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The following letter was re-
ceived by the Tundra Tirhes
from a person who asked not
to be identified and requested
that the bulk of the letter not
be published.

However, we felt that some
of the eriticism of the article in
question was worth publicizing
without artribution:

" “The North ‘Slope people

have had hard times in efforts
at local management of numer-
ous projects. A fair amount of
these troubles can be attribu-
ted to leaming, but that is not
an excuse in perpetuity.

Something fine and powerful

Be fair to BIA

The .

tices. i
If it is correct that only
those up north can adequately
deliver the services now being
provided by the BIA Fair-
banks office, then do a story

on the poor quality of the
present program delivery—do
not just répeat hollow state-
ments about outsiders. not
knowing how.

I fully support local com-
trol — when it best provides

what the people receiving it
m_mthlﬂtnmdn.lthink

SRR

are made in your editorial,

your paper could quite con-
structively search for the best
solutions to problems faced
by Native and rural Alaskans.”

Don't ask me how we know; we know.

We feel it. Listen, we came here walking.
We came here with only our hands and tools.
of bone and stone, and we made 1.

For many thousands of years we made ii.

We made a living in a hard land -

a frozen land —but @ way that was geod.
Something fine and powerful back there
but something that started going even when
our ancestors swapped skins for that first
steel knife. Something good and real

back there, when work was living and living
was work; we worked rogether,

We are not foolish. We know

that steel knives made it easier, that
steel axer made it easier, that rifles

and harpoon guns made it easier -

outboard motors, snow machines, pickup
trucks, Now television spends our time
as though it were nothing. All so easy.

Until it has slipped away like a seal

in dark waters, And only reglizing now

that we started loging it even when that
first whaling ship brought the white man
with their knives and beads and axes, Even
then we had begun to lose it.

Yet with all our hearts we know, with
our bellies we know, with all our being

we know: something fine and powerful

.- back there. Something fine. - "

~Ronald Crowe

They have their own wo_rlds

An old Eskimo lady

stops af an infersection,
Maybe she stops to rest.

She has high blood pregsure,
She needs to eatch her breath.
She can't rush,

She watches the world go by,

Cars, trucks, more cars, motorcycles,
each in a world of their own.

Each having to get to work,

each with things they have to do roday.
They see her standing at the intersection.

They don’t really see her. They are in their
own world,

Truffic stops. She stands alone.

- But not for long. Here they come again
each zooming by. Some signal, some
don't, !

Can she understand the signals’
They all pass by, .

Once again silence. She starts making her

way across the intersection. She hurries.

She is trying to time her crossing so she can

get across before more traffic arrives. She

reaches the other side and reats, It is severgl
minutes apd many cars, trucks and motor-
cycles later before she moves on,

They have their world, She has hers.

~Norman Westdahl



