


THE WHISTLING VALLEY

A Story of the Yukon

by
Donald Erickson

SOUND LAUGHTER AND THE CLINK OP GLASSES

GEORGE eosell, the greatest rivelry I ever heard of was be-
tween MacDoneld end Mick O'Brien—-——

BLAKE That was out at Forty-Mile, wasn't it?

GEORGE Porty-Mile! It went on all over the Yukon as I remember--
Do you recall those boys, Jim?

JIM Yeh, I seem to.

GEORGE They was in rivalry from the first moment they met on
the old Rock Gas comin' down from Whitehorse and
MacDonald lost at Blackjack to the Irishman. Mac Never
forgave him for that. Mac was the worst loser in the
Yukon an' had the memory of an elephant. "I'll remember
ye," he seid and remember him he did, When O'Brien fell
in love, MacDonald chased after the woman in his lumber-
ing fashion until she was forced to marry him out of
nothin' but weariness, But when MacDonald staked e
peying claim on Hunker Creek who staked beside him but
Mickey O'Brien-—and found the better ground--in that,
hurting MacDonaldwvhere he was most sore. Those two
hated one another like death but it just seemed they

couldn't escape one another——and it was even betting

(continued)
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eround the creeks wihich would kill the other first,.

But neither diad.

No, neither dides An' that's the craziest part of ite
they bec me partners.

Partners! How did that happen?

vell-—avery other day you would find MaecDoneld measurin'
his clzim to see if he couldn't c¢ut & fow more inches
off of Mickey's properiy. An' lickey wes doin' the same
to bkiaclonald. They never spolke to one another of course,
though they ofton nmeteebut——vwell, you soee, they'd both
sunk shafis down to bed drock an' one day their shafts
met an' there ihey were, thirty feet undorground, siarin'
one another in thc faceeecs

LAUGKHETER

eecelt was kind of like meetin' in Hell, as Mickey told
me later. Said MecDoneld, Looking Mickey in the cyes

"I knew soomner or leter ye'd be sneakin' onto my cleim

but I ne'er thocht it wud be froe the bottom up, ye

miserable litile Irish thief." “Vhy," said lLiickey, "you
thought of it elright fer that is gist what you arc now

doin' on wy cleim but thenk heaveus I have found ye out an'

given ye the shock of yer short unnatural existence.®
"I'11 sue for trespassl" shouted MecDonald,

"I'11l sue yo for damages!™ shouted back O'Brien. And
they looked at one enother kind of foolish and.then
started to laugh, And they laughed nntii tﬁey set up

{eantinurd)



(continued)
es partners and could fight in peaee. FPor it was obvious

they couldn't got along as enemies.

SOUND THEY LAUGH

JIM They was a rivalry, I remember, didn't end so good.
BLAKE Vhet wes that Jim?

JIM It ain't & pretiy story-—like George's.

BLAKE Maybe it's more like the truth, huh?

JIM 4As far as I recell George told his story straighte.

That's the wey it happened. Queer things—-good eand bade=
happened in this Xukon--and they don't nced us oldtimers
to add to them. This one~—tellin' it at all-~it's like
diggin' up the deadesseslt 81l took place in less than
two days a long time agOeeee
GEORGE Just & minute, Jim—-let's have ancvthor all around, (CALLING)
Sam! Two all the weyl

SAM (OFF) Comin' up.
GEORGE Go rizkt on, Jim.
JIM They's & velley *'hout eighty-five miles northeast of

Dawson which they called The Whistlin' Valley. Four
men haed been into it when Jim first went in to mine it
and only one had come out end he never spoke againe-jist
whigtled little tuneos to himself, The othcr three~ no
one evor found ottt what hepponed to them. But ncne of
it mattered to Jim Bonner, There was geld in there an'
he was goin' to git it out en' when he merried he took

his wifo in with him. Maybe it was o midteke. I dunno.
(continued)
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She was e& daneing girl, eand pretty, with @ lot of
blaclkk hair an' she like to laugh an' talk an' meot
people. Anyway, they were happy fer a coupla weeks.
eeeeOnly thing thing troubled her. She remembered one
night she'd been dencin' with & boy nemed Briggs when
Jim Bonner cut in en' later Briggs had come up to them
en' said to Jim=="I hear you're & Bonner,"=-an' her
husband had ansvercds=~"Yeah?=ewvhat of it?" And this
folle said: "My name's John Briggs.” An' thoy jist
atered at one enother in a way thet scared her, Nothin'
more was said., Briggs turned end disappoaered in the
crowvd. All Bonner would say to her was that she wasn't
To have nothin' more to do with Briggs an' no amount of
questions would get him to tell her moros..sevhen she
found out what she vanted==it was too late.

Val=—-it sterted on a July efternoon in 1901, Jim wes
dowvn on the stream repeiring his sluice boxes an' Martha
wes pickin' berries on the rise up to the cabinw=
HUMMING

~==ghen her eye caught a shadow moving neacr her an' she
looked up to see him stondin' o few feot avay—-starin'
at her-~John Briggs!

(WITH A SHARP GASP) Vhet do you want?!

80 yew came with him, did yuh? Yuh lef! me to go with
him}

(SCREAMING) Jim! Help! Jimil
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(DISTANT) I'm coming, Martha!
(HYSTERICAL) Jiml! Quick! Jim!!
(A LITTLE DISTANCE) Martha?! (COMING UP)
Marths, whet's wrong?
Hoe=he was hereewwhem
Who was there, Marthe? Whe?
Briggs==Briggseca=
Briggs?
Right there, Jim=~he wes standin' right there!
Where'd ho go?
I don't knovwe=glong the hillewthe hillside I thinkew=Jin?
Ve gotia git up t'the eebin quiek!
A VIOLIN NOTE Vi:RY HIGH
Jim, vhet's he goin' to do! Why'd he come up here?
Ve gotte meake 2 run fer it, VYe ain't got no safeoty
'oept ia the cabin-~Come on!
Is he gonna shoot, Jim?!
He may not be reedy. He ocould be cirelin' round. C'monl
Run, Merthal
RUNNING. PANTING.
In the door quick!
A DOCR SLANMS
weniiade iteweme
THEY BRIATH HBAVILY, ONLY GHRADUALLY RECOVERING
(VERY PRIGHTENED) Ooh! oohl!
You teke my pistoleeI'll use the rifloewwe
JIM OPENS THE BREACH
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e got five windows to wateh. 1Iou take the baok one
end that one facin' the ridgee=I'll wateéh out the front
an' this side. Hoe ein't likely to try comin' et us
from the back--he'd necd 4'git in too close fer his own
safoty. He'll try pickin' us off from the front. They's
about forty yards clear to thet fringe of poplaresscse
CRAMMING THE LAST SHELL IN

sseelVal, we're ready fer him now, Long shots from the
front, I figure. He's got better cover~-~he cantzke his
time pulling the trigger——that's what a woolhat likes,
Jin, I cen't use thisewgunw—I-=don't know how=e

Thet's alright. Jist keep yer wateh, honey.

(AFTER A PAUSE) Do you see anything?

Nopee I won't neither.

J iDL e

Huh?

A fow dances-=that's @ll I hed with him, Jim—ethat's
all I knew hime I didn't do nothin' to make him think
I wvas his girl, Jimw=

I know it,

He must be erasy

He ein't cragzy.

If I'd given him to think he had some call on me=<but
he didn't have any--=he hardly talkede-just denced end
peyed me. I thought maybe he liked dancing with mow-

he kept comin' beck and payin' for more~-but I never

(eontinued)
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thought enythin' more then that-~honest, Jimeeeo.

Mebbe he likes yuh~—-but it don't make e smatterin' of

difference~~he'd be comin' after me anyhow,

But—e=why?

It's in his blood.

Somethin' happened——Jim?

A long time ago.

It's not because of me?

Keep lookin', Marthaw~don't take your eyes off them
windows!==no, it weren't you, Merthse. It was bound to
come~-maybe you jist triggered it.

Do you see him?

Nope.

Maybe he'll go away-—when he sees we're safe in the cabin.
He won't go away——=—

(PAUSE) It's so quiet.

Yeh.

He hates you for somethin' you did?

I nevah seen him--oh mebbe once't or twice when I wvas a
kid—=I can't remember—

I don't understend, Jim. Why's he tryin' to kill you if
he hesn't nothin' ageinst you?

(DISTANTLY) Bonner!

Sst.

(DISTANTLY) Yuh may's well come out, Bonnah! Ah'm

(continued)
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sittin' ocut here till yov do!

(SHOUTING) Well, you kin jest sit!!

Ah'1l pive you time to git to covah! MNo use hurtin'

the gal!

(530U%1n¢) You got @ long wait then, Briggs!

Yuh *feoared to fight in the open like & man, Bonnah!?
Yuh gotte hide behind them skirts!

(SMOUTING) Alright, Briggs! Ah'll meot y'helf way! You
start welkin' tewvard the cebin an I'lle-

A RIPLE SHCT CRASIHING iNTU THE CABIN

Jim! Jim!

(A BIT SHAKEN) I'm alright,.

You’re bleecdin'}

A splinter & wood bit my cheek-~-s'nothin's I was care-
less. Mo wes hopin' I'd git close to the window when

I wes shoutin' an' that's jist vhat I dideew—

Oh, Jimme(CRYING)m=i'm scared, Jimeee

Now don? t~~=honey.

I'm goin' out there; JimewI'm goin' to talk t0 himee-
You're not goin' anywhere! You stay put!

(SOBBING)

I think I know where he ig==if he ein't movede=-the smoke
puffed up just under that poplars I'm gonna try onc.
Alright, Briggs, lessee if you can shoot faster 'm me,.

A CLOGE RIFLE SHOT AND A SECOND ANSWERING BLAST ALMOST
SIMULTANEOUSLY = THE SHOTS SOUND SHATTERING IN THE CABIN,



Qe
MARTHA Jim!
JIM I'm alright, Marthal--flo's o snap shooter alrighte I was shor

several feete HEHe's too fast,

SOUND ANCTRHEL SHELL JAMMED HOME

MUSIC A VIOLIN NOTE HELD HIGH, OUT.

MARTHA (ALMOST A WYBISYER) Somebedy's goin' to die, aint they ,
Jim?

JIM Thet's right--somebody's goin' to die,

ARTHA Vbhy? Jim whet is 12

JIM Vhat's vwhet?

MARTHA Vhy docs he hate you?

JIM I'm a Bonner,

MAETHA You mean=ebthis’!Seme

JIM I should've told you before I married you, Martha. DBut

I thouvght it was finished up an' gone—-I neveh figured it
would folleh me up to the Yultonws

MARTHA A feudl

JIn I don't know how long ego it started—emebbe fifty or sixty
yoerse 4 lotte boih femilies were kill't. But for twenty
years they hesn't beon onee==aot one killin', I thought

it was ovek. '

MARTHA It don't make sense, Jim,

JIM When I met him in the dance hall an® he told me he was @&
Briggs, I thought mebbe~—it didn't meen no more to him
than it did to me~~that 01d foud, I meaRe=-—

MARTHA He soomed like e good, clean boywmw-

JIN He's God fearin'® if that's what y'mean-~the Briggs always

was God-fearint.
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And yet they'd kill their neighborst

1 guess in the beginnin' they hed to kill or olse be
killed. 1It's the way it was.

Xou don't want this, do you Jim?

They's nothin' I kin do about it.

But you don't want it.

(AFTER A FPAUSE) My grandmother lost her daughter, her
husbend and three sons in the feud. But she told us
kids once: No one's suffered more'a me but I forgive the
Briggs~-l forgive 'em everyone--gud I want you kids to
forgive 'em too, because it's & shameful and o wicked
thing, this mulish and bloody hete—~an' it's got %o stop.
That's what she seid an' I s'pose & little of it's rubbed
off on me~=I have no love for the Briggs but I don't
hate 'em either.

Tell him that.

An' git & laugh?

But, Jim, why not? For all you Eﬁéﬁb—deep dowvn--ho foels
the seme way.

No, he don't. Briggs learnt to hete a little bettor'a we
did,

But how do you know? Jim, 2ind oute=yell it ocut through
the window atv him.

What's the use? He wouldn't believe me.

You got to try!; As long as there's & chence you got to tryl

It's your life 4nl wy life in this, Jim! You gotta think

of me, now, not;Fust yourself and your pride.
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It ein't pride. I just inow—=that's alleeit wvon't do
no gnode Do you thiunk if ho seid yes I could go through
that door trustia' him? I'd get e hole in my heead, en'
{'d deserve ites

Shout to him anyway--sco what ho says! Hle's younger
than you, Jim, an' ho's more of & hothead but he's a

decent boy-—wIl know itve (PAUSE) Jim, will you? (PAUSE)
(QUIETLY) The sun'as goin' down an' it's glintin' o2f

his guneeel thiak mobbeeeseI've got him,

Jimy doa't shoot. If you shoot anymore he'll never be
riondse=he'll never believe yoU=—se—=

Vomane=dio you think he'd spare us-~-=? It's us or it's

him an' I doa't intend for i{ to be us. Moz, stay clearl,

Jifteag {1l D]1 008 Gumemeliston 10 Mmoo

Git out of my weyl

A SCUFPLE AS HE SHOVES HER BACK

£t's too good 10 MiSeeeas

CLOSE LIPLE SUO?

(A BOMENT'S SILENCE)

I think X hit him! I sow somethin' movow(SHOUTING)

Uow did you like that, DBriggsfeecslo don't answereecees
I'1ll jist sink a couple more in thore.

LEVEZIING EAPIDLY HE FIRES T/0 SuOTS

(PATSE)

Not @ sound or a flickers I think I hit him-~he dida't

shout back an' heo didn't shoot backeeeBut I ain't surcw
(continucd)
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(continued)
I can't be sure! He could be hidin' out there waitin'
for me to come out an' see if he's deade.so.¥ell, I ain't
thet much of e fool, Briggs—-I can sit here an' wait foo
——fer as long as you kin. (PAUSE) How *bout gettin'

somethin' to eat, Martha? No use us starvin',

MARTHA Alright, Jim,
JIM Only don't light a fire. We'll have it cold.
MARTHA Alright.
MUSIC VIOLIN--VERY HIGH NOTE HELD, OUT. .
MARTHA (IN A VHISPER) It's so derk. I can't havdly see youe
JIM It's a dark night.
(PAUSE)
MARTHA Jim, what's he doin'? ‘
JIM If he's dead he ain't doin' nothin'. If he's hit he's

sittin' out there bleedin', If he ain't hit--wal he's
either gonne wait till morning or else try to rush in-
MARTHA I'm scared, Jimeesoo
JIM I know--I knovw, honey. But we jist gotte sit tight. I
don't think he'll try it tonight-~he's gotte shoot
through a window an' we kin hit him easier'n he kin hit
us because he's framed an' in here we're in the darkest

pert of the wood.

MARTHA Jilwe—e

JIM What?

MARTHA S'pose he don't show himself tomorrow?

JIM Then—-we sit here tomorra night too. i2 they still ain't

(continued)
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no sign nove stir the day cfier——=I'li go have o looks
{PAUSE)
I can't understand itewl neon him trampin' eighty miles
8ii the way {rom Dawson to kill you., He must hate you
o 1ot
Bein' a Bziggse ho got to hate me. Y'sece, Martha, the
feud wes between twe dirt farmors whem it startede
twe fanilies so poor ithoy eouldn't scaurce feed {thomsolves
~-gn' theit's scomething that kin meke you es herd an'
bitter as rocksalts The Briggs is still like thotw-
3411l scruatohin'® for o livin® —~but my grandfather and
my father were herd headed as well as head hearted. And
when ve were s5iill bebies the femily moved eutta tho hills
onto & smell plantationewan' that was added to over the
Yeardeseelt weren't too long before we kids owned our
ovn Lorscs~-an' even had a chance at en eddication. Ve
got as snooty as hell, My fethor hated the Bri:;gs jist
o8 much s ever an' would have shot one if he'd scenm
him in the street. 3Butl &5 for us hide~-wal, the Briggs
were out cuenmies en'® thot wes exeitin'® but we didn't
hets 'om I recison suy moxe'n you hete a wild beaste
that's what ihoy scomed like to0 us~~livin' way up in the
hills,
i heard somethin'.

(SILELCE)



JIM It's jist the wind novin' the branchos. Fathor used towee
MARTHA I'm sure I did,
(MOMENT'S PAUSE)

JIM You're imaginin'ees.Anyvay, for the Briggs kids it was
differont, They wes brought up hatin' us—-hatin' our
woalth-<hatin' our sogioty airg=wjocalous of what wo had
an' they didn't e=-half stnrvod kids who hated the
Bonners moro'n anythin' in the world, I romember hearin'
about 2 John Briggs runnin® awvey from home whon he was
fifteen. No ocne heard no more about him, And this

must be him, But y'see, Marthas, wvhy 1 cun't trust him,.
It's him or me-—-an' I know it--becausche's only got one

eim ent' it's to kill me—=3 Bonner-—~who took his galew

MARTHA Are you afreid, Jim?
JIM I can't help it,
MARTHA I? it's daerk for him it's dark for ua., Yo could sneak

out the back way and into them troes an' keep goin',

JIM We're safeor where we are. Here we got cover but if we
made s break for it ho'd be on our trail in no timo an'
we'd be 23 easy shod as fool hens. I've tried to figure
8 way out, Marthaw-but I can't~-thero ain't one.

MARTHA . Listen!
JIM That?
MARTHA Like somethin' crawlin' along just outsido the house.
JIM Hear thom claws scratchin'? It's an animal on the roof.

MARTHA (UNDER HER BREATH) Jim!
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Now, veke it easy, honey, take it €a8Ysescese

*his piuce seems to me like the end of the world.

VIOLIN NOYE dIGie HOLD For A MOMENT. OUT.

Boeginnin' {to got light out,

Uhy Jimewhold me £02 2 bibewe—

Honey~~iiarthi~~tow did y'ever git into it? Here y'veve
bavin' o fine time=es dencin' girl, the most pop'lar in
bavgon~—overy men after you--full of plens for the fubure
=g’ Y'merry mowemewas

1 love ycu, dimy but I want you alive., I nover knew, Jim
~=]1 never hed no idea,

I knov——I inow it. Ve'll git out of it, honey.

I'm scared, Jim, I never been so scared beioreeess

lies more'a likely dead right aow, liarthe, an' ve're safe.
if he's alive, Jim, you got to try to telk to him~e

lell him y'don't heve any hard feeclings—ethet y'never
knew he tock me so seriouse-tell him I'm sorry if I hurd
his feelings=wbut if I did I dida't romember it. e

Just want to bs left alome~~Jim, he isn't bed, I danced
wvith him—-he'sla nice boy=~-g little rough mebbe but he's
alrighte=falk tc him, Jime ©ill you shout to him?

i1t won't do no good, Martha! I told youl

!'don’f wanta give way. It's prides. TYou're riskin' my
life out of nothin' but pridee-ifell, I don't want to dio,
Jime Why shouid I7 Because of some dirt farmers in the

south sixly years ago? I'm young en' I've got no part

(continued)
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ﬁcontinued)
in it en' I'm not goin® to die just beesuse you won't
bend sn inche=beceuse you're too proud en' ignorant to
be tho first to give way==ignorent!eese
JIM : Y'don't understend, Martha! If you was raised in that
country mebbe y'vould-«This ain't some~=zome argyment
you kin telk your way outia. It's a pledge==s blood
pledge——a blood foud! There's nothin' no one kin dow=
It was set thet way an' can't git out of it. (PAUSE)
Martha, I don't want iteebut I know just as I knov that
sun's comin' up=eone or the other of us has got to diel
seeee(PAUSE) I'm sorry you hed to get mixed up in it,
that's all. I shoulde known mebbe-~thet somethin' like
this might happenwe—
MARTHA (SOBBING)
JIM ~==But you married me, Merthal--an' y'godte stick by me
now=-whether you went to or not. Maybe you didn't
know vhat you wes gottin' into-<but you're into itew
thet's the way it ise (PAUSE) You better teke your post
-nowe It's light out,

SOUND BE OPENS THH BREACH OP uIS RIPLE AND SLAMS 1T SHUT AGAIN.
MUSIC RIGH VIOLIN HOTE HELD FOLX A MOMZNT. OUT.

MARTHA 1t must be noons Haven't you soen anythin'?

JIy Nothin|

MARTHA He must be dead., He couldn’t sit this long out there

withoant mavin?! ar nathin? #p eat.

JIM Yes, he could. I heard of a Briggs who sat three days

(continued)
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in ambush jist ¢'git & shot at my grandpas He got him,
too,

But what's he 'spect us t'do?

To go out an' sce if he's there,.

( PAUSE)

D'ye think he is?

I dunno,

Can't you tell whaether you hit him or not?

I dunnos I think I dide~but I cen't be Surce—

Shout to hime-see if ye can get him t' enswer,

He won't answor. But I got en idee. I'l11 shoot a couple
at the same spot. Mobbe he'll give a jump an' I'll see
it,

TWO RIPLE SHOTS QUICKELY FIRLD

(PAUSE)

Not & stirweem—

Theso m08quitoeBmeemem]

They's a lot more out there., If he's alive he'll be
half bitten to death,

The temperature must be a hundred.

( PAUSE)

Jimw—couldn't you slip out the back way? It's only e
few yards to the trees an' then eirecle around behind him?
I can't take the chanco==if he ain't hit ho's more'n
likely changed positione=around to this side. I'd make
an easy terget, wouldn't I, crawlin'®' out the back? But

(continued)
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(continuecd)
if he don't stir today I'1l have to do jist that beforo
dawva tomorra moraing. It'll be safer then.
MARTHA Tomorrow morzin'! I can't take anocther night of thigee
I just cen't.
JIM dMertha, you get hold of yourself,
MARTHA You don't love me! If you loved me you'd teke some
risks for me.
JIM If you loved me you wouldn't ask me to.
MARTHA (CRYING) I ean'? help it~-1'm @ women and I got no part
of thigwwI want 40 1ivoew-m——e
JIE Iou're my wife, Martha~=have yo forgot that? Yeu got a
pert of whaetever I'm ine)
MARTHA I ¢can't hoelp itewe
JIM Anythin'! whae's my ‘rouble is your troubel, too. Whad
did yo thiak ye were doin' when you mavriecd me, huh?
Don't you understand vhat that means?==iou take me for

better or worso=-an'! you stick by mee=you cin't runnin'

a0w! ‘
MARTHA I'm sick, Jimw—
JIM Huh?
MARTHA I gotta got outside—I'm siciKe—
JIM Git down, Marthal
MARTHA I don't want no part of it-——=I don't want no part of ite-
JIM Git back! You wanta git kil't?
MARTHA lie wouldn't shoot me., He liked me. I could walk out of

hore an' he'd let me come 40 hime

JIM He'd kill you. He wouldn't lot you teke ten stepse
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The last denee we had he saids You're my gal, ain't
you? An' he give me ten dollars for the dance,

So he did say somethin'?

But that's g@llewthat wes all, Jim.

An' vhat did you do? I s'pese you squeezed his hand an'
give him that look!

For ten dollars, why shouldn't I? It's business. I
hoped he's ask for more dences if he was payin' that
kind of money.

Besides which you liked hime=you'd of done more for himl
No, I wouldn't. No, Jime It was just busimess,
Business! VWel, it weren't business to him. That was
all he needed—~it was all fixed--you were his gale

I knew he liked mo but I never said I was his galee
You never kissed himwe?

Oh, just a little one after the last dance=~=I did that
much Lor a lot of mon=

Business! &8y God you must have a bank roll!

I didn't come to the Yukon for the fun of ite I was
brought up poor—-like hime I wented money--and a good
timow=

Is thet whet you merried me for?

I liked you,

And by next yeesr you'd've lef' me fer s men you liked

better, I s'pose.
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MARTHA Mebbe I would’ve——mebbe X ain't just the wife you
expacted. I've got & life to lead, tocy an' I ein®d
like my Ha~-who wes so loyal her drunken husband could
beat her to the 2loor——an® she wouldn’i sey e word

c7?inst hime, Just ween for an hour an® then go back to

worke
JI¥ You'’re sorxy, ain’t you-you're sorry you married mef
MARTHA Yes, I am! VWhy should [ risk my neck over your lousy

feud—it don't have nothin’ 4o do with me, It's your
fighte=not minal An' you’re askin® mo to be glad I'm
marcied to you? Vell, not »izht now, thank you.

JIM Alright, Marthal You've said enocughil

MARTHA T notice you won*t take no ehences for my Scke-—-—oh mo!
All ynu're coneernad with is your own skine-why should

I worry about yours, can you tell me that?

JIM If you like that kid so much 30 on out en' tell him!
MARTHA That's just what 1'm gonne dowwif you haven't killed himw=
JIM Go on! Go on! that're you waitin' for! You don't want

t'be my wifo—wgo an' ho higewe!

MARTHA You wont{ shout $0 himeeyou won't do nothin'<=you just
want me to si{ here day aftexr day while you shiver in
thet corner-—breonuse you're afraid to give way to him
an' you're afraid to face him. fou're yeclla, Jim, yellel

JIM Go on; then! Go on! le's waitin' for youl

SOUND DOOR OPENING
(PAUSE)



MARTHA Jobn Brigge! (PAUSE) John Briggs! Don't shoot! I'm
your friend an' I went to telk to you! (PAUSE) Hold
you fire, John, I can't do you no harm! All I went to
do is git back to Dawson, John! VUill you take mom=e?
I'm coming towards you, John! (HER VOICE GROWS A LITILE
MORE DISTAKT)

JIM (T0 HIMSELF) Mertha=woh god==Martha! Marthel
SOUND STUMBLES T0 THE DOOR
JIM Mortha! Come back! Marthal! He'll ahoét you, Marthal
It don't matter whet you do, he'll shoot!
MARTHA I've takon more'm ton steps, Jimee!
SOUND A DISTANT RIFLE SHOT ‘
JIM Martha!
SOUND A DECOND SHOT
JIM I'm comin', Mertha, I'm comin'l..esBriggs, this is fer youl
SOUND CLOSE ILAPID PIRING e eHUNNING e e e FIRING ¢ o o THES FARTHEER GUN

STOPS FIRING..JIM LEVERS ANOTHER ROUND 1IN,

JIN %here aro yuh, Briggs?

SOUND MOVING THROUGH BUSHES .o CRACKLE 02 BRANCHES BTCe STOPS.
JIM There y'are! An' stil) wide eyed!

BRIGGS (PAINFULLY) I jist abcute...got yuh, Bonnah!

JIM " But yuh didn't.’

BRIGGS What yew waitin' feor, Bonnah? Y'got me last night imn

the shouldeh en' now y'got me in the neck. Ah cain't
shoot no mores, Git it ovah with,

JIM Vhy did you shoot her, Briggs? Vhat's she done %o you?
Yhy did ye have to shoot her?!



BRIGGS
80UND
JIM

JIM

SGUND
JIM

23w

Her? Vale=—she was & Boanah, weren't she?

A CiLOS RIFLE SHOT

Tou was a Briggsl

(SILENCE)

(OLD) 5he lived maybe en hour efter that —~=but she didn't
talk==jost stared et the sky that was darkenim' for heree
with her black eyesSs..(PAUSE) Jim got beck to Dewson
fast as he could en' they had an inquiry and deeided in
the ond id wes self-defense.

HE TAKES A DRIMK

Sure it was., OSelf-defenses They was a kid out there

in the dark whe wes goin' to kill him, That ves fixed
en' they wesn't no reason or mercy could enter in butb
only hate an' it was older en' stronger then theoye-
(STRUGGLING PAINFULLY IN HIS SPEKCH) As for the girle=
why she ren into those bullets, didn't she? She was so
scared of death she ran right into itesesoThe kid shot
her-—he wes tho murderer. 7That's what the lew said.

The kid wes the murderer, .

But the law couldn't make Jim Bonner believe it. Bonmnor
~=t7ho didn'!{ want to kill nobody=-put a bullet through
the head of e erazy kid and seat his wifo out to diceee
Because he knew, y'see, he knew the kid was thera.
(PAUSE) TWellsseeothat summer in the Whistilin' Valley
eevel learnt one thing, Ve don't know who we are, do
you know thate=we don't know who We areescee

( PAUSE)
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Jim, were youwmw?
Never mind, Blake,
kind of question.
(PAUSE)
You bet,

In the Yukon, we don't esk thad
(PAUSE) Here's lookin' at you, Jim.




