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ACT I : SCENE 1

Time, 1360 or so. A voung Indian woman sits in a comfortable chair reading, 15

her living room. It is tastefully furnished.

(Knock at the door and she opens it to a young white woman holding 2 notebook)
Young Woman: Miss Fayehchee? I hope I am pronouncing that right. I'm Laslie

Barnes from the Times. I called about an interview.

Young'Indiaq woman: Just call me Semonee- I've never been interviewed beforea,
Hope I don't come out soundiﬁg too-dull, Please sit down.

Leslie; My paper would like to print a piece about you for the Sunday odi-
tion. 1'd like some background on your-childhooé, your motivation
for yeur book. Did your parents encourage you to write as a child?

Bemonee: My parents died when Towas quite young and I lived most of my child-
hoad in boarding schoels, 1t was my eigth grade teacher, Mrs, Mag-
ble, who made me interested ip writing, though I didn't know it at
the time. She was my English teacher. .

Leslie: Mrs. Magple taught the classies in literature and poetry 7

Semonee: She taught the basies and whatever was required. She gave us in-
sights into the classies sort of on the side. ‘

Leslie: What kind of stories did you read?

Semonee: I'd read cereal boxes if there was nothing else. Just any thing.
Books opened avenues for me that I never would have had otherwise.
Leslie: Where did you'get your ideas for your novel.
" Semgnee: (Gets up to pour coffee from a silver coffee pot inte fragile cups)
My parents died as I said when T was too yéung to remember them. My
grandmother raised me as long as she couldilhen I was sent to boarding
school. T went to every boarding school there was from the age of six
to eighteen. I don’t repgret that, but T did not have an opportunity
to mingle with too many non-Indian children. I learnmed their culture
from books. Much as they might have learned of mine. My ideas come
from what I read. Even after I was out of schéol}I kept mainly to an
Indian scciety. I went to commercial 5ch001}0r Junior collegeJto study

nursing and then to a job with the Indian service hospital,
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ACT T

Semonee:

Leslie:

Semonece:

Leslie:

Semonec!

Leslie:

SCENE 1

Mrs. Magpie was the one who taught me there was a different world from
the one I lived in and the difference 1in just being, teo being something,

In what way were the differences 1

o
The taking of the best of each culture and being able to know the d{ff- -

erence. I could have my herces where none existed in reality and hold

my ideals until I could obtain them. If they never came to fulfilliment

I could still use them as goals and to keep searching. ~The search is ,
fulfilling in itself,

Tell me about Mrs. Magpie,

She was a young woman full of enthusiasin For her students. If the light-~
bulb finally went on in ocur heads when we learned somE§hing}it would
brighten her [uce too. She was dedicated and wanted us to learn the best
even if we never used it. We'd at least have been exposed to a richer
knowledge,

She was of my tribe, married to a Sioux Indian and she would tell us
-stories of the Sioux. Hy first hero was Crazy Horse. No one ever saw a
picture of him, descriptions are that he was handsome and aloof. An in-
dividual with a will of his own. Later herces were Lord Byren and Mr.,’
Darcy. I tend to admire those characteristics of aloofness and sﬁrohg .
pride.

These were the the qualities I wanted for myself. HNot a superior atti—
tude, but to retain a degree of privacy. It is not attractive to me to
be too open exposing every feeling I have. ‘Except in writing. Then I
am not me, but an entity observing and reporting what 1 see and feel.
You know the feeling 7 )
Mrs. Magpie broﬁght enlightenment to me. She'd have us write poetrj. Po-
etry is so hard if we can't feel it inside. If done through force)it is
s0 stilted and rambling. I told her jokingly that all I could rhyme was
cat, that, and what. She said what that,cat? I never did understand her
way of teasing. B5he might have been a little fey. I chose the pseudonym
of Feyehchee. In Creek it might mean something, I don't know exactly.

When did you begin to think about your book ?



ACT I

Semonee:?

SCENE 1 .

After my parents died T lived with my grandmother way out in the woods,
it seemed as if we were the only people alive on earth, at times. My
grandmother would rise early in the morming and go tend her garden. She
would come in later and fix breakfast of biscudts, gravy, fried potatoes
scrambled eggs and baconjif we could get it. I'1l never forget the smell
of coffee beiling on the old black wood stove. Coffee is feod to me and
I am addieted te it. X don't eat like that any more, but I'm nostalgic
for it. '

I was a dreamy sort of child, There was no one to entertain me, but me.
I would sit on the porch and sing to myself. Invent stories. Hazy hot

days of just sitting and singing, looking toward the horizon and seeing
castles in the clouds. ;

Every spring I try to find trees in bloom now, to smell‘again the écents

of my childhood. Hear the buzzing of insects. Early years of sound and
scent aﬁd no communication. My grandmother spoke to me only in Creek and
it was to give orders. Eatlhompebusk! I must have learned English atg
church, ' _ _

One of my cousins taught me my A,B,C's, you know how some kids like to do
that and the werds began to fall inte place. A mi;acle, I ¢ould read. Peo-
ple gave me books and I read everything from true'Ebmances to Shakespeare
and never knew the difference until I met Mrs. Magpie. ‘

Mrs., M, must have felt we deserved an opportunity to experience excellefice
and for Indian children that 1s rare. It meant we could go outside the’
sphiere of just waking up, idling away the hours, and going to bed with not
much in between te £1ill our minds. It is not something we do ordinarily

in the Indian world.

People ask what is the Indian world. I read a description once, that it is
an essence. We aren't animals of the forest, but we understand them and
their reason for being. We admire animals, but do not worship them as is
fommonly believed. We acknowledge they have a purpose to supply us with

an awareness of nature. _

Indians were often quoted as saying, the Earth is our Mother. We mean that
we are nurtured and fed by Earth as a mother feeds her children, We respect
her for that as we would our mothers. .

I didn't try to explain in the book. Just put down words of thought. Just
the essence of being an Indian. fhat we live in other realms and can see
what lies beyond. Some call it superstition. It is real to us, That is

a basic difference. So easy for us, so hard for others to understaund.
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ACT 1

SCENE 1

Semonee: I was a dreamer net a visionary, My geoals were earthbound to live each

day as a new beginning., Mrs, HMagpie taught me that and it has Dbeen a way
of 1ife since. She told me to rise at dawn as often as I could and
see the new day come.
The dawvm of day, veiled dip mist, sparkles jeweled dew .
enhancing Earth, displays her wealth,
Quiet it is with no human eye to see, no ear to hear
wheﬁ the first bird sings,

This ig the time to be awake. Awake you of flesh and

mind, awake and meet your soul.

The bird sings its mong, it alone knows this is the be-

ginning,

Look to the day for each day 3s a lifetime -

live, live your space in time, for in Eternity

each life is as long as the bird's song.
I have made it my routine to rise before dawn every day' that I can and
through osmosis become one with the morning. That is when my thoughts
are the freshest and I could write, .
There never was an idea of writing poetry ot especially gécok, but
when I had some extra time I would just compose little nothings and
from that came the beook. It ig a surprise to me that;it got aﬁy'where,
the novelty of a full-blowod Indian writing & boeck may have something to
do with it. My Sﬁbject matter had been written time and again, yvet it
never caught the essence, I felt, of my people. It would take ome wha
was an Indian to say what we feel, I would Iike to write powerfully ..
-as the oratory of our 'dld great leaders, , reading their words, perhaps
not really their own words, the essence was there.
My variation on an old theme is not all thar new. It was from others
that I got imspiration. Mrs. Magpie would encourage us, why not 71f
any one else can, s0 can you. That was the basis for me to write after
all T had read. Something was missing. That something was a need to

say it ourselves instead of some one who doesn't know, saying it for us.

I'm going back in time to my boarding séhool days to try to give you an

idea of Mrs. Magpie and the girls I met there and how those days crea=-

ted the peysgon I am today.

CURTAIR
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ACT 1T SCENE 1

The scene is a classroem., Mrs., Magpie is a young Indian woman standing { foupw

girls - seated in a cirele in front of her.

Mrs., M: You were assigned to write a poem. Muse does not come easy I know.
We are just learners and we do not have to be expert or professional
today. Who will be brave and read her poem first?

Jessica; I just want to get 1t over.

RAIN _
Rain pouring, blinding out the sun,
Rain making rivers, where there was

Hofe,

Rain crying, for people dying.

Rain greening earth,

Rain for the growing, rain for the sowing
gentle rain, hard rain I
Rain. Go. go away!

(Giggles and sits down)

Mrs. M: I have a feeling vou do not appreciate all oux storms, rain does have

its place in the sun.

Naoml: You said we could write about anything we felt like. I had a boyfriend,
' or thought I did, He was one I really wanted, them I lost him.
.BRAVE WARRIOR
He is like no one I have ever seen
He is strong, he is beauriful.
, He thrills me to my innermost being
and my heart fills with pride.
He looks at me and I die
from the joy that overwhelms me.
. He cannot be mine, this we know
yet we share this brief moment
of love intangible,
He will go~--1 will let him go
Love is---letting go.
Love does not bind.
1'11 not ever forget him

or the love that binds me tec him.
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ACT II SCENE 1]
And I'11 let him go.
le belongs to no one, not even himself
he has a destiny beyond just duty‘
that calls for him.
There may be other warriors
my eyes will never see them.
There .is only oue and that one—-
is not mine.
Go, then, brave warrior
leave me,
But why ?oh why? . )
Mrs.IM. You certainly have expressed your feelings. Does any one have a humorous
poem? ’
Fanny: You can depend on me not Lo be sericus. I can’t write poems so I Just
wrote any thing.
Golng to the dance we gas up the ole Indian car
trusting luck we hope to get far
before it breaks down. .
Loaded with food, water, and kids
looks like we are really on the skids
but it's Green Corn and we got to get there,
Going to the dance, happy thoughts and smiles
ol we go, miles and miles
over bumpy stomp dance roads.
Dark it is and the woods are scary

what's that over there big and hairy!

ch, only a cow. B
I hear the singing, veices ringing
hurry I see the fire.
Hey yey, hey yey I hear them calling
hop out, run,over things falling.
I'm here! here I come!
Mrs. M.: I know where vou will he this summer and what a wonderful place to he.
Semonee, 'come forth and reveal, ' _
Semenee: I got carried away and wrote an epic. The book you gave me about Wounded
Knee inspired me and it just poured ocut . HNo comparison, but I borrowad

a title in a way from Lord Byron,



ACT 11

SCENE [

THOUGHTS ON VISITING WOUNDED KHEE
The silence of that grassy burial ground is akin
to all such cemetary quietness.
Not even a bird sings, nor does breeze stir
vhere massacred death restlessly sleeps.
Listen to the stillness and you will hear
the murmurs of a past peaple.
They have a story to tell if they could
of what happened that day.
Forlorn Hope the beginning of a New Dance,
New Religion, New Indian.
Ceremony, [our days long
frenzied dancing, trances, visions of
a New World for our people. -
Yet draining our spirit was the fear
fear of Them
They vho watched us with dismay
afraid of renewed warrior power
They decided Indian Fate.
What thoughts preﬁailed, my people, on
that day as blue-coated en%? surrounded you
as you ran. Frightened as animals, pursued by
hunters ?
Indian mothers protecting black-eyed babes
what horror gripped yow as child of your womb .
died mutilated in the cold?
Indian warriors, fighting resurgent, not for
New Hope, but 01d Death
as you saw blood of our people
steeping snow with stains never to melr,
6ld man Big Foat, 11l near te death, l
were bullets blessed relief for suffering pa¢y
endurance 7
Do they suffer remembrance of your last words
which they heeded net, yet are embedded in wretched

Llstory?



ACT 11 scne }

Do they know what it meant for you to gasp
through pierced lungs--

"We would have surrendered had we known where
to find you, '

Defended to death that which was yours

died in the snow, carcass piles of

old men, women, and children.

I stand here far removed from frozen past
sighing comes from the grassy plain

the wind rises stréng, sky darkens, lighting
flashes

volces in the wind mean as rain pelts earth
like steel bullets. ]

Thunder, powerful as human pain rents the air
witl urgent message,

I scream to heaven and to hell——

voice on the wind, over thunder, through the rain
I hear you! I hear!

Softly now rain cries, moaning wind gently stops
all is still again.

I cry, tears mingling with my people’s

as far away veoices call,

Remember. Remember Now.’:

I gaze at the earth covering my people

pain lessens in my heart, I can leave.
Turniné, with one backward look, I véw

you ask me to femember and T will

for your sake and my own.

But hear me now, o whiteman

T tell you now and hear me good

I shall Never FORGET'

and neither shall you,

Mrs. M,: That is quite an epic, It ig amazling what can inspire one to write.
1 am very pleased with your attempts and I hope whenever you feel the
need to express yourselves, thoughts you do not want any one else to
know, that you will write them down. Later you will read them and
will not believe that you actually thought that at one time.

You will see how vour attitudes change as you mature.

8.



ACT 11

Mrs, Magpie:

SCENE 1

We will now progress to story writing. Don't be dismayed by
it. Story writing is just telling of an experience, your pwn
or socme one else's, You can write a fictional account}or a
personél eplsode. Whatever you want. Just let it flow as it

springs forth, It won't seem so hard.
P

There are many stories to one's life, mothing stays the same,
It helps to remember z sad time and of course the happy times
relivea_the joy when read. Save all your writings and read
them a year or two from now. You'll groan over some of them
and wonder at the others. Did I really feel like that? Youth

is such a wonderful time., Hold it as a2 precious gift.

How bo thu reason we are here, Open your books to the lesson.

CURTAIN



ACT 11T SCENE 2

Later that night the girls are in the dorm in various forms of relaxation sitting
3

lying on the cots.

Raomi: I can't write a étory. It was hard enough just to’do that poem.

Fanny: Let's copy semething out of 5 book and put it in our own words,

Semonee: You can't fool Mrs. Magpie. It might be easicr if we just tell aach.
other about something that happened to us and then maybe we can write
a story afte; we do that.

Jessica: I have a sad story. Whenever it railns I think.of the day I had a
funeral for my dog. WHe was such a cute little fat puppy, so soft
and playful. His coat was real rthick and brown so T called Him Efa
Nokoéee, for Bear Dog. We'd po into the woods where he'd chase birds
and anything that moved. I'd watch him and ‘U dhe'd come running
back to me to check I T were still there. 1'd bell him, don't wor-
ry Bear, I won't ever leave you. He. grew to be very big and strong.
He was real protective of me and my family., When he barked real 1oud
at night, we knew there had to be something out there and it was a
stranger. He didn't like strangers. He got kind of mean and wouldn't

let any one he dida't ¥now near me.

I could handle him pretty geod and make him mind. Until one day.,

Some ole man came by to sell something I guess and I was cutside with
Bear. The ole man came toward me and asked where the falks were. In
the house, I said. Bear started to growl by then so the ole man stop-
ped. Then he started coming toward me again and reached out his hand
toward me, come and show me where they are he said. Bear's hair

stood up on end and his lip curled up and he locked vicious,

The ole man picked up a stick and said T'm gonna hit that dog if you
don't keep him back. I started yelling, you ain't gonna hit my dog.
That was all Bear needed, he jumped the ole man.

The ole man went down and started screaming. My folks ram out and hit
Bear and kicked him. I grabbed Bear by the back of the neck and pulled
him away. The ole man said he'd get the law and he did,

They came and said Bear would have to be destroyed. So I ran with Bear
to the woods. My folks called me, but I wouldn't come cut., Finally
They found me asleep by Bear near the creek.

I thought every thing was alright and the law was gone. They were, but

witenn T came out the ole man was there with o gun, ile shot Bear.
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ACT 11

Jessica:

Naomi:

SCENE 2

T can still see the wilg leap of Bear, Hear the thud as he hit the
ground. See hip lying so still, The blood guéhing from his fore-
head. ’

I held his head anpd sat in shock. I heard the ole man say, Yo dog
bites me and gets away with dit. I looked ar him in disbeliaf apg
whispered, But this was Bear! He lefr still muttering and I gstared
after him 2s if he were & monster who had ended my 1ife too. My .
folks made me get up 2nd dad carried Bear to the creek snd dug a
hole. They must have knowa I wanted to be alone S0 they left with-
out saying anything, - i

I sat there for hours jr seems and I did not cry. Instéad I kept
patting Bear and saying if you just come back alive T will be go good
to you. I'1l1 never scold ¥ou and you can have all the squirrels you
want to chase, We'li spend the rest of our lives Just running through
the woods and Playing. I said I'd never leave you, I did not know
you would go instead. I am so sorry I did not take better care of
you and protect ¥You the way you have always protected me,

Yet as T watched he Zrev stiffer and I knew theibreathing T thought
I saw was only ny hope and imagination, .

I buried him and sang the saddest Creek hymns T knew so I could cry.
But I did not, Not until it began to rain.Plop, pleop: on.leaves it
made the most dismal sound, Falling on my face it made me feel ag -

if they were my tears.

My folks came and it was as I was leaving Bear, leaving him alone,
that I eried,

I was sick for a long time until T came away to boarding school.

The pain is goune, it wasa't too long ago, but I still feel that hard
lump in my throat when I talk about him squeezing me so I ecan't

speak too good. I hate rain,

(Girls are silent lobking thoughtful)

(Clears throat) I guess ir is dumb to mourn over a boy. I had known
him from another boarding school, dida't talk to him much as he was
50 popular. He was from another tribe and was a pow-wow dancer,

I used to see him in the summer dancing. He looked great in his
costume. So ybu know how I.must have felt when last summer he came
up to talk to me at a pow-wow and asked me ko walk around with him,

A lot of people knew us and they really looked at me and I felt real

gpecial. He said maybe after the dance we would go to the forty-

nine. il.



ACT 11

Naomi:

Fanny:

Scene 2

te sald his mother was real strict so he couldn't wander around for
long. He said let's go to the teut and I'll intreduce you. We went
thefe and his mother came out and leoked mean at me. She told him to
get ready for the dance. He tried to introduce me, but she just ignor-
ed me and ordered him inside. I stood there wonderlng what to do

next, wait or flee., She finally looked at me.

'She asked what tribe I was and T told her, Creek. She said it meant

a lot to their tribe for the son to win contests. That it was an hon—-
cr to the family. She said you don't beleng to our tribe so you don't
understand such things, I don't want my sen to see you,or be with
you. We bave glris in our tribe who Le con assoclote wich, Go to
your own people, gat a boyfriend there. I was so embarrassed'

He came out and she sturted fussing at him in their language, He
looked shamed out., She yelled some more and went into the tent.

He looked like he didn't know what to say. I do what my family says,

he Finally told me. He said he was sorry she yelled at me, Guess he
wouldn’t see me at the Eorty—ninel Then he went inside the tent,

I stood there, an outsider. I wondered how any tﬁing could be so im-
portant that a person would shame a stranger. She didn't know me

well enough to treat me like that. What did they think they wefe, some
kind of royalty? 1 wondered how I would act when I saw him again.
Afterwards I saw him dance and he won the fancy dance. Guess your fami-
ly is proud of you, I thought., My Ffamily is proud of me too, They
were honoring him with blankets and money. Guess it 1Is worth a lot to
you. .

I saw him later in a group of his pecple, they were laughing and you
could tell they all belonged to something great for them. He glanced
at me and looked away as if I were just another stranger., I was by
then as far as he was concerned.

I didn't go to the forty-nine, just sat in the car and thought about
being fifteen years old with a heartbreak. There'll he other days

and nights, but I'll always remember I almost caught a sunbeam,

Well, I don't have any experiences like that., My family is large and
we all have fun together. We go everywhere any thing is happening if
fhe car will go there, 1It'lg lucky there are so many of us when it
breaks down so we can all push it to the pas statieon. It's held ro-
gether with wire and coat hangers. It's still fun just hoping we'll

make 1t to where we are going.
Cl2,



ACT 11

Fanny:

Semonee:

SCENE 2

I don’t have a chance to be lonely, there's always a brother or
sister around making noise. Ilcan‘t see a story about thep!

We don't have a lot of money, but my dad works hard and he will
bring home bags of groceries, Got Indiam Steak for ¥you today, ie'ly
be bologna and we'l}l laugh and enjoy it as if were steak, My mom
takes things calmly, when we fight and fuss, she hands us a broom,
Sweep the floor if you got all that epergy, she'll say. She wili
make us work it out of our systems. .I miss those kids for all
their noise. '

In the summer we'll go to the stomp dance and that is what I like the
most. My dad ds a leader and he ig real good, every one dances when
he leads., Mom used to shake shells, but not any more. Instead T do,
That Is when L Feel different and not the crazy kid I usually am., I
understand why those other trfbes think so much of dancing. The
mest impertant thing an Indian can do is dance. :
I den't know what I'11 do wﬁen T gekt old, but I kﬁow cne thing T'1l1
camﬁ every summer and shake shells, T won't be a person who writes
stories.

Maybe I can write something spooky, tell one of those stories my
grandma used to tell us to make us behave. The first word_an Indian
kid learns is 'Huhma, Hon-ka! -

You know about stilabatchkas, those litrle people who call kids and
gets them lost. I could tell a story about how that happencd to my
grandma's nephew. There are alot more scary stories, but it's best
not to talk about them.

Don't tell us any at night, we'd never g0 to sleep. I know some of
those stories too.

I read so many things that I have learned many things, but I don't
know my own mind. I don't know if T make up poems myself or if it
is just memories of what I have read. A lot of times I think I have
made fhem up then I'11 find it was something I read.

I1'd 1ike to say in my own words, but what are my own words?

I love Lord Byron, but am T just trying to copy his poems? I don't

wvant to do that. I want to create my own ideas.

13,



ACT 1L ) SCENE 2

Semonee: There are so many words to use, puttinpg them together to mean some-
thing is so hard. Onomatopoeia is such a pretty word, it meéns sounds,
I can't put the sounds in my head on paper. Bzzz of the bees, hiss
of the tires. What can be made ﬁoetic out of that?
I've read of one hand clapping. It boggles my bréin, who could hear
that? My imagination cannot stretch that far. |
Mrs. Magpie told me of some people who are not mentally equipped to do
what others can do. Yet they can create art, music or have great math-
amatical ability. Tt is as if they were gifted with one special part

in their brains. They can see it in their heads and act updn it. I

wonder if they were deprived in one way and gifted in another to be
born to show the world that nothing is impossible.

We only use a part of our bralng, Mrs, Mugple suyé; if we used all of
it, what wonders we could perform! Instead we £ill it up with tfivia.
I don't believe 1'1} ever have material things, but I can have books.
Through my books L ¢an see Paris and Rome. I can ride in a sledgh on
erisp cold nights wrapped in furs. I can attend a ball dressed in
wvelvet, rubies and emeralds on my throat and fingers, my hair piled
high in glossy curls. T can meet Mr. Darcy time and time again and
e Elizabeth, '

My house can be Tara. It can be filled with antiques, winding stair-
cases, nocks and crannies, attics under the eaves. Trees 1ining the

driveway.- What dreams can be for a girl who has nething.

Fanny: I can't live in dreams. It's real or it ain't.
Naomie: For ome who believes in the hon-kas that doesn't seem true.
Fanny: Those are nightmares. My grandma believes and I believe the old peo-—

ple. They know what's true.
Semeonee: And so are my dreams. )
Jessica: 1 have lived real times and believe they are too real. I suppose
if you have nothing and wanted something better than nothing, then
dreams and books can give you a feeling you possess a reality of sorts.
Semonee: I can possess my ﬁind and with that have a gain. Be on the path to
a future, ALl of us are different, we are alike only in our age. The
teen years. Which we will never have again. It is a time for dreams,

we'll never have that again . When we are old it will be Just memories.

14,



ACT 11

Semonee:

Fanmy:

Naomi:

Jessica:

Semonee;

SCENE 2

I don't plan on being a writer though right now it ig such fup to tr}.
I'd rather be 4 nurse angd heal; For my own healrh T Will read ang re-—
lax away from the Problems, jIp'g going to be work and ﬁoil from here
or out, we'd betrer enjoy while we can. ’

I don't worry about g Jeb, 1711 get married.

We probably all wi11, Mrs. Magpie talked about social work and the
need for Indians to bave a worker who will listen to them and under-
stand them, That might be gz 8ocd ldea for me, 1T can't figure out
bPeople as it is, guess you have te walk in their moccasins as they
say. I don't understand Meanness, but it exists and we will have

to deal with it. '
(bitterly) I know ahout meanness, Mg, Hagpic says gnﬁ't ook back,
keep your eyes ahead to the light, Tt's hetter to come out of dark-
ness stfong, then to wallow in ¢ and be weak,

If T were still iq the country Just sitting staring at the horizen,

what would I be thinking? ag a kid I would wonder. Where does the

_sun go? what keeps that airplape up there 7 Wonder must creat degire

for knowledge, 1 kknow T checked out what ever I was wondering about .
and found answers to Y questions, opee I knew then the world did
not seem such a strange place, :
Well, it is getting late, vyou know what? T sti1} don't know whar T

am going to write,

CURTAIN




ACT I1 - SCENE 3
(Next day in the schoolroom, the girls have read their stories except for
Semonee) '

Semomee: It took me all night and it looks like a bupnch of junk. It was so
hard to think on one subject. I wish I could write progse or do an
alliteration poem. Like Longfellow's Hiawatha, dum te dum te dum te
dum. But T can't. It's all free verse. Not even a stoxy at that.

. Once there was a child who grew in the
woods whc knew only the smell of plowed
earth and the sweer blossomlng of fruit
trees.

The child ran through the days delighting”
in the fresh morning dew and the sun rising,
The .days were full of dreams

nothing to hinder her freedom of spirit.
Waiting for grandmoather to come in from

the garden, waiting for the sumpticus feast
of supper. '

Waiting for company from the silent companion,
Watehing grandmother prepare for the night:
fécing the East, bathing her face,

Undoing her long grey hair from the braid
that wound her head.

Hoping she would speak of other things than
orders

wanting to know who this person is.' _
Speak to me and tell me all vou know,

you have lived so long.

Tell me how you were young, were you like me
am I Iike yoa 7

Mo, it was different then. You said it was
when you do speak of other times

going to town in a.wagon drawn by mules.
Dressed in your best, long flowe;ed EOWI,
kerchief en your hgad.

You wear them still.

16,



ACT T1 SCENE 3

You speak of muddied roads

where streets are today

and wooden stores,

You tell of hard times, nothing to eat
that is why you grow your garden,

You tell of our people, how they lost
their way over the Trail te ﬂere.

You say it was better in the old homeland,
Yet you canuot know, you were never there,
I do not know what is better, I do not know
what is worsge .
tell me so 1 can understand.

Tell me of my mother, my father, Why did
they die?
I want to know, are you glad you kept ma 7
We travel this road together, our feet tred
Sgparate ways
My steps are quick, yours are slow
we do not go the same direction.
Grandmother,'in the dark and fearsome nightf
the sounds are stranger than the days®
won't you comfort me in my lonliness?

' Do you need me as T need you, to fihl
those lonely hours.
Or don't you feel the emptiness as I do.
My grandma, walk the lounely way with me
stay by my side. Without you I am a
child of the woods, frightened and sad,
My grandmother, I love you for being there,
grandmother, wait, wait til I have grown
Stay until I can be alonme with myself and not

be afraid.

17.



ACT 11

Semonee

Mrs. M:

Semonee:

Mra. M:

SCENE 3

I started out just teo talk about grandma. When it 1is late and every one
is asleep and you are the only one awake in the whole world, thoughts -
crowd in and become distorted or disturbed, T deviated from My course
and meandered as it came.

I felt so lonely though the girls were there . They were asleep and I
was awake. 1 was alive and they were out of my world at that time. T.
kept thinking and writing. I kept thinking, 'Who is there to mourﬁ
Légan?' 1 could picture this lomely man who had lost his family and

he thought of when he died who would there be to mourn his pasgssing. I
thought of me alive with no one alive with me late at night and I thought
who cares about Semonee 7 No one. "Just my grandma. I am so grateful to
her.

I am reminded of a phvase from the Bibhle. For our vimes have tender
grapes and I think of this with each new group of students. The young
are so tender and we who are older are entrusted with so much responsi-
bility. It is a duty, not my job, to guide you. -

I hope 1 can give you substance to carry you . To say, L learned this

‘in Mrs., M's class, not to remember me, but to be aware that you dig

learn it.

There are many wonderful words of solace in the Bible, read the psaims
and hear David cry out in him torment, They are words worth remembering.
I always remember the times for growing, a season for everythiﬁg.

This is the season for the tender young to grow. As you mature there is,
another quote. 'You have a right to be here.' Every human is a person,
and a part of humanity. You have a right to dignity. MNever let any one
tell you you are not worthy te have been born. ) -

Be proud. The finest quality is dignity. With dignity you have pride,

I was teld once by a teacher, perhaps wockingly, that I was a thourough
bred because T was a full-blood Indiaps I chose to take it as a compli-
ment and held it as that ever since. [ feel that way about myself. Not _
for myself, but for the heritage I have . There is a gquestion which counts
mosl, heritage or environment. It is hard to answer. OQur heritage is
rich, our environment has been poor at times. We can overcome enviroment,
but our heritage_remains with us forever.

We are a part of all we have met, the poets have a way of saylng it, My
grandma is my roots and-my heritage. My environment will be what I make
of 1t.

That is true. T have digressed long enough. Time to plunge inte the rea-
son we are here, turn to compounds and complexes.

is.



ACT IT

Semonee:

SCENE 3
{thinking aloud to herself) Today I will study, tomorrow T will learn.
I'1l leave the schoolroom and homework to go inte the future,
Whatever is ashead I'll remeamber this day and tell some one about it.
How strange it seems now to think I will be old remembering when I
was young. '
It is like the day of the sensation of another being inside of me.
Lyirg on the porch my mind dreaming looking at the clduds and I felt
this tingling iﬂ me. I was lifted sbove myself and I was looking
down at me. Then I knew I was not just me, but another liQing beihg.
I let the feeling overtake me and felt the life of another being, the
most wondrous feeling came as my mind realized and accepted the knGW-

ledge, my soul had awakened and was coming alive.

CURTATN
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ACT 11 SCENE 3

It is now the end of the school year and the girls are having their last class,
Mrs. Magpie's room.
Mrs. M.: This is the hard part, saying goodbye to you girls. Every vear
it is the same. I get to meet you and know vou for such a shert
time. ¥'11 say this, it certainly has been a pleasure having you

in my class. _ -

Fanny: We sure did enjoy being here. I guess I am one of your failures
though. I never did learn to speak good English. WNeot your fault,
Just ma. T talk the way I think,

Mrs. M.: You have other qualities that make up the lack of mastering the
English language, Fanny. Wost importantly your jole de vivre.
No, that is not English, Fanny, so don't look so startled. It~
is French for enjoyment of life and it applies so well to you. I
don't know any one who gets so much out of just living than you.-
You are very fortunate to have that capability. Count that as
luck and a blessing that you have such a good family to back you

and be beside you through all the adversities around you,

Naomi: I'm glad we ave getting on in high school, it'l1l be that much
quicker to get out of schoel.

Mrs. M: You may not believe it, but as people get older they always say '
they wish they were back in school and make every éffort to go
back. This is what is so great about this time, a person can
have continuing education no matter what his or her age. There
is always semething to learn and you never stop learning even

without going back.

Jessica: Hard to believe. I liked school in a way. I learned a lot from
you. Don't know if I'1ll use much of it. _

Mrs, M: You will, you won't be isolated and you will have to go out inThe
werld., 1In a way L envy you still having discovery ahead of you.
Seeing things I have already seen. All new and exciting. ©h, to
be young again! ‘

Fanny: You ain't that old Mrs. Magpie., You got a lot of years left, ~. -

Mrs. . :» It'11l be based on what I already knmow, It isn't expectation any
more. I would not dream of telling you all that is in store for
you, such as love, marrviage, children. This is one experience that
is very personal. Each of us will have this in our own way, in our

own time.



ACT I1
Mrs.M:

Semoneea:

Mrs. M:

SCEYE 3

This is the last time I will have you as students we'll just take
the time to talk about any thing you want.
I have never said so much in my 1ife as I do at schoel. When I
go home, it'll be grandma and me again. 1I'11l probably lay on
the porch except when I am helping her in the garden and deing
the housework. If I could paint, I would paint that, Grandma
bending over in the early morning. Her back perm&nently curvad
as she picks the weeds and bugs off the plants. I would paint
corn in rows, green plants every where. There would be pink flowers
on the trees so real you could smell the fragance of the fruit to
come, There would be birds flyimg, clouds forming and it would.
be all blurry with the heat of the sun.
There would be me laying on my back eyes looking to the sky. Look-
ing for my castles in the air. T would paint that'picture to hold
forever. It would go with me wherever T went and T would show it
to people and say thie is from where I came. This is my home., I
weuld leok at the picture and hear the music eof insects, birds sing-
ing and the plants growing, though neo human ear has heard BIass grow-
ing. The song would be my grandma singing the songs of her ancestors
and mine. Hal-ah=lay, Hal=ah=lay Lu-yah! an anthem to the Creator
of us all. Mekko sah ba . I would hold that dear to me -My song
of the ages of my life. The seven valleys we traverse. I will
write eof my dreams and they will be as fairy tales, gossamer weavings
of Monet celors.

Pale pinks, soft blues, emerald greens

those are the colors of my dreams.

Azure, transluscent, how lovely that

seems, clear yet mot enough to see.

This is what ¥ have in my mind.
I wish I had had the ability to paint, for me it would have been
vivid colors of Renaissance. I am inclined to beginnigs, it is
endings that are difficult., You will find that when an era ends
for youjit will seem the end of everything. It isn't. 4s leong as
you breathe there is still more time for you.
We dwelt . in the past in our English literature, nothing could be
more ancient than the Canterbury tales. Who could ever have spo-
ken like that? we had our amusement over that. But then how

many could evexr speak our language %

e e e— e, ’} ‘ -



ACT 1I.

Jessica:

Naomi:

Fanny:

Semonee!

SCENE B

I'd rather speak French than those English Lit poems again, When

I go home this summer I guess I'1ll get another puppy. YHe won't
replace Bear, he'll be an addition to my affection, to see how

much love I can feel, I thought I had given it all to Bear but

1 still have a need to love ancother pet. My dog was not fyst a
pet. He was a persen to me and he really loved me, you can tell
that. An animal loves people wore than pecple can ever love. You
can be as mean a person there 1s and your dog will love you. 71T 4did
not just take I gave in retura to Bear. We shared. If I could
meat a person I can do that with, then I would be ﬁappy. He'd

have te love my dop though.

I feel so much older. I had a romance, (laughs) ﬂbmeo and Juliet
in modern times. For he was like the sunbeam, glancing lightly
over the trees. He was too high for me to reach. ‘I tried to touch

and tried te catch the sunbeam,as it danced away.

1 can hardly wait for the next chance I get to see how I handle iz.
Live and learn., Thank goodness I am only sixteen now. That gives

me a lot of chances. '

Nothing for me but the day., Tomorrow is tomorrow, yesterday's géne,
today is here and now. 1I'm just glad I can esca%e from four walls
and bunk beds. Wot that I won't miss you gitrls, you are my friends,-
it's nice knowing you, I'll see you in the fall. I see you more

than I do my kid brothers and sisters so you know I will be glad to

be with them. Those little round mugs smiling and those little

wide mouths yowling. I can hardly wait, My mom will be the same as
always, telling me, now that you are back, here's all the work I

saved just for you. Dad will say bet you didn't get good food like
moma's home cooking did you.? time to fatten you up again. 4&nd we'll
pile into the cav and g0 inte town for some lce cream. .

A family dis 3o good, the more the better. I got lots of uncles, aunts,
cousins and they surround me and keep me warm. People see us and say
we are a tribe of our own. To belong is te be safe, 1'd hate to be -
alone. .

There's consolation in being alone. That's all I've ever been except
for here at school. Being alone a person has to depend only on ones

self. It makes me self-reliant. Who is there to help me? I am alone

« not lonely. Not any more, I can feel good with myself and know m#,
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ACT 11 SCENE 3

Semonee} It can be a good insight. Of cgurse at night those terrors of the
unknown grab at you. The thought of death comes and if you can't
pray it’s not easy to make it through the night. That's when I
g0 to writing. I'm talking to some one else, unseen pecple, try-
ing to tell them about me. Why should they want to know 7 we want
recognition that we are here at least. Even being alone I feel as
—~ if I should tell some one, hey out there, I'm here. I exist! 1

have feelinps.

There have been many times when I felt helpless, a situation comes
up. Down and cut. When I needed money to buy new shoes and we did
not have 1t, no way te get it. I felt angry and depressed. I'm
never going te have any thing when I need 1t! No one cares about
me. I can't burden grandma when I know she can't afford it, I
sat on the porch a little rain cloud over my head, chin drocping
into my fists. Cinderella without a glass slipper. Then over the
horizon came a cousin, no cne ever came to see us except on rare oc-
casion. Now what news of doom 7 Instead she said her mother was
clearing out her things and found some shoes I might be able to use.
USE! wear them til they were thin and bare is what T was going to do.
Into each life some Tain must fall, but I had my share of storms
and wind. Once in a while the sun does shine. That is ﬁépe.
Maybe its Faith too. T know that if I don't give in and stand up.
te face it, meet it T can head off despair.

Mrs. M: I feel you will be able to coufront and defeat any hopeless situation.
Semonee. All of you have it in you to keep the Faith.
Always keep your spirit of hope and you'll be alright. My husband
talks of his tribe and the old ways of seeking a vision. When the
boy must reach manhood by testing himself. He goes to a high place
and fasts for four days, with no equipment except his goal in nind.
He must withstand all the demons waiting. When he has conquered his
fears, he seeyhis vision and that guides him for the rest of his life.
We do much the same with every day problems.
The vines have tender grapes and must not turn bitter., Our roots are
deep and strong. You will grow again another season through y?ur'
own young. Remember the prophet said, Children come through you not

£o you. I have had many children. 7T have seen them grow and go on

2%,
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ACT 11

Mrs. M:

‘Naomi:

Jessiea:

Fanny:

Semonee;

SCENME 3

I remember them all, Just as 1'11 think of all of you. Take care

of yourselves and be as happy as you can.

Thank you, Mrs. Magpie. I appreciate all your attention to me

and for helping me learn what I would never have learned.

Me too, Mrs. Magpie. I am going to miss your class, first time I
didn't fall asleep in English.

Well, I diq, I have to admit, some of those plays were Pretty boring.
1 did kind of good, or is it well? any way for me, it wasn’t bad,

I feel I got so much from this class, The poetry made me see things
I'd never have seen until T read those words, I would never have
known Lord Byron. I want to be Childe Harold on his way to seeking
his vision.

Is Teor LO In that book? No one vver romembers thic rest of 1c which
gives a different meaning to that saying. I believe it was more
like, Lo, the Poor Indian who sees beauty in everything, You know
like nature. And in the end he was not poor at ail, but ricker than
those who could not see. Byrom knew that about us. Or he wrote it
as 1f he knew about us. He really didn't I suﬁpose, but he did know
we are different.

Lo, the poor Indian. So many ceonnotations to that. I never haQe
thought we were poor except materially. We can live with Fhat. Wa
are not poor because we lost our land, we are poor because we lost
our spirit. We can't live without that. Lo, the poor Indian who
lost his soul should be more like it. We'll get it back, something
éo wonderful was meant to be, it's not lost, it just hasan't been
found.

I might attempt to restore belief in heritage some day. On a small
scale. Tt'd have to be for me. I'd like to join a group who does
something about uniting Indians. I can't do that alone. I don't
always want to be alone. ]

¥rs. Magple, I can't add any more to what the cthers have said. What

more could we say:? From my hearf I do thank you.

CURTAIN
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ACT 111

SCENE 1

Back in the home of Semonce as she talks to the reporter.

'~ Semomnee:

Leslie:
Semonee:
Leslie:

Semonee:

Leslie:

Semonee:

Leslie:

That was the last time I saw any of them.:- fiy freshman year
grandmother died and I was taken to California to live with my
father's relatives, I didn't even know them very well, so0 T
withdrew more or less, 1 began writing then te remember and

keep 7 fresh my memories of my old home. I wondered is that
what grandmother meant, when she spoke of the home land she had
naver seen, but had been told by her mother until it secemed as if

she had been there? I had been there though in the only home 1
had ever known. ;

Growing up In the city made me retroat to my codntry which I :
could only have in my mind. Now I knew the difference in what

was best. Never again would I want to see cement and smoke. No .
one seems free in the city and we scurry here and there looking
for a refuge. All of us strangers to each other. I thought I had
known lonliness before. This was almost unbearable. Then I began
a diary, remembering Mrs. Magpie's words te write whatever we feel,
It must have been full of tears and woe. I never read it except

once after I was cighteen and ready to go on.

I vent te nursing school and devoted most of my time caring for

others more helpless than I. In seeing the vulnerability of 11

people, I was glad to use my strength in caring for them. T went

to a reservation hospital so I could feel the freedom of open space
again. -

Do you always want to be alone? you never married?

There's a time for everything. I will when 1 meet Mr. Darcy.

You won't find him I'm afraid. Wouldn't a5+ ovdinary men do?
{(Withdrawing some what) I don't believe thaf i1s important for any one

to know about me as of now. It is my writing that I want te talk about.
In other words it’s no ome's business?

No, it's not that so much, but it is hard for me to speak of perseonal
matters of that nature. It is the Indian way. We don't go thapsodi-
zing ovexr our lovelife. It is such'a deep feeling that it is for our
selves to know and share only with the person we love. You won't hear
of hearts and flowers in Indian communicationé. We'd rather laugh and
Jjoke about any thing else and not show our serious side except with each
other.

You did say that in your book. I have an idea you don't reveal all Hov
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ACT 17T SCENE 1
‘Leslie; feel. Why this reserve 9 does it make you embarrassed ¢
Semonee: We don't want to he laughed at and we'd feei foolish if we saig
something serious and were laughed at., Tt would hurt and we hure
so much a lot of tipes. We don't want hurt Piled on hurt.
Leglie; ATe your people more sensitive than most? :
Semonee: We are. We didn't realize it. T didn’t that 18 until T was ex-
rosed to the raw side of life in California. I saw people who
did not have any dignity. They didn't care about themselves or
the society they live ip. They had ne respect for the simplest
facts of life. Indians are offended by grossness so T Suppose we
are more sensitive, -
That is what I wanted to 8ay, that we were not wild, savages who
lived as animals. We have a deep sense of nature, bub that is
net being wild., e are naturalist. . This {ig what bothers non-—
Indians that we wane hature ro remain the same. The Progress they
want is not what we beljeve to be good for them or us. I've geen
progress %% 1T harural te me, It seems it is a tearing down
¢t to replacing with a facade. Cardboard instead of wood. A whole
different spectrum, Why can't people let things remain beauriful
in its natural element instead of thinking progress is hetter in
falseness? I hope I am not lecturing you. This is the prime reason
— our two cultures will O8VEr agree. Some cne has to give, we are few
but we are stubborn. Time will tell who was right. We Tndians feel
we know who is right, ye feel you know it too, but it can't be agd=
mitted. Then what happened was not justified. I dou't want to fight
the old war, that has not been my intention even with the beook, which
did get bitter at tipes.
Leslie: Yes, it did. This is why I had a misconceived impression that you
would be a rather tough lady with fire in her eye,.
Semonee: The girl who loved Poetry still exists, only she has seen reality
and got a little bitrer. Mys, Magpie's tender child got a little
hard. My next attempt wil1l be back to what I truly feel and that
will be my love of natyre. -
Leslie: (Rising) I wish you luck apd it was very nice talking to you. {Leaves)
Semonee: {Goes to the window and looks out, turus back) Who would have believed
T would spend an hour talking to a person I would not have ever met on

my own accord? It wasn't too hard.

26n



ACT TII _ ' SCENE 1

SEMONEE: I hope that is all I have to do for now. I don't want to
become a novelty,
TIME
It's time to regain my soul again. It's been submerged
toe long.
Time to reflect, to be still again.
To listen fpr the bird's song.

’ Come’s the morning, comes the dawn, I can awake.
Awake now, soul, bring forth me.

A very tired one is waiting)bring strength
ta my mind.

Give me this day and another day

£il the seong is SUnj,‘

END



