Tundra Times i

I'm usually immune to strange
creatures wandering about our

streets, sometimes ranting and

raving about various and sun-
dry causes. Metropolitan An-
chorage has its share of nut
cases — you name it, we've
got it, even at high noan in
front of the Plaza. ]
The other day, | was mean-
dering over to the Short Stop
for a bite when | spotted this
natty professor type on the
street corner shouting about
Native this and Native that,
I joined the other curious pass-
ers-by, and [ thought he was
saying “The sky is falling,
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by this Art fellow's eloquence.
He sounded like an intellectual
(in an arrogant sort of way) so
I stuck around to hear what
else he had to say.

When Ole Art saw that he -

had an audience, he held forth

jan Yupiks attend the ICC, of
all things. Then he quietly
started tossing numbers all over
the place, mixed up with some
impressive - sounding scientific
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