onl

FAVCEDT struggles and his fac

redder and redder. Ho can ohily make
wild strangling sounds. STUBB gets
alarmed. '

STUBB (‘eam: z him on tho back gingarly) Dog---Dog, matel
(DG seems unable to release his hands)

DOG {(to FAMCETT) Say it-—-esay itl
STURB: Gabricll (Shouting across the valley) Gabriel's
' A Bhot. DOG suddenly releases FAUCETT.
They atare across the valley.

DOG (as FAUCEIT tries to get his breath back) She saved hia
lifet She does look after us, Stubdbl

STUBB (humourdng hinm) That's itwe-now just calm down, matet!

FAWCETT (rocovering his speech) Ve'rg---bushed! We nover——
done-wthis beforel
STUSB (Lo _himsolf) Ghe did save up, in & wayl
DOGs Ny hands went ismp, I t6ll yolww-when I heard that
shott .
FAUCET?:  Thank Chrict they dddd  (to STUBB) let's find a
hut up the line, matel This one's bhushedl
STUBB (to DOG) You want to watch yourselfy
FAWCETT: look at his facel Look! (Foe his own neck)
You never done that before! It's the finishl
He begins to walk off, still feeling
his neck.
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STUBB (alormed) Vhere you poing, mate?

FAWCEDD?: Find s ut up the 1snel I'11 go to Davetst He's
a killer, that one! look at him!

SPUAB: Fawcett! Come back! ‘

FAVCETT (%o DOG, who still steres up at the sky) You killed
that boy! You killed him, didn't you?

DOG {lcoking at him in horrop) Fawcettd

PAWCETT (gsoing the effect) IYt's in your han@se--you've got = -
murderer's handst That's what you did to the iittle
Ashanti boyl '

DOG (glancine down at his hands) K4117  (¥ith horror) Kot

FAWCETT (at the door) Mugderert Murdereri You murdered a
little Aghanti koyl

DOG (gereaming) Wo, not  (Staring at his own hande) Ko, for

| Gof's ouke, mot Not  Take them awny?! (Holding

out his hemds) Take them away, oh, for Christ's sake
take them away$ (Bursting into tcars) Take them

awayl _
FAVCRIT (moving baclkt, Inmbled) Dogw—<l didn't ceanees

fle approaches DOG to comfort him.

STUBB: You didn'teaedid you, Dog? You @idn*t kill him,
asq you?

DOG (hopolessly) X don't know! X don't knowl

He weaps on FAWCETT's shouldor.
FAVGETT: I aidn't memn it, Dogl
DOG:  They never told met TROY NOVEre-lot mo KnOwees
FAYCETT:  ©.K., O.X.

DOG (looking into his eves ke a child) They never said!
They juste—essnt me awzyl ;

STUBB (to FAWCEIT) Sit hiz down. ,

'fhcgy help DOG to sit down.
FAWCETT:  ¥hat d4d you doy Dog? Try and remembert
DOG: X don't know!
FAUCEIT: VWhot died you do to the 1ittle Ashanti boy?
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DOG (looking up and reflecting for & time) Nothing.
FAWCETT: Wwhat you worried about, then?
DOG: Vhat they saide-ewhat they made me ocut to bet
FAVCED? (turning awey from him) It's pridet What I've always
saide--youtre proud!
A bird suddenly flies over outaide
and STUBB seizes his gun and moves to
) the vindow. But he doean*t shoot.
STURDs 1ot him live, I thought. Probably going home to hia
dinners
Thoy ait down oxhausteds DOG pasoes
his bhand over his head and sighs.
FAWCETT: That's anothor thing. You get not to like lilling
birds eny more. Last week I took aim at fifteen
birds and didn't {ire a chot. Hear that, Dog?
DOGs Uheinzhi
FAUCETT (with his taclde) Becauoe I had no ammmitiond
A paune. _
STUBBs All we 4o is live in cur sins up heres I thought
ve'd bo s0 purel But all we hear about is asina.
DOGs Itts all wo gotl

FAVCETT: You're too faond of fate, Dog. It's like a black
hood over your head!

STUBB: That's why we make him Doge--he'c always sniffing
tho eky$ :

DOGs You lmow damn-well I've got an instincte—=l'm youyr
interlocutorew=betvween the sky and youl

FAXCET?s listen to it!

DOGs You con't fool tho Indiensi I saw the vhite béar
O.Kemweha ate me upew=in Carlyle Street, Winnipegewee
and ho spawed me out ogainl For five years I told
them @ll about their godaews] sg‘yfinthoirisloos!

I know more about their gods than they knew themselveal
I wvas the first whito angokokeeeand the last most
likelyl

FAUCETT: Then the stink of moose got you downd
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DOGs I used to sit and talk about tho eky. You've got
nothing co poaceful in your 1ife, you cockroschl
1 usad to talk sbout the Eskimo hoavenses

FAWCETT:t You could take that away from an Indisn just by
snapping your fingers! But you ‘couldn't take away
what I learnedt

DOG: About Josua?

FAVCEIT: That's itt

DOGs It's God I'm talking sbout---not the King of the

Cocleroachost '
FAWCEIT: You're o blasphomere-et 4
DOGs And you never know what he'll Gecide. (Speaking

nonotoncusly, almost dmniu) Like at Gillis's

Oravo, near Manson Creek. The cadbin door swinging

open, letters nailed on the tableew-onten by ratSwes

two mefi sitting up---a rusty frying pan in betweotiee

not a merk on their bodiese~wonothor an fifty yards

dovn the hille—rifle cockeduwe COCKGQwwe

| Thoy seem to fa)l asleep. Silence.

STUBB (waking up with a start) Vere they known mon?

DOG (also waking up vith @ start) T!nywre’lmcm,an much as
a trapper isl A face and & namo}

~

FAVCEIT: - Hagbe they were on a bet, toowe-like usi
STUBR3: Don't talk bushedl

DO (gazing across the valloy again) You couldn't go back down
: again if you wanted tot

FAUCETT: Why not?

DOG (go SIUEB) You can talk to me about white-fox farms, but
it's then's bdiought your prices down. HNot eo long
back besver-pelts took thirty dollars a piece, know
that? All you get for the best prime peit of silver
fox is seventy dollars nowadays! And I remenbod
oelling two hundred Xow-grade-dark pelts for nead on
five thoussnd dollars at Eckimo Pointe--myselfd
Don't talk to me about whito-fox farmst

STURB (with a wink at FAWCETT) why, Dog---are you thinking of
going down all of & sudden?
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DOG continues to gaze acroge the valley,
as if nursing a secret.

FAWCETT (approaching BOG, intrigued) VWhers would you go?
poG (after eyeingz them both for e moment) Idttlo place by the

Peaco Riverees

ETUEB (2loo drawinz noar him, excited) He's had it all worked

FAWCETTS
DOG:

FANCETT:

DOGt

STUBD:

DOGs

outt

¥hat would you do?

I figured it out like this. A place like ¥ort

5t. Jokn or Hudson's Hopo, along the Pescs River
valloy: you'vo got the whole of that boiling vatepe~e
Yos!

woe Al) that ﬁower in the Peaco River Canyon, you've
got prospectse---At's rich country~=-you've got coal,
youtve got timber, fur¢ bog iron, coppere-ethey say
there's ntill placer gold in the gravel-bars of the
Tiver=e=)

vhat about that?---what about the dredging firms that
lost thoir money back before the war?

I don't say that's vhat we'd owew}

STUBB (digging FAWCETD excitedly) Nes

DOG:

FAUCETT:
DOGe

1 cay there'c prospects--«there's riches all roundewe
in the cky=s=in the wateiw--in the earthi

There'd beee=peopls, t0O===

That's rightt People you can talk to! No more of
this Gabriel stuffl '

A short pnuse, then there ia a shot,.
Thoy oye each others

STUBB (duictly) let her talks

DOGe

&TUBB:
FAWCETT:

That's it  (Zuwrning hic back on the wvalley
deliberatoly) We'll go down and be among peoplewes
¥e'll go 4in the ocalooms, play cards, we'll be luxury
Prospectorgeest

That's 46t | |
We'll have horses---a fine old house up on wooden.
St1ltawmmt '
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in poltal ' ~

DOG: And what do we d0? Ve tredo then acroes. the valléy
to Dave for half-pricel Woll, they say 4if you're
trapping you'rs not in it for monoy, ehd that's the
truthi

87UBB: Peace Rivert

A pause, during which they ell drean

ehout this.
FAWCETT (guietly, looking up at DOG) How about the police?
DOGs It's only wvhat I ¢thinkl I dom't know I 444 Stwe-l

It's only wvhat I say I didi I don't remomder! I
Just thinkt -
FAWCETT: And you'd think just the came down therel
Anothsr silence, more glum then before.

STUBB: (pondering) We could try it. Go down for a week., %ell
Dave wo'lre malling pelts——e

DOGs No cookinge-~=think of that! I can hear how nmy
footsteps'd cound on the wood floor, going to the
pelt-5toreess

J

FAWCETT: They'd lmugh at usi

DOG (flaring up) fThey laugh at people who laugh at themuolves!

FAUCETT (to STUBB) You wouldn't think he gets all wound up if
you move hio cup of coffoee an inch in the morning,
would youw=eif you don't have your biahkets turned

- by halfesixeewthen his Bible-reading st night!i

STUDB (with & wink) He's got hia little Ashanti boy to kesp
him warmi . ‘

POG (mursuring, half to hirieelf) Ne keeps me good! When I
think of hic<e~I can see the 1ittle gold rings in
his ears=«sthe way hio tosth sparkloewe}

FAWCETTt  Buteee(leaning forward persusaively) being good's a
struggle, Jog, a daily strugplee--it's ge--l
(He_stops dead and staves in fromt of him)

OGS I hate cockroachegee
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STUBB (to DOG) Remsuber that time down at Pas he'd bocn on a
week's Jag and put his head in the ashean outside
Amy*s snlocn and pot the boya to give him a wolting
with their strape?

DOG: Tehat

STUBB (to FAWCETT) I bet you never even felt it, you was so
) drunk} _ :

PAVCETT (who hac_subsided in o puzeled way after his moral

gpeech) I saw oy cheets next morning, covered with
blood==w Thereo was sores all over my bdbacke

DOGs I don't mind a Catholic cockroech, he goes on a jag

‘ and forgets, but you loti
. »

TAYCEIT: VWe're our own judgosw-ews don't eend cm7 dirty linen

to the mother-church and expect it to come back cleant
They are quioct againe

DOG (to himeelf) *Being good's a otruggleeweyos, I can renember
thatl (%o STUBB) Then he led mo through the
gallery down to the guoll

§TUBB (looking at him) Vhat?

DOG: Tho sweat was pouring down my neck—--i can remenmber
ny knees shoking. And he caid *Being good's a
strugcle, Halnes'ww-and he put his hond on my shoulder.

A pause, during which the other two
Yook at him,
STUHB: Yho did?

DOGt The cheplain. A long=facsdewe! (Patting his hand
over his eyves) I've thought about it 20 muchemel

(Looking up at FAWCETT with clear eyes) Liston=we
whoze idea wan that?

FAECETT (gtaring at him) Eh?

DOGe what was tho plan=~-you must have known the Governor's
mind 1ike your own!

FAUCETY:  Vhat's that?

DOG (reasoning with him) I reckon you aust have sut in his
office four howrs B dayw—el can remembar thatwww
you used to take your tiffin togetherwsw=i
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FAUCETT (with s perplexed loock at STURR) T4ffin? Vhat the

" poas
FAWCETT:
DOGs
STUBB:
DOGs

STUBBs

DOG
Widh Gl ofild,
olso FanceTT's)

Hainoo in smok@wewphodweel
FAWCERT (gardng before him sadly) I wish we was down bolOwWeee
DOGs What does it make you feel like, Chnplain Fawcett?
FAWCETTt  And the marble stairs. I con remeaber the mardle )
stairs! (As if 1lluminated) How the sunlight shone
on themt
DOGs That's it
FAYCETT: They were whitel

hell's that?

Yas I gotting too big for you?

Bigt

Too populaxr? I knew the language too well?

Bushodl

You can oay bushed, hut he knocked my caréer on tho

head inside thirty scconda!

Yen, yosi

"That 1ittle native boy'——=(imitating a chaplains
utine volce)=w=tis the Prince Regent's son, Haines.

%11 have to see the Governor sbout thisl' (to STUBB)

I pleaded with himee='Ploase don't do it, chaplain,

Pleane donttewel' But he went on walking up tho

ctoirs, I con femcuber the punkah wallsh cutside the

Governor's doorwesthenwesiip went Chdef Inspector

DOG (to BTUBB) He rewenderst You see?
FAVCEDT (radiant) But you deserved it, Hainas-w-you iilled

£TUBB:

DOGs

that boy!

‘Hainen't It's a different name every wetkews
Haines, Wykham, Stornford, Cramptont It's time you
moved on to Wykham about new, ism't it (Lo DOG)?

~ Chief liispector Haines-~-until this cockroach tore

me downl Fifteen yoars in a eweat-bathw-el provided
royalty with a wallewegty OV DOdymewl

STUBB (imitatine him) *And they used to call me the battoring

ramit

/
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DOGt My face wan lmown in the highest circlesees
*Badnes'll see to it!, they always saidt

He yawns unexpectedly.
FAWCETT (looking sbout him) Iisten to that silencel
' 3
DOG ptares before him, recollecting.

A pause.
FAVCEDT (o SYUEB) Suppose they just foll asleep?
CTUBB:  Whot

Gl 's Gvmrve

FAVCETT: 'rhmtmaatmmw.m The ¢old makes you
sleepyt Suppose therats a sudden cold snap? You
freezol Just sitting thorel

STURBs It wes summert

FAWCETT: But a sudden windws.}ike o breathees! It mokes you
sleepy~=-(e yawns and stretches cut) Rezcmber that
time north of the Skeena River, along the trap-line,
behing the huskiepwsejust mides and miles of white
snows=wwg had to pinch each othor awakowe«to stop
gotting frost bitewwsjust siles and milenwenpfees

He falls asleep.

DOGs "Hatnes® emm(lie_begine to nod, sitting)
ETUBB gots up, stretches and looks down
at the other two.

STUBB (slso gafaing) Bushedt
He begins strolling off, his hunds in
his pockets, whistling gquictly to himself,
He disappears out of the doors

S4lonces
The other twe sleep on, DOG still in

the sitting position, his head hanging
forvards; FAWCETT snoring loudly.

We hear STUBB's whistlo fade away.

A bird suddenly flies over but noither
DOG nopr FAWCETT stirs Two or three
more dirds fly overs Suddenly there
are shote from across the walloy, one
after tho other. FAWCETT .jiumps into
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the pitting position, penicestricken;
DOG 1ifts his hoad 4in o dezed vay.

Haines, Hainose—don't ehoot! (As tho volley
continued) Haines, for Christ's eako, Haines,
you'sre hitting mé=e—all over my body---Haineat
¢h chot, just as if he'd
tieen ghruck)
006G sicply stares ot his with fascinntion.
PAHCHDTs Todnest Hainost
Unable to bear the 'ahots' any moro
PAVCETT seizes hio own fun andg
it at X .
DOG 4s at once on his feet.
DOGs Youes-} It's guilt, you cockroacht (
He wrenches FAWCETTYs gum out of his
hand and flings it sside, then wrentles.
' with him.
FAWCETT fights frantically.
At last DOG overpowers him, on the
X6 (lying on top of FAWGETD, bresthless) Who's—-e Heines?
vho's this Hairbn?

FAVCETT <WM Dogee-
BOG The neme's Wykhame, Cet that mtosournead--
Wyiham ‘ o .
STUEB deshes in ahd alsost ft:r.*.‘pa over
them, They struggle to thoir feot
and stare at him {n agtonishment,
DOO (peoring at kdm) Whow—? (Dassing hio hnrid over his face)
Chrigteemt I thought 4t WiSew—nwe=nmiconerl
FAWCEIT: 8o dig Xt
DOGs- A new facel
STURBs It's always the same=w=if I go awvay for o simate
you two fightt Lvery time} Likeamqﬁe Of werie
brotheral Don*t you?



DOGs:
FAVCETT:

QS.

Ho Jumps ¢n me (abashed)!
fio vas firing at meew-liko $n dreamet
They naotice STUBB is ponting.

D06 {to STUBB) What you been running for?

5TUBB Itve got newsl

OGS Hews?

sYuBB: Shets firing at birds! (fie eits down on a chest
heavily) That's the newss I wntched ‘em £alling,

DOGt YOU 82Wwwn?

FAWCETT: D34 you see her?

STUBB: She bogpod five in a rowe I just saw tho birds,
They gaze before then glurilye. This is
bad news, copecindly for DOG.

DOGe It's all disappointments up hereees

STURB: Just 1ike I saidee-nothing talks to you up horewee
got that into your nuti '

FAVCHIT: 60 what do we 607

DOGS Go back dovne-e(with sorrow) There's nothing to otay
up here forees

A ehot, They staro at each others
8TUBRB, Anothor bird.

DOG (reminiscing sadly) I asked a parson oncéw--we was sitting
in church one aftermoon---the gun was coming through
the stained glnsseew] said, *Isn't God's face in the
moon, if so, whero'o his feet?' And he sald, *That's
the face of man, that's your face, soneee! Trust a
cockronch to take the guts out of 1ifel

PAWCETT: I can't livo without gomebodyt

STURB: _' Therets just Dave over there-~e-and his cont

PAWCETTs There's her as wolll

STUBB: It's only Dave says sho’s theres You know how he
iMmesyith a 1ittle twinkle in his eyol

FAWCETT: Long Martin says she's noat, with plenty in fromt,

and she had a big let«~down in lovel
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STUBB: Long Martin's a piwpd
DOG: - He'n no pimpt

STUBBS What about that wad of fifty-dodler billéew sho
sadd he hadntt thc& & card all weekt

DoGs . You believe that?
STUBB (stopping, screwing up his ogen) Heye—l Wamn't it
_ youw-~iho told ms that? (He stops again, looking
puzzled) | '

’ DOG 4a silent, thinking something over.

DOG:  And euppose eho doen shoot birds?

 FAYCBTT:  Wbat? :

DOG (to STUBB) Suppose she does? (to FAWCETT) Lot him
answer--«ha brought tho news, after alll

STUIB: It meancee=che's not in tune with uol

DOGt You think «0? I'm not oo surel I'4 just like to

' find outs (lLocking acroas the valley) What Go you
say~-=(guddenly) QGabriel?
An immediate shot.

PAVGEIT (radisntly) Dorl

DOG: . Gabrield (A shot) Oabried! (He says thin oné-
with firm

PAWCETT:  Gabriell

Apother Mat .

and there 1o a volley of shots as before.
They dance up and down happily chanting
the name as the volley continues,

At last the shots csmsss Thoy lsugh
happily and sit down in & buoy and
colebrative wagwe-it is like a happy
m’;

DOGs Well;, thank God for 4t% That's all I can sayi
Thank God for a 1ittle guidancem~-(winiking at them)
with or without dirdst

The other two nod and laugh maturely
at thia,
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Does it maké you fesl pedceful again, Dog?

DOG (nodding)  And clears

FAYCETT's

DOG

STUBS:

DOGs
STUBBs

Me, too}

The radio biinks ‘again.
My insider féol all righte--put it that vaya Same
vith you? (FAWCETY nods ¢
to _plsase)
Liks Fawoett sald down at Pas, when we lald the het,
remoader?e--'Sombthing's got to come cut of the
cilencel!

A pause,
Another QMQ - It makes v m.

Me, tool

Thg radio ¢eapes dlinking, unobserved.
v¥hat sbout the beans--edid yiai put ‘em in sosk,
Hre. Fawcott? (with e gay wink at STUER)
| FAVCETT doesn't smever. e seens to

STURB (mudetng POG happily) He forgott
FARCETT (deliborately) Mre. Dave don't i:;ﬁsﬂ

B0Gs

FAVCETTS.

DOG3
FAGCEITS

What? Now shut your mouthl
Shtteent

You'rs apoiling 4t, you'reset
She dom't exist!

DO (gesporately) I've sen her}

FAWCETT:

STUEDS

You sadd to Dave, 'What you keep in that cabin ever
there, Dave?', for a joke, and ho sald, vith that
11ttle tvinkle, *A womanf® That's alll Fora joke !
That's rightl I wanted to sask Young Dave but

(to DCO) You weuldn't lot met

FAVCETT (go STUBR) That's to keep his dream goingt fMe‘s

driving us bushed, I toll youl Young Dave'll be
the 1ittlo Ashenti boy sooni

D08 (to himself} Dom't talk dushedl
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&£1TUBB:

DOG:

48.

But 1t'1) take some doing---a Canadian boy in the
bloom of sixteen, with bright yellow hair, and
trigger-happy, to the son of & Gold Coast mmn'y Jy

Dog could do it, don't you worry about thati
DOG nods, again thinking it over.
A1l I'4 like to know is this: what diffevence docs it

make? Something's thersweecall it a shee--=call it
Gabriclemsmd

There in & shote

D06 (with incroascd confidence but still in a level voice)

STUBB:

Call ite--Dave's whorew--it doesn't mattor! Something's
tolking to us, and that's all I'm interested in.
(Brickly) Now, coms on, get the lamps resdy,
Fawcotieweptesn aboad---you want us in darimess tonight?

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

It'o always lamps when he loses confidencel

DOG (to STUNB) Have a look at the cachow~wwe don't want half

FAWCETT:

tho grizely population up those poles tonightees
it soems Fawcett can't uss greasel

Thers's no more grease to uses I've told you that.

DCO (to STURB) And look at the smidges Whose turn for petrol?

STUEB:
DOG

STUBB:

STURB:

DOG:

BTUBB:

Hine.
Then get to it. [Iave a look at the generatorswe-
the towarww=
STUBB stops on hin way out.
The what?
The gencratora.
vhat generators?
You always acy that! The ones cutcidel

FAUCETT stands watching them as if for
the outcomo of o contest,

Whera?

oG (m{ tiently) You haven*t noticed anything~—ein three years?
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STUBB: Thera's-a(he trails off dreamily)

DOG: ¥hat would you call thew?

STUBBs I don't know, x-i-: {With fear) %foulé you call
theém towers? 1'4 cayee-mantswe-i '

DOG (interested dempite himeelf) Kaste?

£TUBB: With kind of wings=ethat turn round and rounde-
not towers exactly.

DOG (hesitantly) I see then as tovers.

STUBB (quickly) But what for?

D0G (taking thic as unfolr) Shut upl

They atand there frightoned by their
own talke.

DOG (to FAUCETT) What would you say thoy was Like?

FAWCETT (gagerly) 1'd any they was for the weather—maybe
' vweathor detectionee=t
DOG (dngrily) I dicn't ask you what they was £ort Nobody
asked you thatl ‘
FAVCEIT!s answer hns increased his fear.
STUBDB: And what's the good of looking every day=-=concrete
towers won't walk away!
DOG (ghoutine at him) You know your orderal If you ees a
stranger, choot! lHow get cutl

STUBB (going out, rifie on shoulder) It's the only order ve
ever got. -

Tho other two stand watching him go.
They don't 1like to be reminded of the
cutside.
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Only DOG and PAMUCEIT. FAWCEIT is
preparing the guns mnd packa for hunting, .
DOG stands scanning the other side of
the valley through a small telescope.
He suddenly oights something.

Heyt Look at thisf There's maill

Mail? (Running to the door) Hey, Stubbe-sthere's
anilt :

DOG (taking the telescops down) The last time it camo wase—e

STUBBS
FAUCERT:

DGy

STUBB:

DOGs

STUBB:

DOG:

FALCETTs
DOGe

STURBe
DoOs

~ He screws up his eyes painfully and
stops: ho cantt remomber.

STUBB appears, with his rifle, as &f
from his patrol. "
¥hatts that?
The flagts cut! I'm expocting n letter frommes!
(e _alro stops)
At Carlyle Street, Vinnipeg, I got forty Christmas

cards one year! I kept them on @y dresser for oix
monthst

Remenber that time we dancéd all nighte—en NOw KOONw=-
when some mall came up? Ve got double prico for our
polts and robody could tell us whyl

A war broke cut downstaira, that's why: 1Is the
cachs O0.K.%?

It won't hold more'n a week,
Hear that, Fawcott?
Stubbts our cache expertl

Like hell he is! You just don't like work!
Listen-—=5tubb and me'll sit upvind today ond cooki
You can eit by the Creeck and pick ‘em off}

I don't like the way Fawcett shootie--he's too dendlyl
He 'a a cockroach, that's wiy!.
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FAMCEXT: I'm a stalker, reallyw--I'm no good with the
flying speciest

STUBB (to DCG) Remember when he brought that moose-ram down
end we hadn't evan seen it?

DOGe Coame one—-there!s shootin® to dol  (As they inspect
STUBRR: Yes.
DOGs Genarator?

STUBB (aodding) Beats me why we can't have light. There imst
be a couple of million volts out therel

DOGS Light's real, that's why, '

STUBBs They cay Young Dave'e a spy. He only brings the
mail to spy om us. To sec 4f we're still around.

oG (equintine at him) vhy, feecling nervous?

STUBE (hushed, making o gesture towards the dear) But what's
under thatee-?

DOGs Shut up!

FAUCETT (turning suddenly) Wiy shouddn't he ask questions?

206 (turning on him ss swiftly) who can answer them?
FAUCEIT:  Dubews!
DOG {jnterrupting him roughly) You can't! That's for surol

FAUCETT: Vo had 4ssuo chairs and icsue Bashbasins once, and
you had to bura the chairs-w-use the basins for

goldfishl vhy?
DOGs Because them things are renl, that's why!
FAVCETT (wildly) I 1ike malitﬁ/

DG (gazing at him scornfully) ¥ou? And what are you going
to shoot with, realist? You've got no armunitiont

PAVCETT (baffled) There's ammunition thore 0.K.! (pointing
at the choct) :

DOG: Are you sure?
PAVCEDT (gaking o move towards it) I can look!
DOG (keeping him eway roushly) Iay off} Ever alnce you elscted

me bog you've besn giving mo the glass eyel
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FAWCEDT:  Bh?
DOy Find yoursslf another Dog, realiat! And come
other dreamsess _
‘ He sits down an the chest heavily.
5TUBB (nervously) Ave we going, Dog?
7 35413 3'm Just tired If makirg it up, thal's all...
PAVCERT (humbled) Is thore snmything wrong, Dog? Shall I go
ahead to the Creek? (Tryinz fo bo bright) Beans
for supper? o
DOGs Itve got no more dreams to woave, boys. (Locks from
one to the cther) There's no Mrm. Dave, Just
sonebody out therdé shootin' birds,
STUBB: Yo like your dreama, Doge |
DOG: Like hell you do! ¥a'ro in a deand-end street, Stubbi
Itve hold the office too long. . "
FAVCETT (gingerly) Fo, no.
DOG: I2'c time to rocollect, boyst
STUBB (knowing what this means) Oh, no, for Christ's sakew—
not tho Hekimo francet ‘
DOGt She ain't there any morel (Calling) Gabriel? ...
‘No Gabriel. Yes, it's time to recollectt

He continuts to eit there with a blank
face. It dawns on the other two that
this really will be the Bskimo trance.
ETUBB (drawing back) Dogl
FAWCETT (almo drawing back) Heys Dogeet
DOG continuen to sit there as if
forcing himself to loze consciousness.
His head droops more every moment.
G5TUBB and FAWCEIT stand close together,
gozing at him in growing horror..
~ DOG's eyes closze,
CTUBR (iﬂ- a8 me) DOB wde Dﬂg ses COMO hack}
DOG!s head slumps forunrd. He io
quite still. There i a long asilences



STUHB (without woving) bhat do wo do?
FAWCEIT (running to shnke DOG) Dog, 4t ain't true! She's

there all right! lrs. Dave's therel
But DOG remains motiondeos,

STUBB (with ropignation) He's gono.
FAVCETT (withdrawing again and & inz hasitan

ETUIB:

FAVCEDTDs
STUBBs

shall we be making up the books tonight?
STUBB bends down and cpeaks 4nto
DOGt*s face.
Hoinest (No reply) Vykhami Daillyl Stornfordl
(Zurning to PALYCETT) what's the other one?
Cramptons ’ .
Cramptont Cramptont (e raises himself slowly)
He'’s on the white-bear stuff again: he's got to be
spewed cut in bits and then put togathor again,.

(:&L\M avay in disgu st) Tchal

FAVCETT (persivting with DOG) Dog~--l ¢an't keep the bocks like

STUBH:
FAKCERTs

youl Uhere's tho rosta? Dogt (fe turns to STUBB
in alarm) He takes the sipnals from Dave, don't
forget that! Dege--we can't asignall How do we got
the provicions up? Duppose there®s an S.0.8.%
Listen, Dogw«] think there's on S.0.8.1 Right nowl

‘ POG 48 motionless.
He's the only mon can talk to the huskies, tool
Crampton$ Baillyl

The radio blinks $40.8,

STUBB (in alarm, seeing it) Cramptond There's ap 5.0.8.%

FAWCETT:
STUBB:

FAVCTTT:

They both stare at the redio in horrer,
until after a fow scconds it censes.
They relsax a little.

Don't you know one signal?
Kol

They stare at DOG with growing fesr.
¥Yho handles the husky teams now, Dog? I feel coldl
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84lenco, They sit down and glance
towards tho radiv---no signalo.
STUBBs He'll sit there till winter cowes. That's what the
Indians do! Remembor what he always used to =ay?
"The Rekdmo tronce 4s the death of the Tormgarsoak,
which means the death of... (drousily) dreamGese’
FAYCEIT i staring at DOG in a fixod way.
FAWCETT (in o hushed voico) Hey-w-Stubdl Lock at his headt
STUEB (starting) ihat? ‘
FAVCETT: He looks like the man who came to the vestryesel .
A man in the choird '
STUBB:  What are you tolking about?
FAXCETD:  It'0 tiue~—] owenr by Godb  He says, ‘I've followed
your career very c¢lose, Mra. Fawcett,' he sayn, ‘and
I%11 bave the cloth off your backe-s* Standing there
in the ventyy-door! Hiz big red benrde-- His head
hanging down like thate-w They cnllied his the
sheaggy mountainew- e %;pe the morals of the village
in his hoads Yot they say he died a profligate. He
disliked the competition from a priest, thoy said.
Thare wore too rany women 4in the villsgee-esufforing
from the same desires, Stubb-«eI always used to call
thom such loud desires!
STUBB: Yhat wao his name?
FAVCEITE ee~Bailly, I think.

STER:  petnp

FAVCET? {gpringing up snd approaching g DOG with fascinated
:ittantim_) 1t ég Bailly!l It's his headwe~whon
he dledl

' He springs back suddenly.
STUSB (frightened by this) What?
PAYCETT (shrielins) Dog, Doge—wyol cun't die} Dogl

A long silence, Ho stands thore
trenbling,
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(rtlss o Grrare
STURS (quietly) Mayhe that's how the boys at MinsenCreek
dieds  Juste—sat and diedesw(Looking reund)
Yortaps wa're dead} It's too quiet, Fawcettee-

-not a hskye-—or a bird}
They listen, qusking.

FAVCETT (looking towards the window and whisporing) Gabrielt
Gabriel

STUBB - (nudgine FAVCELT) Take his pulnel

FAVCETT (draving back) Not mol

STUBB: Tou wust bave done the last offices—w-to the deedl

PAWCETT (his teeth chattering) Iee}

BTUBB: Vas you & coclkroaeh?

FAWCETT:  YoBwewlwnelwwe]

FAWCETT:  Iowenlwwathink #0we

STUnNR: You're buched!

FAWCETT: Put a glass under his nosc=es] done that towwetomee
Baillyt

STUBS quickly rummages about in his
pocket, and finds a broken pilece of
mirror. He puts it under DOG's nose.

FAYCEIT (whispering) Caroful, Stubbe—the last officos has
got to ba cnrefult

STUBB studies the pirror for esome time,
afraid to get too close.

STUBB Aot e—wdend!
FAUCETT: Christ!
STUBB (jumping back) DOG! DOG!
FAWCERT (also shouting) Dogl
DOG is motionless.

STURB: Tie's opoofin'esl reckont

FAUCETT: That's it! He was holding his breathl’ (A pause)
‘ Do you think so?
5TUBB: I think he!gew-not dosd.
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FAWCETT (grdding) Well, thank God, thon! You see, Stubb,
I think he neods uswelowef (ile promptly poes and
sits down beside OG in a confidential way) T gid -
resent your. power, Doge I nover wanted you electedt
You dién't deserve that prison-sentence on the Gold
Conmt! You éee, the Governor and me resented the
vay you opoke the langusge, we couldn't spesk it, you
see. Vo tried to learn from the text-books but it
didn't work--swe was jealous of your way with the
nativesy  You didn't kill that 1ittle Ashanti boy,
did you? He keeps you goodl

STUBB (bending down and speaking coftly) You said you wes going
to lead us to a place, bag&-—-aremzdbcﬂ Three years
age? Vhen we 1aid the bet? (A pause, then ‘o
FANCETT) Is he breathing?

FAWCEIT: Oh, he's hreathingt

STURB (ogain to DCG) Tou said wo need five years of cilence,

remember?

PAWCETT (with sudden dinillusion) Ve should nover have comoe upld
We should never have signed ond  (Shoutine at DOG
@gain) Dogd Dog! Uake upl  (Shaking DOG
violently) Dog!

DOG rénsaine still, slumped on the
armundtion chesat.

STUBB (ehouting in DOG's env) You ditched us, you rat! Now

wake upl

He alsno shokes DOG violently. As he
docs so he hHeare somothing clink in
DOG!n pocket, He stops.

FAWCEIT: Vhat's that?

8TUBB sofizes a 1ittle bunch of koys and
holds thenm up before him,

STUBb: The punshot keyst .
PAUCETT(radiantly) te'll shoot our, way across the valloyee
w9 1l emmt

¥ith sudden vesolve they both heave
" DOG off tho ammmnition chesteeea

tremendous efforte-wand leave him _

slunpsd againct one of the other chests.
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STURD (unlocking the chost) Hey, lock at this!
FAWCEDT: Bottlesi

They stare inside the chest.
STUBB: Whore's the gunshot?
FAWCEYT: It's ryel Bottles of ryel

STUSB seizes a bottle and toars the
top off, then drinks thiretily.

STUBB (gasping) God save the Kingl
FAVCETT (._,_R__g_ng} A cmple of sips nn& you o:l'aaga say thati

Four and twentg Yankees, !'eolins very dry,
Yent deioss tlie border to get & drink of rye,
Yhen the ryé was opened, tho Yanks begmm to oing,

BOTHS God hless America but God cawve the Kingtl

FAWCETT (peeping et 003) What's he éver done oxcopt feed us on
lies? 'Hrs, Dave'a over therel' (To DOG, defiahitly)
Mras. Dave dori*t extist! And last year it was Young
Dave coming up with a contract froa Prince George to
make us richy The year bofore that there was
rodium in the valleyl Then he was on the ruhwee
svory time a bear sniffed round the cache he said,
"That's the copsi!
STUBBs Shall I tell you somsthing ebout Dog?  (After
peeping at DOG) Long Martin £old me=e-four years
. agoe Howewont native with the Indians. {Pesping
cautioualy at DOG again) Ate moose~meat with his
hands, had the lice picked out of his heir,. Lived
in their stink and liked it, He~=whowe=(lowering
his voice) came to my door in South Londom and eaid,
T heav you've bin getting violent with tho wife?’
1The wife?¥ I saye. And the tears started pouring
down wy face! Ho took me down tho etatiom and I
told him aboube-wFawcett---and he saidf--

FAVCERS:  Ucoehd '
STUBB (in an imploring way) What did you do it for, mate?
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FAWCERT (drinking) Wellew-(forcing himeelf to say something)

STUBB:
PAUCEDT:
STUBB:
PAXCELTS

It was~wwthe villagew-ethe women with all their
decireseewtuch loud desires, I alwvays used to sayl
The village in \alost

It was Scuth Londond
South HWalest ‘
Londont

valeot

STUBS (giving in) ALl right, then. Fawcett---toll oe obout

FAWCETTS
&7UBBe
FAYCETT?
5TUBB:
FAWCEDT:

hetema

vho?

My wiféew

Wallewel used to COME inwww

pLTH

¥nock at thy doore~-start walking up the stairsessl

STUBS (fapcineted) Yes$

FAYCEDT:

STUERe

She'd say, lot me have your ¢aseock for the cleanors,
I'11 come ond get itewand chwewl

Go onl

FAWCETT (muddenly rejecting the fantany) To hell with itt

STURBS

FAWCERD:

(Shaxing STURB out of his fascinated state) Don't
you renlige~~ehs'll have us bushed? We'l) go bushedi
(Looking at DOG) Look what he's come to nowl

Just to think, I used to go out of & morning :a‘xg five
otelock sharp and walk down the road ¢to the tram, and
they ussd to call me Mr, Studbbs And Joe at the works,
Or Jooéph. The boss called me Joseph. ' (A pmise)
And I went on the boose every Friduy night, regular.

I never got fough but she couldn't stick it after
near on fiftesn years.. (Disconsolately) ‘You're

not £it to live in a strast', ehe saids 'You'reees
3011':;0«%11,05’ i%*, she sadds

Ashemed of what? '

weeite  (In total disillusion) Thore never was &
lodger. I wanted her to, But ahs said no.
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FAVCETT (with the anme diccomsolate air) . I never did take
ordoyn. I wos obly in the choir. And Ie-eliked
the pirlsem- That's all.

STUBB (furning to DOG) ‘hat do you iy to thit, Dog? vwhat do
you say to a drop of truth?

PAWCERT (vhispering) Let's go down, Stubbl

STUEB (pising with a nod but ctill Jooking st DOG) You never
could bear to hear the truth sbout yoursedf, could

you, mate? vell, you'll get it now, all on your
ovn.  You'll get your silence.
Thoy begin to pack steanlthily, with
glancon at DOC,
PAWCETT: women! Think of it!
STUBE: And peeple tellkding sanel
FAXCETTs Ve'll got to Davels hefore nightfalle--tell hinm
bog'a asleept
5TUBA: For everd
Thay continue peeldng busily.
FAYCETTs  Heyweeyhat sbout gunshot?
STUBB: Sssn!  (Glancing at DOC) VWo don't need shoteme
not in daylightt
Thoy hitch on their packas As they
do 80 a dog barks on the other side
of the valley,.
PAVCETT (whiopering) Dave's huskies$
Thoir own huzicdes encwer, ¢lose by.
They wait, fearful that DOG will de
disturbed.

STUBB (whispering) Come ont

They cresp out, with a last glance at
Doa.

DOG 45 alones  The huskies dask again
néar bys Then thers is silence,

DOG 42 quite moticnleas as bofors.
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Buddenly therc ic a chot. It is
followed by another, then another,
until there is a volley.

Tho dogo begin to bark franticallys
DOG shokes himsolf awake.

POG (locking round with a glare) Gonel

DOGe

DOGs

Ho jumps up with & tremendous bound
and stands with hic feet astrids 1ike
a great animml, glowering,
" fhe firing &ies down.

So that's 48
Ho secs the open amminition chest, tears
out a bottle, then another; gazes at
them, and puts them back. e seecs the
half-empty bottle they have left behind
theom, seizsa 4t, holds it up to the
light, and puts it down agsin.

Gonel |
He Boginas to calm down, picks up his
gun, which they have loft lying on the
grounds leans it against the bed care~
fully, closes the cheat with a violent
kick and sits down on it again.

Silence, os he gares before him,

D00 (to himeelf) And I used to sweep the gravel at the

Governor'a lodge---look at me nowd (Takes a drink

Sfrom the used bottle) You ldart (Pauces) Yes, old

King Prempel painted the walls of his palace with
huon bloodd Gallens of 4t1  DBut the Engliah broke
him, They turned him into a ¢itiwen. (With a cwile)
Like mes They exiled him to an island in tho -
Indian Ccenn, &nd when he came back ho was talking
about public vorke.

He frowns ac ££f trying to récollect

aogaeth!.ng- |

DOG (with offort) I could never bear t0 touche—e-a womani

Lo e e
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fic seems astoniched at his own words
and Jooks round to see if there are

hearers.
DoG (19.;_&5&‘ up ai if answering sowecna) ;‘Ih:t's thatewel don*t

liko the truth? There's the truth And I hope &t

chokes youl They stoned mew-s{almost weeping)

hisscd at met A poor damned whitel (After

recoliestion) Iiar. (Looks up at the sky and

vhispers) Gabriell ‘

' Silence, He nods in a rosigned way.

He gazes before him in the silence,
quite lost in memories, it ccome,

muaaamneclmwmﬁ

seizes his gune
DoGt Who's there?  (Hs waits, bresthing heavily, his gun
pointed) uho's there?
STUEB and FAWCETT appear again. They
walk 4n cautiouslys DOG lowers his gun.
They appear chakens DOG watches them
closely as they put down their pecks and
i3
DOG3 How far diyou get?
STUBB: Edge of the lake.
DOGs Then?
STURB: We gaw Young Deve.
DOGs You 444? (They nod silontly) bhat did he say?
STUBBE  Hewesheww-laughed at us~e- He Just stood there and
loughede=s The tears wan pouring down his face.
He was holding bis sides. He couldn't help it. He's
a decent kid, He just couldn't help laughing.
DOG (gritting his testh) I%11 give hin Laught
They sit down again and stare before
FAWCETTS  Why did he lsugh, Dog?
DOG Because you're unfit for civilisationl DBecause

youtro a coupls of scarecrovws. Youtre finichedees
you can*t go down to reality any morel That's why.
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FAKCERT: They'd havs drummed us cut of Pas 4f we'd gome downd

STUBBS He just stood and lsughed. He couldn't get bds
treathe-=he doubled upl And you couldn't blame himt

PAWCEDTT: (to DOG) They'd laugh &t you, tool

DOG (with sudden fury) I wéuldn't try to go downl I vouldn't
try it} Get that into your mmti

A paune.

STUBB (pleasantly) It's nice to hear your voice agein, Dogrews

DOC (still to PAWCETT) *Women!$ Look at yourself in a mirrbr,
Casunoval : '

FAWCEIT strokos his chin in a celf-
conscious ¥oy.

- FAWCEIT: Ve nced your holp, Doge Psi'hapn you could choke
Young Dave off for usi - over the radid. Tell his
dads |

DOGs Like holl I coulGt You vant tho truthwseyda got
4¢3 Out of the mouths of babes and euckiinggeeet
And 1'11 tell you something elsse-ewhile you was out
butterfly~tunting I talked the truth to yselfewe
it's getting quite & habit round heret Truth’s a

two-wny traffict
STURRS Ve telked, top, Dogwe=vhile you was aslosp.
DOt And what aid you talk?
STURBs Hollmwe :
DoGs Noy Just tell me, in tho cato wordsl CGo shead)

S1UBBY Temel (Glancing at FPAWETT for help)
FAMCETT's I 5aid T was onlyw=ein the clothees}

DOas Yen?
FAWCEPTs I 6ald I wasewel (He can't go on)
DOG And that was the truth?

FAWCEIT: ‘Thatts it}

DOG (with relentloss mockéry) I'm fascinated! -

STUEB: I ¢told Fawcett abhout theeeel sald she alwiays aaidewe
Tou'ro not maantees' I saldese Aboute=efifteen
yoarseweless(lio gives up)
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DOG (podding) Quite a confession; ¢h?  And you had sowe rye?
STUBB:  That's right.
DOGH ‘Four and twenty Yenkees'?  (STUBB noda)

GOD SAVE THE KING!  {Imitating STUBR)

DOG finishens off with PAVCETT's cackle,
and the other two loock away, shomefacods

FAVCETT (with eudden spirit, Jdghting up) And what wvas your
truth? < ‘
DOG (momentarily off-guard) My ownt (Pointing to the eky)
_ Por Godl

STUES (flinging the koys at him) You can have your rye-keysl
re ¢} Tharilcse ' '
They glower st each others

STUBBs Doge

DOGs Yea%;

STUBBs tmbmhaa@m. A whole wad of it.
Sticking out of his pack.

DOGs A wad of 12

ETUEDs That's righti

. DCOs S0 vhéere is he now?

£TURBs I don't Knowe=we We just rant

DOGS Ch, you didl Heroesl
FAWCETT: It scewod 1ike trapper's meil for a couplo or three
years} ’

DOGs We'll just have to walt, thene--unless you scared
him off for goodt '

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

DOy You did? Realistl

STUEB: And Dogeewwe talked 4t overwe-(pointing at the
proundtion chest) Ve thought it wvas funnyees
there's a lot of bottles therel ‘

DpOds And you thought you'd £ind gunshot?
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SYURB:  That's rightl It sesasd & 15t of Botilesws
. for an sswanition chost!  (trying to kid)

D0GL Dan't you 1dké ryo?

£TURB: But that's & year's supplyeeei

FARCEXTs Dogwe~whers's that pukshot? :
0Gs Horwweeright unier syeeetpoeet (ile smilés dﬁﬁanﬁﬁ

FAVCERD:  You mean——s? (fis gives sn slarwed glsvice at STUEB)
Tou traded the pelts fore--§ You traded sall thoze

PEitBrmm?

STURD (staring at Doo) You &id what?

FAVCEXT: There's no gunshotl Oh, Chwist in heaven! ' flow
are we going to livewewstitess? God help ul, Dog,
that's all}

DG - That's the ideaw—efor Oed $o help you—w-if ho vauts tol

FAXCEIT: You'te biwbwdl

ETUEB;  He's spoofin'i Like the Dckdmo trancel  (laughing)

D00 lsughs with hin Srondcally, and thoy
STUBB (lonping on him) Yon ratt
’ DO pushes his off with & kicks
FAWW: Suppose & grisrly comes Hroviing roundw-esuppose one
of the o8 £063 Wilduew?

STUBBt  You're pushed, bushedl

D06 (mildly) I can talk to buskies, you know thate And -
 grizzlies never coms noar ne, /j et t2o C”‘ﬁg

BTUBBs M might coms nesr ua

DGy Then it your faith in God, like I dol

FANCRIT:  There's gy ténefoot roleeejust thate—betwoen us
. and starvationt
STURBY . ‘God*, b caysl 'God't ,‘
DOGE it's funny-—e(guietly) I don't inow why 1 did it.
I just had to. I radio-ed to Dave, *Give me ryo
thig tiwe. It'11 help us dreamit

FAUCETT: 4And theie was 86 clemning the gunsese
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STUBBY Vell, we're stuck noMe
DoG \by stuck? Go cn downd Like you started doingd
STUBB Suppode we meet a grizziy?
DOas It's laughter you'rs afraid of! Gunohot wen't keep

FAWCETT: And Dave didntt say & werd? He just lst you?
DOG: Wouldn't you have let meeswwith al) those pélts, and
& ten~foot fishing rod?
FPAWCER?:  Whatewepe? Dogt Dogl (Frantically, slmost $n
: Years) My roduwwemy rodwe-!
He dashes to his ded in search of his rod.
ETUBBS You're bushedi \
DOGe Leave gunshot for the people downstairs, Stubbeme
you're a mild manews (Loushing)
FAWCETT {(to STUBH) He's dono it} He'o stolen oy rodt
He soives his gun and points it at Dog.
DOG (gquietdy) Shoot mel - I like being shote—-it's my wesknecal
FAVCET? pulle the trigper and there is

only & clicke :
FAWCETT (L1inging the mm awky) I'm going down--I'11 got there
tonight i 4t kills me! (Picks up his pack egain)
Come an, Studbbl
' STUBB doesn't move.
DOGY He's scared of grizzlien.

FAWCEITs Stubbi
STUBB doesn®t move.
PANCETT (to STUBB) How sre wo going to 1ive, then?
STURB only shrugs indifferently.

DOG (to STURB) Remembar wlen we got your loveelstter near on two
years ago? And we laced ourselves with rys all night,
and sat round e fire and iistened to the sound of the
trees and then watchod the sun come up? And you
wouldn't read your letter-—the only letter we ever
goteantho only time Dave's red flag went upl
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STURN: _That's yowr 4deny tootes-tho red flagl When wo've
got & radio} :

DOGs But we'll read our lettors this tine-~sand drink cursolves
round the clock! (w FAWCETT) Now, como on oit downe
iet's talk the truthl It mikes we feel good,

FAVCETT ¢ (w off his pack aguin and shaking hio head) You're
bushed, Dogwe= You're tushed and God knows vhere
itts going to endl :

pod: w¥hat did che write a loveslotter for, Studd, if she's
having a joy-rdde ¢n the lodger every night?

STUBD (hanging his hesd) The lodger don't existe~

xas AhS  (to FAWCETE) 1s that what I missed?

FAWCHIT:  You was awakef (Scoffing) Eakimo trancel

BYUEB (continuing in mome vodn) She wants mo dack. She loves ce.

oG (holding out tho bottle o him) Herewe-wash the truth downt

STUBB (uith subdued ferccity) What about your truth?

DOG: Oh, thattil cn?n in time! (Suddenly, to FAXCETT)
Expeoting mail?

PARCSTT:  Wol

DOGs I thought you wanted to talk reality?

 PAWCETT: Therow-=you was awikos=sl said ool

DOt I wvas more swske than I've ava;boen before~=now who's

that letter froo?

PAVCETT (wincing under his glare) WellewwX always expected mny
old mun and dad to arite,

Do3s . Didn't they ever? _
FANCEDTs  Back in Vancouver they did. They hate me.
DOGs wWhy?

FAUCETYS  They think I'm richt They think I'm down in Vamcouver
with a cheroot in oy moutdi, living in the whorehouse,
my fect upl I used to send thos a postcard every
YOoarweto keop 'l happye=g hote)-——a nice gardenwes
soaathing de luxe. So they thirnk I'm richl They
think, 'He doesn't give us & centl And he's rich

- 1ike thatit
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DOG (glyly) Mot sven as & cockrosch wasn't you rich, Fawcott?
FAWCEIT:  Iee= (He stares cadly before him)

DOGs Town? _

FAWCEDTs 1 wvamn't 4n the cloth,

Do Thatel

tAWﬁﬁl‘i‘t They wanted me to, badly, First the choir, then a

' course in thoologye——i

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

DOGS ‘They', Fawcatt? Who's "they'?

FANCEITS  Wellwew!

DOG: Tour mm cnd dad?

PAYCETT (at_the dest bottom of his morale) I haven't got no wum

and dady '

DOG (soothingly) You are rich in a wvay, Fawcatt. TYou ldve in
ono of God's lovelfest hotel-pardaniveey ‘

FAWCRTT (looking reund him) I feel coldl

DOG (with o pleasant chuckls) It's as hot an you'll ever get it
this latitudel

57088 (quietly, syeing DOG) Row it's your turn,

FAKCETT (excitsdly) Are you expecting meid, Dog?

DOG: P'rapae Plrapn I asld

FAUCELTs An arrest?

DOGs. No, Only tax evasion. That's from Winnipeg.
From the 0ld prospecting days. And a police=
suifmons from Hackencie Boyw-~dmumk and disorderlye
A guy from Eskimo Point owes me three hundred dolilars,
Ho might be writing to spologice: [le did once or
tvice, down at Pas, Very serioun lstters. That's all.

Silendes
5TUBBs ¥hat sbout the mrder uhu"gé‘?
DOO (bliniing rapidly) itardes chorge?

FAVCERDS  Ieé your name ¢lear, Dog?
DOG (merewing up his eysn) I think so, yes!
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seen) No.
STURB: What's your nama?
DOG shakes his head dumbly.
rAVCEPY (W) Buty Dogeweif there’s no price on your

head, wé can go doun=ewii're frae=~-you can lead us
downeewyou know how! -

DOG (in & mursur) You'd be laughed et just the seme,

STURB: Prraps not with youl

7) 100k ot thist

STUBBe Thattswen good beardi

'DOGs You don't osess tem any worel Hot this big! And
wvhat's your destination?

FAXCETT:  Fort 5t. John=eePrince Georget

0.¢ 31 And Amy's whorchouse?

FAYCEIT: That's rightl | ‘

DOGs Where we eat and ladd the bet?
FAYCEIT {(enthusiastically) Yast

DCas The *truth’t Thoy went the truthi,

A doubtful pauss.
+ BTUBB) Yhere else, then? Asmy's still therel

by vef] You're thinking of the construction days, Stubbdbl
STUBD: What's that?
Do fuhat'es that?' You wasn't alive in construction days,

that's wvhatl Fort St. John==Prince George=w=iny's
whorehouse~--they don¥t existl That's what!
FAWCEI DS Fort St. John don't eximt?
DOGY Not your Fort St Jolm$ I know a railroad track,
some hotels, a Board of Trado, sone churches, Storgoe-
PAWCETTS ¥hat cbout that?
STUBBs Towecantt remswbert
DOGt How do you talk ths truth if you can't resscber whnttls
true?



OTUBB:
POGs

FAWCETT:

poG:
£TUBB:
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There’s Amy'a #n)oONwes

The Port Douglas fotel! They don't even call it
sfloon any morel ‘
*Barkervilie'l

Kelly'e Motolews Remember the tsilings along
Villiames Creek? I recken they turnsd that gravel -
over a thoussnd timssew-polished and dright! That's
it

DOG (mocking) ‘That's itt*

FAWCFIT: Barker took six hundred thousand dollars in gold, so
thoy oaywwe

DOGs tAnd Indd the géed of Aritish Columbialt

FAWCEDT:. That’s itt

STUBDS Richfieldemwtaikor's Culchm—-Nuggots s big ao your
hondeaeintlor Creekmeslow feewes

DOG (takinz up the recital) Conklins Gulcheee Resiember the
Roger's Restauranteswthe tin aliopwmes?

sTUS8: That's ittt

DOG: The Occidental Hotelews The Brewery Saloon?

§TUBB: Yes!

DOGs You remerber picturesl You remeuber dreams, Stubbl
A hundrsd years agol But I thought you was after the
truth now?

FAWCEDNY (with his sturtled dook) mﬁ'a the truth?

DOG3 Thisw=Berierville's a msoug~ziccs from the goldrush

dayal XIt's a dreas that bdrought you €to Canadmews
that's vhatl Axy's whorchoure don't exist! You
lnid & bet in the backroon of the Port Dougles liotel,
drinking ryet  With businecomen s)) roundi VWhite
collars! Christian miscion workersi Train time-
tablenl A feller from the civil airlinesi A couple
of pehoolmerme drinking port and lemont That's whatl
(Chiickling to himsol?) And Any used to clean cut your
rooms, you licel Ko shaeems. no cursingee.} No
Flaming Cthelt
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FAVCEIT (garting up) Flosing Ethel, ohiee!
STUBB: Ehigomen '
Thoy both 50D,
' ‘with the wost mintaturest little revolver you'we éver
geéen 4n hor stocking¥ewe
STUBB: Itve sean HoPwes
DOGt That was a plece from the north of Ingland cur here

on a dream 3ike youl You only called her Flaming
Ethell '

FAVCRIDS Becsuse cho had red haird

DOGs Thatfs #4ghtl And they took her awny for disinfestationt
Then thoy put hor on siosion-work smong tho Indionse
Stubbemethey go grospocting in helicopters nowadays!

£TUDB: You don't soe helicopters round herel

DOGs What would they want round herse--git and watch yon
going bushed?

FAVCETT (bitterly) What sbout the great white besre-wthe two
years fast at Carlyle Strect, ¥imipes? Tell me
that's not o dreant

P0G (quietly) You take your choice, Fawcebt.

FAWCETTs And the Torngarsooki

There iz silenco,

STUBHE WYhat could we do down below, Dog?

DG (grimly) Hang yoursslf in o white collart You wentod it
wild vhen you cae up here and you've got itl

5TUBB3 Long Martin was wild all righte-wwo staked our claime
north of the Ingenikn Riverehighwprade opgwes

POG: But you went north by tredn.  And Long Mertin got
back to Vancouver by silitary plane!

FANCEIT: Hhat are you trying to prove?

DOGs That the construction days are overi If you wint to
go down, go downie=eInt thore's just stroeto. Streots.
vives to hook youesepoliticgwesnewspuperal (Fixing
FAVOREE with his oyea) Don't you remerber?
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PAVCETT (awkwardly) You've got %0 sign certificates-e~specinl
liconcen~=wthat kind of thing?

Doas That kﬁ.nd of thing, yesl You're on the wrong aide
of the law up here, Fawcettl Shall I tell you why?ee
because you're freel

FAWCETT ndds gravely.

PAUCETT: Perbaps thosc thres fellars at Gillie's Urave got
caught by a agualle=like you got on the lake===the
. eky goes black before you can turn the boat roundees

- DOGs They weron't in a boatl

FAWEDIT: I thought you spid--=$ (He stops)

STUBB (eagerly) Doge~-ic that Pence River plan still on?
DOG: Suret G

STUBBs A fur farfeeelynXeeefishersewesgone silversew.sone
dlack foxeee

DOG (still watching FAWCETT) You're bresking the law all the
time, Fawgett. Tou go staliking in Junel Did you
know that was outside tho moose-nsason?

FAVCEIT: Ho.

DOGs Can you tell me vhon the moose-geason starts?

FAWCETT: No.

DOG3 Atter how many years? (Hith disgust) September 15thl

FAHCLTT: I reckan if a fat socoso walks into your térritory he
wants to be eaten! (¥ith his cackling jaugh) In or

out of secasoni
DOG (ymtching the other two in silence) Why do you two follow Me=--
£irst for dreans, then for truth?

STUBB (looking up at the sky and shivering) It seess to bo blowing

up cold}

FAVCETT (startled) That's what I thoughtl You never knovw what
weather you're going to get. Remexbor that day it
stayed dark till two in the afternoon? '

DOG (cynically) It wos derk bocause you wes dead asleapw—}

FAUCEIT (indignantly) Ve moved arcund with lampo=ee!

D0G (beyond his tother) vhat ebout 4t? “hat's the good of
remecbering?
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STUBR (quictly) I don't 2ike it full moon. It Geems—=-
dongerousi---  Tham toWers seen to movel

DOGt What towers?
STUBB: Thayewes
FAYCRIT (frantic) Shut up!

FAYCEIT sits there shivering., The
others seem unevare of this coid.

DOG (plensantly) Listen to that silence. You can't break a
silencs like that. Do you notice, tho animals never
try? Thoy squawk and bellow dut the noises juct
sink in. ' o

5TUBB nods vigorously.
FAVCETT (seeing STUBB's nod) That's right!

DoG: I told the silence a mouthful while you was away. I
sadd I conldn't never bear tom—(for a mosent he seems
to falter) touch a womin.

STUB8 (l_;l_lg&i_gg‘ doliborately) Go onl Roboﬂy;d'm you was a
pouf 4if they'd scen you with Floming Ethel dovn at
Pas, ch, Fawcett?

FAWCETT: That!s right!

S5TUBB: I heard she nearly pulled her pistol on you in the
act!{ /nd she said, Do you want oy bleod as woll??
Do you want my blood}

DOG (delighted with the bopus memory) That's rightt
The atmosphere of muke-believe starts
aga:ln.

FAUCETTs That was the time Long Martin jumped over a cubicle
ond landed ofi May and & de luxe prospector from
tinnipeg! He was blind that night! He said the
procpector had her knickers and highehoeled shoes on
end she was painting him red!

DOG (chuckling) vith her rouge-stick!

FAWCEYT:  They used to charge all-night prices there! Rose
nover would take an all-night customer if sho could
help it. Remember that? She said you had to be a
vife every time---and sho wasn't that unfaithful,
not to chango husbands eix times a woek! .
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DOGs She had o kind of a wit, don't you think so---Rose?
FAUCETTs Ghe didl

S5TUBBs Remesber the guy who used to 64t her on his knees for
a conple of hours and then go away? They say he had
it shbt away in tho war.

FAVCETTs He .wns scarcd, that's elll Ho was pele, you remcmber?
His eyes moved a lot, they seamed to bo floating all
the timge-~vory dark, very soft!

STUBB (guietly) You're talking about Long Hartin.
FAWCRTTS  Am 12 '

STUBBs That's how the pimps start. No interest in cex!

PAWCETTS 1 reconberw—ei
DOG (puddenly) Stop remembering!

54lence.
STUBB: Young Dave's never been this long.

FAWCETT: 1f we're leaving, Dog~--shall I damp the smudge down?
DOGs flog let it stayl

PASCELTS And start a forest fire? It hasn't rained in two

monthsl
DOG (apgrily) It's all right, I tell you--~it's dying every
ainuta, just the samel
The radio begins blinking again, S.0.8.
FAYCETT (to STUBB) ihat'c the matter with him?
STUBB (seeing tho radfio) There's a signal, Dog.
DOG¢ You'll get your signals soon enoughl

FAVCETT (approaching the radic) I'll answer it.

L ot !

D0G (bellowing) &éﬂveo’% elone! (Murmuring to himeelf) Long
Mortine- (To STUBB) Perhnps you'd like to go into
portnership with him againes~vhen we go down?

STUBBt Pimping?

DOG: | In the mudl-order racket! He tock a room six oot
by ten in a seven-storey house in Bridge Street,
Vantouver--~he prubbed blanco in his collar to get it

whiteew-and he sent out envelopes—~ehowws! (Stopping)
Youtre looking so.sadl



74

FAVCEIT (guietly, ao if to protect STUEB) Long Martin has a

DOG

couple of the brightest whorehouses in the UHorth
West Territories, isn't that right?

Like hel) he has! He nover cven had a secretaryl

And he said to you (to STUBR), if your memory
stretches back that far, he oaid, 'Come in with mo,
we'll advertine our pelits in tho small-ads column

in the Vancouver Times, wo'll give & maileordur number,
and we'll send *enm bad palts for cut pricest® Uhat

e horo! And ho went round all the stations from
Mackenzie Bay to Lskimo Point picking up bad pelts!
And the dusiness caught like a forest fire! It went
from bad to better, and {from better to low-down croocked,
and now he's a rich man! - And you was his white-
collarod worker-you wiped his dbusiness clean evory
day! ’

STUBB (hanging his head) Doesn't sound like Long Martin to mel

DOGs

FAVCETT:

STURB:

FAVCEXT:

5TUEBs

DOG:

Hot the Long Martin you've been cooking up for
yourself for threo yearst

The radio-signal ceasses.

I always heard he's got the fattest whores in Prince
Georgel It was Dave hroke the nowse--remember that,
Stubh?

Do 1) !

‘Hie's gone prospecting in petticoats!'-—talk about -
laught

And the night Long Martin played Flaming Dthelees
they didn't teke their eyes off the dice for two
wholc nights-<wind that's whore he got the mmey!.
1'11 strike & bargsin. Tell me the truth about
Long Martin and we'll go dounw-eltll shave off my
beurd at Davels and I'1l march you into Pas like a
vigtorious aryy---ve'il make & fortune on a white-
fox farmi

STUBB (n&iang;x ) You promise?

DOGe

If you tell the truth! (Relentlesnly) 1It's got
ineide mel  OWK.?
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STUBB and FAUCEIT glance at each other.

STUBB: O.K.

DOG (o FAYCETT) Firoteeeyour 1ist of Long Martin's whordse-
yourrenenber?

FAVCERT (eagerly) TYeol

DOGs How 414 you draw it up?

FAYCETT (in alorm) Tewwt
STUDB (impatiently) Tell him}

FAVCETT: Frooe--fyom the girls in the villageee=South Wolegee
theweethe fat onefeee

poas Thanks! And now (to STUBB) I want this one quickee=
what's long Martin'c sail-order address?

STUEB (with lightning speed) Best Pelts Ltd., 2% Bridgo Strest,
Vancouvers.

oG Like o puppyl Goodl

STUBBs Now do we go down?

DOGe ¥ithout the mail? Wetll wait for thateeethen go down.

FAVCEIT (irritated) MHodlews
A long silence.
STUBB (burying his head in his hands) Ve'll wait a hundred yosrot
Suddenly there is a shot, qyite close by.
STUBB it's himd |
They all listen.
PAYCETT S Vhat's he shooting his way up fae?

DOG (laughing) He's blaring a trail for your mum and dad's
lettersl

STUBB (with sudden resolve) I don't want letterai

PAYCETT (jumping up at once) Nor met
STURB (also jumping up) Let's gol
DCG (alarmed) You'll stay heret

They stop in the act of picking up
their packs.
STUBB (to F'AWCETT) He's scared!
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DOG (obashed) We'll go down togethere I'm lending youww-is
that right? tho else can fix it up with Dave?
You're on contract, remerberi

STUBB (geeing a bargaining point) well, it's got to be quickt
DOGs He's nearly herel Can't you tell by the chot?

He's down by the Creski low take it eagyeee
Eafyws=  Yhat about another bottle of=w- (laughing
with an effort) gunchot? ER?

He. jumps up and opens the chest, pulls
out another bottle while the other two
wateh hinm suspiciocucly.

FAVCETT: It's 'bgon a long time,
' STUBBS Eh?

FAUCETT: Three yeors!

DOG (banding them the bottle aftor opening it) Herel

STURB: Ro.

PAYCETT (also choking his head) It dicagrees with me. (Suddenly
getting sn idoa) Perhaps they died of & Jjugwe=i

DCas vho?

Glds ‘= bvay ‘
FAWCETTs  The follers at Manson Creek! Suppose they drank al)

nightewsthé meil comes up the night before-—-thoy went
ocut stalking and juste-esat there and diedee—-of boosgee=

DOG nodo with a kind of -diogust as he
puts the untouched bottle on the table.
STUBB (to DOG) ‘as the lotters read?
DOGH 1 don*t know!
STUBB: 1 mean, wos they opened?
DG (impationtly) The rats ate 'ém up, &o how do I know?
Another chot, even closer,
DOGs Therel Vhat did I eny?.

They look in the direction of the
eho!:é nm to the door.

FAWCETT (galling cut) 1Is that you, Young Dave?
Thoy wait but there is silence.
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DOG (M, his vocice much stronger than the othars) Gabriell
Tho others gape at him,.

STURBS Listen to that, 'Cabriel'

FAYCETTs (guddenly turping on DOG) It wes you got us up herel
'Gabrielt, 'Gabrieitl Uho you calling to=-ewho you
been calling to for three years, for Christ's sake?
(Screaming at the top of his voice) You big, fat,
two-faced, bearded pouf! I'm going down, do you
hsar mt? I'n down to.-civilisation}

Cw@w I Thore ool ho Canclizals v deun : ) .
o ._.:,. - )x03"' “’) ‘u‘_"‘cr MC-D"’,
DOG/(taken aback) Fawcett, Favcotter- 4o cerlzvoaidy

FACETTs ,/) You'd been on a jag and the town locked dead, 50 you
2. it e
e . 1aid a bete--='Something’s got to come out of the
silence', you sadde ILike hel) it di4t Like helll

STUBB (quietly) Xt was you eadd that, mate.
FAYCETT (turning on him also) Said what?

STUBRS About the silence. Down at Pas.
CETT {staring at him) Me?
STUBD: That's right! You'd just been offered a jodb én

road-haulage and it ccared the shit out of youl
8o you came up herot

FACETTs  Dog was offered the jobl
STURB: Dog was working in the mnicipaleew}
DOG (going for him) Now, then, you ratewel

STUBB (Jumping eway) In the municipal office~we (gpesking quickly)
sowage department—--checking up on the road menderpe—
ten dollara a week!

He etands there panting with the effort
and they all seem to share the
exhaustion.

DOG suddenly dashes to the bottle,
picks it up and takes a long draught.

DOG (gasping) 1t's the nemory that goes-ethey say it's the
first thinge-«there's too much silencet
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STUBBs You remonrbar all right!
DoG: I feel cold-w- (shivering) dead coldl
FAWCESTS That's what I said juot now! And you said it's as
hot as you'll over get this latitudol
¢ down on the chest darain,
the fire iaid for tonight?
FAWCETT:  Wo're goingz, you sajdl
6TUBBs ¥e're in @ £ix if we don't go downe--without gunshotl
FAVCETTS That's right (to DOG) what do we eat? . The beanstll
be out by tho end of the woék, the moose-teat's nearly
gone!  (Bepding down and talkine to him fiercely)
That's like you, isn't ite---letting us starve to
death like the boys at Gillis's Grave, by Hanson
Crecke=wthore's the creck just bLelowe-edo you want us
to do the sam@wes?

DOG (burst :’_t% ut_angrily but still shivering) To hell with your
astoriest 'Manson Creek'e—— 'Gilliats CGravetee

hov long are you going to cling to that cne?

FAYCETT:  It'as your story-—-the rusty frying pan, the letters

‘ nailed to the table esten by ratae--~that's yourst

DOGs And you believe it! You put your own lying stories
in my mouth and then say thoy‘re truel

FAVCEXT (gasping) Teeel

STUBB3 It's true all rightew=] heard it from a guy at
Coldwater Creek~--stories about death are always truol

DOG (fiercoly) If}.l cast you two in the truth and leave you
stinking of iteeelike men in a bogl (He goes very
quiet) Thoy'il never let us back. Get that in your
mits.

¢ himself up) Got

They both stare at him,
STUBB (in a whicper) vhat's that?
A Imsh £a)ls on thems FPAWCEIT casts
his eyoes yound in the silence.
DOG (also whispering) Remember what Dave enid three years ago?
*I'n looking for guys wvho've given up.' And he shot
ne & wink, ‘'Like you,' he said.



STUBB (tremdling) ﬁey. does that Young Dave wear a fall-cut

suit? He sesnd tQwwe$

FAVCETT (shrieking) Shut upl Shut upt (A psuse) FHow'd they

give us Wmﬁm if we wasn't going back?

DOG (still gquietly, w" at him) To lead you on. ‘*Keep

yourselves asused up there', he says. Remsuber?
X%11 teach you how to trap, stretch the pelts,
Take & gun aplece. A fishing rod. I*1) give you
a pack of huskies.' Remembor?

FAYCET? (bowed) No.

DOGs

*AYl you got to do'y he eays, ‘is answer the radlo
four times a day, keep the grass round the station
triemed, patrol ance an hour andee=keop your rotten
mouths shuti?  Remoxbor?

DOGs

tho coacruta?wthem LoWergew=? |
He dién‘t eay.

vhat 4id you &fgn on for, Dog?
We all did.

The hush continuess

FAVCETT (guddenly) I%11 go down tonfght if it killa me, 1111

DOGs

FAVCETT

Doa: -

ETUBBs

nake Davo's ¢abin and kip there the night, I*ll go
slone, 50 help me Godl

God*1l help you all right if you ¢an help yourselfeee
tut be careful of that silence on your way éver, that's
all, Fawcett--—-mind you don't get wobbly kneent

You come with me, Stubbeeethé silence nakes me giddye=e
I have to start shouting--ethey'll pick me up for
crary---let's go down, Studbl

We only feed eath other with dreamst . Alone we're
reall Go aheadeewgo downe-<=wg'll all go down slonel

Are you bushed? Wo've got no gunshot! I can't
tadk to hskiese—=by Christ (to FAWCEIT) He's loaving
Uy Faveattesel Ho'gawsl
DG, suddenly ceeming his advantags,
86izes his pack and makes ap if to
leavo,

—
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STUBB Re's doing it, Fawcotte--} Dog, Dog, COmo DACKwws
ve can't handle the huskieswe=Dog, Dogl

P0G (stopping) What do you vant me for? I'm not gunshot!

STUBB (W) Yo Just need you.

FAWCETT (surrondering) You'ree-=in with the silence, Dog.
You sesen to know about it. .

DOG (throwing down his pack with a glad gesture) All rightl

FAWCETT:  Thank Christt o

pOG: Anyway; raybe he's dead-~-mivad to another towheww
onotherewcivilisationt

STURB: Vho's Shet'?

oG iohg Martin.

FAWCEIT:  %he petticoatedonlers

DOG (turning on him fiercely) And you-—-what'll you live cn?
Going beck to lavatory-atiendant in Vancouver?

FAVCETT (stunned) Dogees

206G (ralentleam) Hayhe the hole you drilled through to the
ladiea' lavatory is stild Wre,!

FAVCETT (gtaring before him) It wis WaleSwes

OGS You 4idn't ati® out of Britich Colunbis tild you was
turned twenty-threel And Christ knows who gave birth
to youl

_ STUBB (laughing suddenly) A tape-e& Fawcett!

DOG {with disqist) Grin yowr bloody head offl

FAWCHITs  They should take that gun out of his hands} He's
trigger-heppyt

STUBB (o DCG) And what about youw—ewhat'll you go back to?

DOGs Towel 4

STUSB (continuing) He comes out to do the big prospecting jobw—
sails from Southawpton in a de luwos liner carrying
conle=wand thoy give him a job at the Town Hall in
Winnipegd A job listening to tho assistant sewage-
officer talking big about Eakimos and the king of
Kumasd who padnted the walls of Nis palace with
human bloodl
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DOG (guietly) You look ugly when you say that.
STUBBs I fesl nick, more likelyt
DOt That's disgust et yourselifs
They are at each other,
FAWCEM: 1 just feol doideesthe air foels desd, do you lnow
what I wean? I can't emell the pine-firs any mare
(he sniffs)---just about now you can el the lake,

usually~--=when the wind changes, as the sun starts
its downward course, as the guy down at Pas uséd to

The other two continue to glare at
each other,
DOG (still to STUBB) vhy don't you finish 4¢? How he took
A& Wifgues?
STUBB: I wviis leaving it to youl
DOG: And couldn't do itw-=-got halfeway and couldn*t do
1tmmn?

STURB (sorey now) Well, you don't have to blome yourselfews
54lence.
FAWCEITt  There don't gseem a reason for doing anythings

(Pointing at the bottle) Even the rys-—-it's just
ldquidt  Eh, Stubb?

DOG (in o dried-up, sucken voice) We'll leave, I'11 tear up
the contract with my own hands}

STUBB (in @ whisper) Leave, now, Dog?

DCGs Yen.
FAWCETT: We won't wait for the madl?
DOG No.
_ STUEB and FAWCEIT reuach out for their
packs, watching DOG for a move.
STUBBs . What do we do with the rye, Dog?
DOG (in _the same voice as before) Lock it up.
ETUBB:  We lock the cadbin?
DOGs What's that?

STURB: Yo close the cabin up?
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DOGt No, leave it open for the boy. (Stranzely) He's
young and greenies )

FAWCETT (as STUBB takos up hig gun) What's the use of guns

without shot?
STUBB (gtrapping up hic pack) They're weapons :]uat the eans.
BOG watches them liatlessly as they
propare thoir packs again. .
DOGs Don't forget the frying pan. VWe'll need to cookl
STURB (turning) Vhat's that?
DOGs The frying pan.

S7UBB: Oht  The frying pan, Favcettt

FAYCEDRT nods and absently tekes it
down and begins ctrapping it to the
back of hio pack.

STUBB (hactily) ¥e'll hit the other ssde of the valley by
nightfalle-sthere's 1ight éncugheee}

DOGs He'll be theré~~-with his polished white collari
Remonber thatl

STUBBS I don't have to see himt

DOGs i heard of a man once, he £i1led in seventy thousand,

nine hmdred and foity-twd envolopest
FAUCETT (turning) That wao Stubbt

STUBB (gtopping his rreparations) I used to hate that wallwe
pore than anythinge--it wap dirty yellowe--and tho
way long Martin used to coughw-esvery day, evory

hour of the dayewe (ho imitates & torrible dry cough)

the way he uged to put his finger round the inside

of his collar on the hot dayswl hod to get out, Dogl

DOGt And you're going back to that?

STUBB (holplessly) I couldn'tl ’

DOGS You was talking through your snct about me Just nowes
in the gewagoe department---do you expect mo to go
back to that?

" There ic a shot in the distance.
- FAWCETTe Hets further off}
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STURBY Naybe he's lost! (o DOG) Ve couid anover his
ghots with ours if you hadn*t traded our pelts for
rye this morningt
FAWCETTt That was yeaterday! Ve've boen two days without
STUBB: It vas this morninge——{ (Dut he ien't sure)

DOG (Lo STUBB) I'1l tell you why you won't go to Long Hartinee=
because you owe hin close on seven hundred quidl

STUBD: Shat?

FAYCEDTS You owo Long Hartin that, Stubh?

STURS (0 D08) MGOF Ltal

DoGs The date makes no differencol A couplo of thousand
trapping dayt ago=--a couple of sternities!

STUBB (daged) Seven hundrédees

DOG (to FAWCETT) That leaves you, lavatory-man=-«to go back to
your hole in the wallew-alonet

FAWCETT (as if fo cover this up) I never heard about Stubb
owing any soven hundred quidi
DOG: Not .about Yong Martin walting down 4n Pas for him,

aaying he won't put him in gacl, he'll take him into
partnorship agatnewsm half-poyees for fouiteen yoars,
until his balls have alrivelled to the size of peast
That was lLong HMartin's own expressiont
STUBBe What would I need that money for?
pOG To pay your wife for leaving her in the shit tusnty
years bHaokewwi
A sidence during shich FAWCETT gaxes
at STUEB syspathetically.
STUBBS The lodgerwes .
DoG: There was no lodgert ‘There vas Hr. and Mra. Stubbeew

mbmmnmdatmﬁ%mtcm'emry
morndngt
ESTURB: I nover sent her nothing. Ko monsy, only letterst
DNOGs You left that to Lang Merting That's what you @ids

Andumcdnpgmtuhehadmﬁnacmﬂxm
you couldn't sovel
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STUBB (with sudden decision) I ain’t golng downt
OGS Like hell you ain'ts
They listen sgain.: Nothing.
POG (in & lower woice) Let's go up, n a? downt
STUBB (ggartled) oy
DOGs a'nuu&mth&rcabmmm up! Beyond the wird.
FAWCETT (pervously) It's en ideat
STUBB: Buteewbutment ) .
DOG (with & chuckle) Give me that rys, lavatory-sant
FAVCETT hands him the bottle and DOG
takes a drink.

FAWCETT (losking at hin affectionately) You know, you're still
our Doge You slways will bo. It's comething a
min's born wAth.

DOG hands the bottle back to him and
. FAVCEYT closes it again carefully.
STUBB: ¥e'll fresze to death up theret

DOGs It did me good to trade that gunshotiewe Itve always
hated gunst?

FAWCED? ¥You could never shoot!

DOG (indignantly) I used to be & sarksman in tho ware--ot five
hundred yards Iees}

STUBBs You wamn't in the warl

FAWCETT (gazing at the bottle he has fust closed) I never used .
o got real drunke--even on & week's Jag. 1 always

had one eys gpaneew!
DoG: 1dke hell you dideeeone lavatory=eyet

STUBR: Ve could go to Dave'swwuiip there the nightewepes
what he says about moving ofm—etry & town we've
never ssen beforel

FAUCEDTS There's lots of towns I wouldn't like to sée sgain!
DCGs He, tool Vancouver, Winnipegeest "
STURBs Bakimo Point, Prince George, Pasl The whole damm loti
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A shot, clote by sgaine They Jump.
mmwmmmrum.

STUBD: Suppose he's bringing bad Wﬁ
DOa: Basghi )
They licten intently.
DOG (in a lowered voice) I don't like the way M‘Mﬂns

POl
FAWCEIT:  What?
DoGs Suppose it's not ons at alll  Suppose it's seversl!
FAYCEXT (frightened) How could that be?
DOGs Suppoce they're signallinge-one side of tho valley
to the othorewsclosing in?

STURB (unconfm;g) You're tushed!
FAWCEDT:  Ye've got no gunshott
Thoy listen againe
FAYCETT (bursting out) Is there a price on your head or not?
DOGs vhat sbout hiw? (Pointing at STUBB) He's wanted for
' eeven hindred quidf They'd surround a place for thatt
FAVCETTY Wetre vanted for the war saybeew-ghirking the wareee}
Dol The war wase-ewhon? (He stops, perplexed)
STUBBY m"ﬂaﬂ.ﬁn‘a too laxy. Aud ho sdpght be deadd
I tell youy it didn't seem like seven hundredwe

20re 1ikewwse
FAGCEDTDS How aach, Stubb? ’
STURD: Five? e gt - : )( .
Do 'Wive't Five a wook for three years!
FPAWCETT: I never was marrief, 50 I can't telll (Mith his
staitied dook)
DOG (purying his hend An hie hands) I don't vant to be vith you
tvo any moret

STUBBs We can't wait for thio moil all nightl

They listen agedn., And again they
ralax & Jittle in the silonce,
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FAVCETT (o DOG) The air feels dead up here~-~there*s aothing
moving——}  (Irightening himaclf) Mauybe we're
radio-actival It's got in our bonepw—driving us mmdt

STURBs Shut upt

DOG (his head st41) burded) ‘You're ms linp as a rag’, she satd,
tehy the hell did I marry youZew-at that dance 1
thought you hed & truncheon in your trouserp-w-snd
now looklt  That's what she saidews

The othar two gaze st him, They sit
down ngain. Silences

FAWCIDT (guietly) Ve used to have quite a ritual round here,
Remostor what Dog umed to say (Lo STUBB)7ewethe stars
have & rhythm,; so have wo, zo has the moon, and it'a
the samo onel

STUDB (gasing at DOG) Hs used to bleds the cabin once a month
with Creek water. Halfeanshour'e silence at nightfall.
Ve had some style in our 1ife thent Look at him nowt

DOG (mumuring) But you hated me for itl vell, yoa've got your
democracy now! (Euddenly) It's funnyswel was wider
avalte thon I%ve aver besn bafore hHutewel

STUEDS thatis that?

DOGs 1n the Doldoo trance-——thatts rightlee. (Radiently)
I oaw & now land, & land vhere ahe's bech loading us
81l this time, you can lsugh at Gabriel, you can kill
her if you Yikee-wyouttvs done it, you've killed my
dreanpe-etut che'a lerding us theree~I romembexr it
her Dava's whore or my ittle Achanti dogseel

FAWCETT: I swear you wan dead in that trance, Dogwe-we tried
your breath on & plece of glasst '

DG I maw the now landweright before ny syesew-and the

“ three guys sitting therees-at Gilliis's Gravoee-}

FAVCEIT (atartled) Giliie's Grave?

DOG3 That's where sho led thém And they just sat down
out of 3oymaw%eymd¢‘aa-bacmthey

wvan alive for the very firat timseess} They Just eat
gown and dled of Joyt And ono of the guyseeeXtll} '
never fargstiewohe wvas trafling a frying priie=she ran
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maybe ten or fifteen sdles along the vim of a ML,
up the trap-line, behind the other guys, I remember
this frying yan clanging agasnst the troes, it ¢lamged
for ten or fifteen milos, alohg the rim of tho hillewe
he nust have beon strongeweho sust have hod some
constitutionew-it wae fear that gave him the strength
saybee--lilg oyes was popping out of his headt

FAWCETT: I never heard of poopls dying of ¢y

DOGs You'd ssy they diod of 0old=e«they reached the enowe
Unewwwthoy had noww=l (Ho stops with & porplexed
expresaion) They had no gunshOteses -

STUBBs What's that?

PANCEDS  listen, Dog, I'd like to go downi

DOGs I'11 nover forget that frying pan clanging alongwes
In the woodn, at the rim of the hilil And everything
vas go clemn, 50 cool, the furthor you uene. the

oounds wore 80 clonrewe For z's,tteen mesz Ang
then the sndw-linet

- FAWCETT (with his start
home I ever bhadl
DOGe Hﬂ; tool

) This 4ie the best

A shot very cloue bys They jump sgain.
STUBBs Hayl
DoGs Sashl .

They liston intently.
STUBS (whispering) He's Just round the cormert

DOG (slso whispering) He ¢an't bel  You can't valk thiough that
bugh without r(,lmtling a leaft

STUBDS He must have
They sit quite still, peering at the door.

DOG (suddenly calling out) Young Davet Young Davel I that
you cut there? (A pause) Come and Join ust

Dand silonce.

FAWCET? (4in o whisper) Why should his nawe bo Young Davews
Just datause his QRd*geee

DOG? It's what welve alwnys called hint
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STUBB (in_ en animated whisper) Dave never told his aun's nasel
(to FAWCEIT) I reckon I know why, toolw~-he*s the
son of a whorel

FAWCEITS  Go on}

STUBE: Any made o mistake one nightewgheest

DOG (sharply) That's encughl Ve don't have séandal up hersf
& twig breaks near by.

STUBBY Hey! ‘

They 1isten, their oyes wvide.

FAVCEIT (still whdspering) He's spying on ust Vith orders to
shoot i€ we try to leavel

poa Bon- of Dave} Son of

| There ian't & sound.

FAWCEDPT:  Xt's the smudgel I threw some twigs on the smudge
this morniingt  (But he is tresdling)

STURD That's whore the shot came fromew=the last ahotl

DOG: - I can feel spmething'c thorel

FAWCEITS  It's the swudge, I tol) youw—l cin 808 tho Duckewest

STUSBe It'n acebody movinge)

m;cm: It's Young Dave taking the mikew-hs pluy& the fo0lewel
(Trenhling vielestly) '

DOG (suddenly, at the top of his voics) Come out, ym Qm-of«-w-
bitchy come on outl

ailence.
STUEs (frantically, to DOG) It's you emt'u us hxxshed at with
your dreansl . -
mecmx That'e rightt (But st41) trembling) Romesber when

ke hid froe the cops over at Dave's cabin? Han out
of the shop with his beard flyinge=<Dave's face fol)
& nileseel

DOG (shouting) Excopt that you ran with mel

FAWCERT (his teeth chattering) Vhat?
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DOG vith your coateteils flyingt
FAWEDT: I ren becaussé you rent
£0Gs ¥e all ran togetherl

FAVCETT:  And all the cops did was ait there and play cords,
&nd we ttayed in the bushes snd watched ’eme—for
thm:shmzraarmﬁ And I think thoyaeskeptwse

STUNBY That's rightt And Duve said on the redio, ‘Yvhat ves
you mcared of, boys?! afterwardst With that little
twinitlod

They liston again but nothing wovaa.

FANCERT: Itts the orudgey I o1l yousme

DOG (calling out again) Got the wadl, Davo'n eon?

Silence.

Sudden)y there is a shot almost whore
they stand.

Thoy ave all shivoring viclently.
STUBB (clutching hold of DOG) Somebody's movingw-el (Pointing)

Tliey stand close togetheyr, gaping at the
spot the chot came fyom.

FAWETT (uwith horror) The hole in the walle-s}
DOG (shouting) Geb the pecks on your backst
They all scrardle over each other trying

to got their packs on, picking up their
rifles, kicking the bottles over.

PAWCEIT doemn't succeed in gotting his
peck an bocouse of the frying pan he
has strapped ue

DOGS Rasxer & note on the table for Daw-—m 8.0.5.--!
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quickl  An 8404Semmne're going up the traplintee
furthor upseet

These is enother uhot, imssdiately by them.
DOG:  Qusek} o
He dyope the hamwer snd nedle and he and
STUBE daah ©fF, with thedir puckn and gunoe
Yo hear DOG shaitt
DOGs They'vo come Lo get us, Stubby
FPAVCEMD 1o leoft alone, hopelessly
trenhling as he tries to get the pack
on his back and pick up his rifle nt;z
FACETY (frantioally) Stubbt Stubbi orUnBY
STUSD (galing hold of hiw) Quickt
FAWCEIT (atill faying to pet the pmck up) Stubd, the frying panee
the frying peneessi
STURBs Cond ond
flo pulis FANCETT off, and the last we
oiin of the latter 4o the frying panew
ho is trailing his pack oloog by the
straps, with the frying pon clattering

behind,
FAWCEDT (s he goes off) The Srying pant
Weé hear it clanging along Yehind him,

It dles awy slowlye Silence.
Huskies bark close by, thon there in
silonce aguine :

After n long pouse YOUNG DAVE enters,

a youth of fifteen or sixtaons Ho has
& gun ulung over his shonlder, o csall
poack ond & bolt of asmunttions



n

9ts .

He starss round at all the disordsr,
Ba takes a thick bundle of letters
Mﬁmmekmﬂmﬂmmthe
tabla.

Suddeniy o tird flies overt he runs

to the window to take aim but is too
inte.

Thon he Yeaven end tries to clome the
door behind hims PBut there io no lock
and it swings on its hingoo. He kicks
it closed & socond time but again it
swings opane

HRo rewenters the cabin, clearly wondering
where to leavs the letters; for fear
they will blovw awey. He sees the
hsrmsar and long nalls, With one sure,
gmoet stroke he drives & nedl into the
latters and fixos fhem on the table.
He leaves in a hurry. The déor swings
behind him,

There is silence,

The redio blinks 5,0,8,

Thore appear 10 be quits a number of
letters thares Our attention is
concentrated on thom as the curtain

Jime UWe can 5:32‘3‘13?% "‘-’-8""
te vty wbbly
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