TN L Ty g |
o |

L s o A s - s R TR ST EIR SRR T DR b e e et TP BB R e e

sz

“Tundra itimes; EnidayJapuasy o, J 769

" Tunora Times

Owned, controlled and edited by Eskime, Indian, Aleut Publishing Company,
Published ot Foirbanks, Alaska, weekly, on

a corporation of Alaska natives,
Friday.

Address all mail to Box 1287, Fairbanks, Alaska 99701.
452-2244. .

Telephone

Entered at the Post Office ot Falrbanks, Alaoska, as second closs matter

under the Act of March 3, 1879.

Eskimo, Indion, Aleut Publishing
Committee: Howard Reock,

assistant secretary. HOWARD ROCK, editor.

—

Co., Inc. Board of Directors Executive
president; Thomas Richords, vice president;
Mrs. Ralph Perdue, secretary; Jimmy Bedford, comptroller; Mory Jane Fate,

SUBSCRIPTION RATES

Regular Mail (including Aloska,
Canada and other states) ......
Air Mail (including Alaska,
Conada and other states) ...... ! Year $19.00

Editorial—
Considered Change

Charles J. Keim’s two short stories, The Plane and
Tuttu, to the right of this editorial, are timely. They
bring the reader to the immediate present and point out
what is going on within the area of the North Slope—the
quest for the dollar and little of much else is under
consideration. |

In his note to the editor of this newspaper, Chuck
Keim pointed out why he wrote the two stories. We
think our readers should know what he had to say:

“Like most Alaskans I welcome the many changes

1 Year $ 8.00 6 Menths $ 4,50

6 Months $10.00

which have taken place in the territory and state during
the 15 years I have lived here. If you have read any of my
articles and short stories you will find that I have tried to
argue for CONSIDERED change, just as did my grand-
father in Montana Territory and State when they were
publishing the first daily newspaper in Missoula, M.T.
One of the family treasures is a buckskin jacket the
grateful Indians made for my great grandfather when he
pointed out the need for considered change at a time the
whites were stealing the Indian land and couldn’t under-
stand why the Indians didn’t like it. Maybe it is this
heritage, plus my part Iroquois blood, that started me
pondering the developments in the Prudhoe Bay arca.
The catalyst for the enclosed two short-short stories was
the story I read that a plane load of writers was flown to
Prudhoe recently to write about what is taking place
there. I wonder if they really got the story—all facets of
it.

“At any rate, I wrote the enclosed two stories with
the intention of having people think a bit more deeply
than the dollars that lie underground. What they will or
should do for the people who live above ground should

»

be an important consideration. . .

CONSIDERED CHANGE, *

L}

should be an important
consideration. . .

Poem—

OUT OF NOTHINGNESS

| traversed the old year
haltingly, sadly—

With touches of triumph and
Came upon the new year
wondering—

Wondering what will cross my

Nothingness? Hark!
| hear a sweet,

lonely path It is resounding, titillating
Through the tunnels of sweetly—

experience Echoing in tintinnabulary
That wind in many directions. sounds

Without discordant tones.
Wondering, | projected a

thin line of | know not what this
Clean thought into the Astral symphony professes,
future’'s mystery. But | sit here in my lonely

station

With heartstrings a-tingling.
Happiness, good fortune
can it be?

I am sitting now

In mylonely station

With hopes abounding.

It streaked but a little way and
Melted into nothingness.

| despaired of the weakness of
My sinew-bound mortal

being—

Despaired of my pitiful
weakness to

Breach the wall of nothingness.

Thin cymbal sound emanating
From the mass of nothingness.

—HOWARD ROCK
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The Plane

One moment the warm cabin of the twin-
propellered aircraft was filled with animated
conversation of 30 people, their discussions
enlivened by occasional glances below at the
snowcovered arctic plain and the prospect of
new though brief adventure. Then the aircraft
began to fall.

One second.

Two seconds.

Down.

Down, at a deep gliding angle.

Charles Miek, seated nearest the rear exit,
squeezed the arm rests until he felt metal. His
belly seemed to have been left several hundred
feet above him. He gave his seat belt an additional
unneeded slight hltch He had heeded the “Fasten
Seat Belts’” sign which had flashed on minutes
earlier. Until this moment he had been virtually
unaware of the throbbing of the powerful engines.
Now they seemed almost silent, ‘and the plane
continued to fall.

Miek glanced out the porthole. Rapidly reach-
ing up as though to strike them were the
snowcovered, braided channels of the Saganvanirk-
tok River. In the darkening and flat distance was
Heald Point extending into frozen Beaufort Sea.

Still the plane fell.

Miek watched the other passengers now. A
correspondent for a chain of western newspapers
still held her cocktail glass above her head where
the sudden drop of the aircraft had thrown it—
the liquor neatly shooting out then ricocheting
from the luggage rack to the floor. The lean,
bronzed magazine writer had chopped off his
conversation with two young women representa-
tives of press services. The blonde uttered a
prolonged “Ohhhhh!” as the sudden drop forced
air from her lungs. Some writers in aisle seats
braced themselves against the increasing pull of
gravity and leaned over other passengers to take
hasty looks out the portholes. Miek could see
hands strongly grasping aisle arm rests. One
nearby portly gentleman, audibly grunting, began
pulling himself toward the pilot’s compartment.
Still others looked toward the rear exit. Their
eyes locked onto Miek’s. Eloquent too were the
agitated motions of their heads and contorted
necks.

Still the plane fell and now Miek could see a
few lights and a tall tower-like structure.

It would soon be over.

The portly man was banging on the door to
the pilot’s compartment now, and Miek remem-
bered that he was an Air Force ex-pilot represent-
ing an aviation magazine.

Abruptly, Miek reached up and pressed the
button tu the intercom system. A stewardess
forced herself from a seat and, as the engines
roared and the drop ended and the plane began

to level off then climb a bit, the girl started to .

hand sheets of parchment to the passengers.

“Ladies and gentlemen of the press,” Miek
said, “you have just been initiated into The
Arctic Club. The certificates attest to that fact.

“Look below. You will see the Prudhoe Bay
area, Arctic bonanza and one o&f the world’s
richest pieces of oil real estate. We'll be there in
about five minutes, and then you’ll see what's
going to enrich Alaska and Alaskans far more
than dld the Gold Rush of ‘98. Here is your

story.”

CHARLES J. KEIM

‘meat.

Tuttu

Tuttu halted the dog

team. The emaciated
animals dropped while the Eskimo scanned the
snowdrift anglmg into fhie frozen Saganvanirktok
River. He walked several feet, knelt and carefully
brushed away snow. The ﬁrst trap was emtpy.

The second.

Third.

Fourth!

Fatigue and deep fingers of apprehension
tugged as he lit the primus stove, boiled tea, and
pondered the past, and the bleak future as the
beverage warmed his empty belly.

Empty traps! Again. He wanted the furs; he,
his pregnant wife, the dogs needed the poor
Empty traps. Empty Arctic plain. Empty
future?

Tuttu had gambled. From their barabara atop
a moundlike pingo the Eskimo had watched the
first airplane flying toward Prudhoe Bay. Tractors
‘dozed a strip. More vehicles crawled across the
land. Tundra, water, and rocks erupted skyward
amid explosions. Tuttu silently watched one
crew prepare more shots.

“Why? Traps will be empty. Ptarmigan and
canbuu wﬂl ﬂee the land. Fish will leave these
waters.”

“Di], man. There’s oil here. We need to trace
it out.’

Two years. Buildings rose. More airplanes,
tractors, and explnmﬂns. Deep ruts in the lichens.
The caribou were slow to come in fewer numbers
and there was little in the meat pits when the
snow fell. e

The part Native bush pilot brought supplies
to Tuttus lake this last spring. He shook his
head after viewing the pelts, and had not unload-
ed everything. |

“Not enough furs, Tuttu. Sorry.”

He started to leave, then unloaded the rest of
the cargo.

“I'll pay the trader. Settle with me later. You
must return to the village, Tuttu. Thescmenwﬂl
stay—for the sake of many people.”

Return? To a village with tuu“lﬂ' any people
for the land to support?

Tuttu stared at the tea leaves in the cup.
Roughly 200 miles to the village. Perhaps more
of the weakest dogs would be meat enuugh but
where from there?

The lead dog whined, then squirmed with
anticipation. Tutfu seized the rifle as the great
caribou herd began angling toward the hunter.
They coughed and clicked leg bones and crunched
the snow. Tuttu would have enough meat—if the
caribou would not turn.

Closer. Soon Tuttu could take the lead
animals. He lowered the gun as the new sound
sent a visible ripple over the thousands of caribou
backs:

The plane was low. It would pass almost
directly overhead. Now the herd was undulating
this way and that. Where would the leaders take
it?

The engines slowed. The plane was falling.

Down.
Down.
The caribou rippled closer.

Tuttu felt pity for the plane’s people. He
thought of his wife, the dogs, his empty belly.

(Continued on page 4)

Archie W. Demmert, Tlingit, Finalist in Look

MagazineTeacher of yr. Award

is sponsored by Look Magazine

cooperation with the Council
of Chief State School Officers.
Archie Demmert was nom-
inated by Dr. Cliff Hartmen,
state commissioner of education.

National Teacher of the Year
winner will be announced this

Blatchley Junior High School
teacher, Archie W. Demmert of in
Sitka, is one of five finalists for
the 1969 national teacher of the
year award.

Demmert is a Tlingit Indian.
He teaches sixth grade at the
Blatchley school in Sitka.

The teacher awards program spring.

WANTED: Chilket Blonkets;
totem poles; ivory pipes ond
carvings; argilite carvings;
potlatch bowls; fish hooks;
spoons ond all N.W, items 50

years of age or older. Send
photo or sketch and prices to:
Albert T. Miller, 2235 West
Live ODak Dr. Leos Angeles,

Califoernie 90028.




