
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



Preface:  A Look at the Writing Process of This Novel   
 
Sources and Purposes 
 
I’m a village kid, from Kodiak Island, Alaska. This novel grew out of a desire to pay 
homage to the world in which I grew up. It was the days before phones, television, 
and the internet had a chance to affect rural Alaska. The book reflects ‘simpler’ 
times that were still amazingly complicated. The novel documents the end of an era 
and the beginning of a new one, and the knife-edge that separates them is the 
disaster that befell the region at that time. I intended this novel as a celebration of 
life in Russian Alaska, especially Kodiak Island. In writing the novel I have 
borrowed a good deal from my own web articles, and it will be obvious that it’s 
based on my own childhood, reworked as fiction. However, the novel is not an 
autobiography, but the characters and personal events were written to reflect as 
much as possible the look and feel of that era in novel form.  
 
It’s a coming-of-age story, a fish-out-of-water story, a story of disaster and 
recovery. An older man fulfills a long-standing promise, a grieving and troubled 
adult finds a new purpose in life, and several foolish people get what’s coming to 
them. Along the way, a very old mystery resurfaces, setting in motion a grand 
struggle between life and death, love and hate, faith and unbelief in a small Alaskan 
fishing village in the 1960s. 
 
I grew up in two villages in the Kodiak Island area, Larsen Bay and Ouzinkie, which 
sit on opposite ends of the Archipelago. My fictional village is very small, as Larsen 
Bay was in the 1950s, but shares a common culture with Ouzinkie. The geography 
draws from both villages. My imaginary island also has abandoned military features 
based on the three coastal battery installations that guarded the approaches to 
Kodiak in the War years of the 1940s.  
 
Much of the environment of this novel might seem strange and alien, even to the 
current residents of the area, for so much has changed since my childhood. Fiction 
allows me to share my impressions of that era without revealing anyone’s personal 
secrets or rewriting anyone’s history. What follows is a brief description of some of 
the features of that long past environment. The reader may find this helpful before 
reading the novel. 
   
The Voices (In Written Form) 
 
My fictional village has fewer than sixty people in it, and we get to know most of 
them in the course of the novel. It is difficult, if not impossible, to attempt to 
duplicate local speech patterns on paper, but I found a few ways to attempt it. I 
wanted the reader to ‘hear’ the voices of my memory, since that is such a key 
element in the novel. Some words are followed by ellipses ..., which I added to 
indicate a pause for breath or for collecting one’s thoughts. A long dash — indicates 
a quick change of direction or an “oops, I forgot to tell you” moment, which 
conversations always have in real life. ALL CAPS indicates shouting, as it does 
online.  



 
I use italics for local dialect words, spelled approximately the way we pronounced 
them, and always define them in the text. But importantly, normal words that 
would be spoken in a higher, sometimes louder pitch according to the speaker’s 
emotion at the time are also written in italics. The reader can readily differentiate 
these from the italicized dialect terms using context. Someone else might say, 
“Before I could even walk,” but Sandy Ann would say, “Before I could even walk.” 
That’s how their words sound in my head as I write them. It was a challenge to 
provide tales for dozens of villagers to tell, in a culture that values good 
storytelling! 
 
Choosing Names (No Real Person, Living or Dead...) 
 
I had to think of names for the people, places, and boats in this novel without 
accidentally using real local names. The family names of the people in my 
imaginary town did not appear anywhere in my neighborhood in the early 1960s. I 
chose Russian first names such as Fedocia, Tichon, Dunya, Stepan, Pariscovia, etc. 
based on the generation that was fading away when I lived in the village. I used 
typical local first names for most of my characters. None of the names of my 
fictional characters refers to real persons, living or dead. Yet some characters are 
composites of people I knew, such as an older couple in Larsen Bay and half a 
dozen elders in Ouzinkie. Other characters have mannerisms or elements of their 
personalities that are reminiscent of real people that I knew.  
 
It was fun to attempt to name all the boats, and I had to invent both creative and 
boring ones. I did web checks on every boat name, and adjusted until I got no hits. 
I named the cannery in my village “Pacific Endeavor Seafoods.” Part of that is the 
name of a currently operating fishing boat. But it did not refer to a canning 
company in 1950 when Mr. Ardet named his business. I kept the name for plot 
reasons. I am not associated in any way with that real boat, and no one who reads 
the novel is likely to be confused. 
 
Local Lore 
 
I hope this tale will resonate with the people of Kodiak Island and rural Alaska. It is 
also my hope that it will resonate with you, whether Russian Alaska is familiar to 
you or not. One of my purposes is to celebrate the life and culture of Russian 
Alaska, and to that end, I have included a great deal of Russian people and place 
names. Try driving around Kodiak today without seeing a street with a Russian 
name! As I previously mentioned, I included as many local terms and local slang as 
I could. It’s important to note that this local dictionary and my pronunciation guide 
are specific to Ouzinkie when I grew up there, because my fictional village would 
share a common culture with it. A novel based near Karluk or Akhiok might have 
different slang words, and the new standardized spelling in use today differs from 
mine. My usage is phonetically correct for that location and time, to the best of my 
ability. 
 



I included many local food items, followed by their major ingredients. Delights such 
as baleek, perok, kulich, cheetuk, and alodakees were my childhood favorites, are 
currently being prepared in my home village, and simply must be mentioned in this 
book for my characters to enjoy. Throughout the novel, all spellings are phonetic, 
and are mine. 
 
The Setting and Plot: Some Real Sources 
 
My parents had a unique job, which gave me a front-row seat on village and 
cannery life. For fifteen years, they ran the mission boat Evangel for the Baptists. 
We visited every village, every cannery, and almost every bear camp and 
homestead up and down Kodiak Island at least once a year. For the first five years 
of my life, we operated out of Larsen Bay, a village at Kodiak Island’s “South End” 
with lots of cottonwoods and alders, but no spruce trees. Then we moved for my 
school years to Ouzinkie, on the “North End,” a village famous for its magnificent 
spruce trees. My parents spent almost fifty years in Ouzinkie, and both of them 
died there, in their eighties. I made my fictional island a blend of elements of my 
two hometowns and other favorite island locations.  
 
One of the things I hoped to accomplish with my story was to take the reader into 
the world that I remember. Therefore, the level of detail is very high, an almost 
day-by-day journey through one school year in the village. I could not have written 
this story any other way. There’s plenty of plot for any reader, but the details are 
the essence of my tale. Often a seemingly inconsequential fact turns out to be 
important later. As a writer, I found that the minutia of village life often helped to 
drive the plot. I found myself asking how such and such event might unfold in a 
place like Sokroshera Cove. So I am deliberately immersing the reader in a world 
that has now nearly disappeared. My brother Kelly remarked after reading an early 
draft, “Your novel is not for everyone, but those you wrote it for are going to love 
it!”  
 
The elders who lived through the earthquake and tidal waves (tsunami) of 1964 are 
quickly leaving us. This novel helps to tell the story of village life before the 
disaster, and the struggles in the aftermath. Along the way, there are twists and 
turns that only a novel could provide. I most likely squeezed a decade’s worth of 
events into that one school year – novels can do that! So I hope that there will be 
smiles of recognition from time to time. Many of the external elements of life 
around Kodiak Island have changed since my childhood, but the soul of the people 
still flourishes. May this novel illuminate a remarkable time long past. And may it 
celebrate a location and a mindset like no other on Earth: Kodiak Island, Alaska!   
 
For Your Reference: The Real History Behind the Plot 
 
The Army in Alaska subplot is based on my own research and contemporary 
writings. The Russian subplot from 1839 is based on Russian Orthodox sources, 
Hector Chevigny’s books, and from old timers’ stories. The occasional snippets of 
real history may help the novel seem more plausible to the reader. I got advice 
from several childhood friends in framing the story. The year 1839 was crucial to 



the plot of my novel: it was after the death of Saint Herman, and when Alaska 
temporarily had no local bishop. To help the reader understand the setting, I wrote 
an index of real and fictional place names and characters, with pronunciation guide, 
at the end of the novel, to use when some new character or location seems 
confusing.  
 
An Outsider Looking In 
 
My main character is a kid on the verge of his teens, who moves to the village with 
his dad, the schoolteacher. He gets to experience this world as an outsider, and I 
tell the story mostly from his perspective. What would a kid from the Arizona desert 
think of a small Alaskan village in the 1960s? His natural curiosity and perceptive 
nature make him a catalyst for much of what happens in the plot. The cannery 
caretaker, a native of New Jersey, is a pivotal character, and he shares the 
perspective of an outsider looking in, even after many years. But I also got into the 
minds of several local residents, young and old. This contrast of generations and 
experiences, and the perspectives of villagers both old and young, forms the 
emotional heart of the novel. 
  
The Real People 
 
It’s impossible to write a story about a fictional village surrounded by real places 
without including real people in it. I placed my parents in several fictional events, 
as “in character” with their real selves as possible. But except for my family, I have 
given only generic dialogue to real people. Father Gerasim Schmaltz, a legendary 
Archimandrite Monk-Priest who was ministering in the time of the novel, conducts 
an Orthodox ceremony in Russian. Ed Opheim provides two skiffs in the book, and 
one of my characters buys a boom truck from Darrell Chaffin on Woody Island. A 
fictional resident of Ouzinkie tells two genuine Tidal Wave stories. And so on. The 
real people do typical things when interacting with fictional ones. 
  
The Themes of This Novel 
 
This is not a novel for children. The young characters, as well as the adults, are 
described in a manner that reflects the long view of adult experience. It will quickly 
be evident that the rough but typical language and occasional mature events 
exclude it from the category of children’s literature. Some readers might object to 
the incidents of raw language and explicit sexuality. Others might object to the 
Christian themes that surface. Still others might question how both could exist on 
the same pages. But that is one of the book’s themes, a chance for faith to triumph 
in the face of rebellion and debauchery. I hope you simply enjoy it. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Dedication: 
 
I dedicate this novel to the people of Ouzinkie Alaska, my hometown from my 
school years to young adulthood, and to the people of Larsen Bay, my first home 
and our family’s summer retreat for many years. I hope my old neighbors will enjoy 
this fictional journey to a time long past, to an island that exists only in the pages 
of this novel. I hope they see themselves in (most of) the people of Sokroshera 
Cove.  
 
I wish to personally thank the following people: 
 
Debbie Smith, my wife of over four decades, who supported my efforts and 
encouraged me to make this novel as good as possible. 
 
Mrs. Kimberly King, a staff member at Montclair High School in California, who read 
early drafts, suggested ways to clarify things, and was my greatest encourager as 
this novel was being written. As someone completely unfamiliar with my topic, her 
interest in the plot and the setting was beyond encouraging. 
 
Kelly Smith, of Homer, Alaska, my brother and fellow Ouzinkie resident, for 
assistance great and small. This was his world, too. He declared my depictions of 
our parents to be authentic. Kelly helped me smooth out the whole “Cat Island” 
incident and suggested many other improvements that make this novel more true 
to life.  
 
Trisha Chaffin, of Smartville, California and originally Woody Island, Alaska, an 
Alaskan author and daughter of Alaskan author Yule Chaffin, my childhood mentor. 
Trisha suggested many of the cultural additions, and helped with the descriptions of 
Kodiak, as well as being one of my most dedicated encouragers in this process. 
 
Kevin Smith (no relation, but also a Ouzinkie boy), a software developer who splits 
his time between Ouzinkie and Bulgaria. Besides being very encouraging, Kevin was 
very helpful in describing everything from weather patterns to local wildlife to 
village cultural details, and will be happy to see this project now that it’s finished! 
 
Ron Marquez, a Spanish teacher at Montclair High, who helped me speak with the 
Castillian voice of “Dr. Delacueva” and advised me on Jay-Jay’s “Spanglish.” 
 
Several unnamed friends in the Kodiak Russian Orthodox community who lent 
whatever authenticity there may be to the Monk Zachar back story, the details of 
the Liturgical Year, the quoted prayers, and even the choices of years and dates to 
help bring to life the rich Orthodox heritage of Russian Alaska. 
 
Finally, many thanks to my late parents, Norman and Joyce Smith, who decided to 
raise me in such a wonderful environment. The believers in this novel, and the 
words in their mouths, flow directly from my parents’ faith. 
 
Timmy Smith, Coeur d’Alene, Idaho, August 2019 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Prologue 
 
July 10, 2017 Outside the “Cowboy Club,” Sedona, Arizona 
  
“Pacific Endeavor Seafoods? Sokroshera Cove?” my voice must have registered my 
shock, for the man in the royal blue tee shirt turned to face me directly. Half a head 
shorter than me, the man had graying dark brown hair and dark brown eyes, with 
an intense gaze that missed very little. His wife, who stood barely taller than his 
shoulder, wore a matching shirt, but sported an enormous sun hat and large 
sunglasses. What were the chances of seeing a seafood cannery logo from a tiny 
village in Marmot Bay, Alaska in the middle of the Arizona desert? Debbie and I had 
stopped in our tracks, all thoughts of chocolate pecan pie from the Black Cow 
bakery a block south swept from our minds.  
 
The couple gazed at us for a few seconds, then at each other. “Timmy?” they both 
asked, practically in unison. The woman in the enormous hat continued, “I’m sure 
we wouldn’t have recognized you, but we were just reading your web pages about 
the ‘Evangel Voyages,’ and you threw in a recent photo here and there.” She 
laughed, “Fifty years is too long to still look like our grade school pictures!” 
 
It’s Sera and Judson now, we learned after inviting them to the bakery and 
enjoying pie and coffee. So much to catch up on. Judson was recently retired, with 
double master’s degrees in history and family counseling. He had taught history in 
the high school in Kodiak, taught psychology and family counseling at the 
community college, written several acclaimed books on Russian America, and still 
maintained a small counseling practice. Sera had just retired as a middle school 
English teacher, after receiving multiple district and state awards for her 
outstanding ability to inspire young writers. Her series of published anthologies 
featuring stories by students from all over the Kodiak Island area had recently won 
her an award from the governor. Suddenly, Jud pushed all that aside, his mind 
captivated by an idea that had just entered his head. I know that look, I thought to 
myself.  
  
“Could you come over to our place tomorrow? I have a book idea I’d love to run 
past you,” Jud said to me with no further elaboration shortly before we said our 
goodbyes. As Debbie and I walked back to the resort, I laughed about the chance 
meeting. “I wore a Ouzinkie sweatshirt to Disneyland once back in college. Some 
lady noticed it, pronounced it correctly, and ended up being someone who knew my 
folks back in the ’50s. Today I got that same shock!” 
 



July 11, 2017: The Hansen home on the side of Airport Mesa, West Sedona 
 
The following evening, Debbie and I pulled up to a bungalow on one of the dozen or 
so streets named after trees that rise from the valley floor up the side of Airport 
Mesa. The unassuming one-story house had a huge sun porch that was high 
enough to see across the valley to Coffee Pot Rock, with a commanding view of 
Capitol Butte towering above it. The resorts would have loved to build there, but 
the old bungalows got there first, and the owners would be fools to sell such prime 
property. I’d have to ask Jud how it came into the Hansen family. 
 
We sat out on the porch in the sunset, after a fantastic feast of Southwest cuisine. 
Jud finally said what was on his mind. “I want you to tell our story,” he said, 
plopping five or six well-worn old spiral notebooks into my lap. “If I told it myself, 
I’m afraid I’d wind up sounding like a history text. And my infamous supposed x-
ray vision and mind-reading ability…” (Sera mentioned how this ability seemed to 
vanish where taking out the trash was concerned, Jud snorted and continued) 
“…would make it sound like a psychologist’s case log. But Timmy, you write – at 
least on your web site, in a way that people could relate to. And it’s better that 
someone else tell this tale. I’m afraid too many folks would think I made it all up if I 
told it. You would know who to contact and where to find all the details I missed.” 
“As if you missed anything, Jud,” chimed in Sera, with what sounded like a giggle. 
She turned to me. “Just open to some random page in those notebooks and see 
what I mean!”  
 
I picked up one labeled, “Sedona, summer of 1965” and Jud shook his head. “Some 
other time, maybe. You can look that one over for your own amusement. Try ‘Fall 
of 1963,’” he suggested. I opened to a random page near the end, and read. “That 
cannery guy from Westerfield was so stupid. He borrowed Faltrip’s boat in the 
middle of a gale and sunk it off Ouzinkie. Wonder what sermon he’ll preach to us 
about that?” I looked at Jud and asked, “Is that the guy that got rescued off the 
back side of Cat Island? He stayed with us over Thanksgiving, and reminded me of 
a dog that had just been whipped. This is gonna be interesting!” 
  
The rest of the room waited patiently as I scanned some of the other notebooks, 
turning to random pages. I took some time, thumbing and scanning, and catching 
myself nodding, grunting, even laughing out loud. Sera served dessert as they 
waited, but I ignored it and kept scanning. Finally I looked at Jud, then at Sera, and 
warned that the project wouldn’t work as just a simple narrative. “I have to allow 
what you were thinking to flow out of the story, or it will come out dry. And you 
know this story is not dry at all. Even over in Ouzinkie and Port Lions it’s legendary. 
Naturally the Look Magazine article missed most of it – of course it would. How 
would Stateside city folks even absorb the whole story of ancient murder and 
mayhem, or the treachery of the guys from Spain, or any of that? I’d love to know 
the whole story myself! And what you went through in the Tidal Wave, well, maybe 
somebody who lived through it too could explain it.” I paused, realizing I had been 
rambling on excitedly. “I’ll try. But don’t expect me to stay out of your head.” I 
paused, lifted up one of the spiral notebooks, and waved it in Jud’s direction. “You 
were pretty blunt and honest, even about yourself, and that, I think, is what will 



make this story. I’ll tell it my way, but through your eyes. I’ll bet you would be 
reluctant to let others see all of that. But I think it makes the story all that more 
believable.” Sera and Jud looked at each other. “I told ya,” Sera said triumphantly. 
  
Jud Hansen turned to me. “From your website I can tell that you enjoy Kodiak 
history. You’ll have to really dig to explain Monk Zachar and Teplov and all the rest. 
That story ended up affecting all of us. So could you try to get into their heads like 
you’ll be bouncing around in ours?” Without waiting for a reply, he went to a 
bookshelf and returned with a copy of Veniaminoff and Revolutionary Orthodoxy in 
Russian Alaska by J. J. Hansen. “This might help,” he added. “I’ll use my copy,” I 
said, and Sera laughed out loud when I added, “I had completely missed that the 
author was you! Your blurb just mentions that you’re a professor in Kodiak.” Sera 
added, “We might have to update your bio after Timmy’s book!” 
 
“How absent-minded of me,” Jud interrupted. He went to a desk in the corner, and 
retrieved a shoebox full of letters. “I wrote these to my Grandma when I was on 
the island, and I found them in a drawer after she passed away.” “Sounds like 
Faltrip,” said Sera cryptically. Jud smiled, nodded, and continued, “Ignoring all the 
seventh grader to his grandma details, you might find where my head was at 
during key events. I haven’t really looked them over – the notebooks either. Guess 
it’s your turn now!”  
 
On the drive back to our resort, I looked at Debbie and said, “Jud’s amazing. He 
was in the situations, but somehow outside of them, above them, always pondering 
what it all meant. I wrote a diary in high school, and I hang onto it just to keep 
myself humble. I wrote stuff like, ‘she looked at me today,’ about some girl I had a 
crush on, completely worthless as actual history.” This cracked Debbie up, and she 
asked playfully if she had anything to worry about. I shuddered, shook my head 
and continued. “But Jud’s notes are something else. It’s not just daily data, it’s an 
emotional journey. I feel honored to try to tell their story.” 
  
 
 
 
April 16, 1839 (Old Julian calendar): An Island in Marmot Bay, The 
Imperial Russian Colony of Alaska 
 
We’ve got to get a better name for this island; it’s damn unpronounceable. Unuaq 
Ingriq supposedly means “Morning Mountain” in Afognak Alutiiq – only Selivanov’s 
mom and the other local savages can say it. How about “Godforsaken Rock?” 
Evgeni Teplov’s thoughts raced as he stood impatiently on the rocky shoreline of 
east beach, next to the large half-beached bidarka. On second thought, the man 
mused, being godforsaken is fine with me. The Church needs to leave us the hell 
alone. But as my daddy back in Mother Russia used to say, “If you can’t steal from 
the Czar, at least steal from the Church!” 
  
Teplov looked up the bluff in the direction he expected the men to appear. How 
long should it take to march down the mountain with your packs mostly empty? 



Mother of... oh, well, they’re here. The man looked up and finally saw the figures of 
Stepan Selivanov and two Sugpiak workers wading through the brush and beach 
grass at the edge of the low bluff above. Teplov greeted his servants as they 
trotted down the steep, grassy slope to the rocky shore below. The Russian village 
lay at the other end of a long meadow, and the gently rolling grass-covered 
landscape obscured Teplov and the other men from any prying eyes in the village. 
A steady rain ensured that not even the children were venturing outside. Evgeni 
had the look of a man used to the cold and harsh environment of the north Gulf of 
Alaska. But there was more. He had the swagger and stance of someone 
completely impressed with himself and his own abilities. He had some reason for 
confidence. 
 
The late 1830s were the beginning of the golden age of whaling for the Americans. 
In 1835, the Ganges, out of Nantucket, under Captain Barzillai Folger, took the first 
right whale off Kodiak Island, deep in Russian territory, and departed unmolested. 
As soon as the word spread, two captains, brothers, out of Boston, brought their 
nearly new whaling ships to Kodiak waters seeking profitable hunts. In early 1839, 
two American whaling ships made contact with Unuaq Ingriq after hunting in the 
Strait. Captain Zephaniah Cowles of the Dorcas Paine and his younger brother, 
Captain Barnabas Cowles, aboard the Prudence Calley, anchored inside the cove of 
Unuaq Ingriq and rowed ashore to see what the locals could provide them. Evgeni 
Teplov, eyeing broader markets for his future territory, treated the “Boston Men” 
like royalty. The Americans, their eyes glazed with vodka, were awed by the 
warehouse full of furs, and grateful (as were their crews) for easy water and 
provisions. After another round, the brothers could see their way clear to deal with 
this crafty Russian, and found themselves agreeing to a complicated marketing 
scheme involving furs heading to the Orient, whale oil and Chinese tea heading to 
America, and profits flowing to the whalers and the rebels of Unuaq Ingriq.  
 
Of course, Evgeni had well-established markets for furs, but now he had found a 
way to profit from the whales he saw almost daily. The Alutiiq hunters were wizards 
at trapping animals and collecting furs. But on the whole, they were highly 
inefficient whalers, making their kills in one-man bidarkas, unable to bring a whale 
in alone. Thus, they frequently lost whales they had speared, and usually had to 
wait until their prey washed ashore somewhere to take advantage of their kills. The 
American whaling vessels were a huge leap forward in whaling technology. But the 
“Boston Men,” as the locals called them, had neither skill nor interest in collecting 
their own furs. Amazingly, the Russians, after a century in Alaska, had still not 
taken financial advantage of the abundance of whales around Kodiak Island. Teplov 
was determined to change that. The Americans could catch whales; the Alaskans 
could get furs. With his newly hatched plan, Teplov foresaw an efficient means of 
bring all of that under one roof, but for his own benefit, not for any Russian 
American Company stockholders back in the Mother Country, and certainly not for 
any Czar. It seemed to be a brilliant, mutually beneficial scheme. 
 
The Cowles brothers had inadvertently opened up yet another small window of 
opportunity, which Teplov was now eager to capitalize on. In the corner of Evgeni 
Teplov’s home had hung a splendid, unusual Ikon. Experts would say it was a 



representation of Christ Pantocrator, Christ the King over All; the American whalers 
were not experts. In their vodka-inspired haze, they found it beautiful, especially 
the circle of gold leaf that surrounded the face of the King. The whalers remarked 
how easy it would be to sell the Ikon in any port they visited on the return voyage, 
or possibly to fetch a high price from some pious, rich widow back in Boston. Teplov 
had no use for the Ikon; it was a gift from his maternal grandfather when he set 
out for Alaska. The Ikon would bring him blessing, his grandfather had said. Now, it 
hung in a corner, for appearance sake, used merely to convince the “superstitious 
Natives” that he was really a pious Orthodox believer after all. 
  
Teplov had always found the Ikon vaguely disturbing. This mere piece of art 
seemed somehow to challenge his authority and place in the world. So he kept the 
Ikon covered unless he had company to impress. He didn’t put any stock 
whatsoever in what the Church believed about Ikons, yet he couldn’t quite bring 
himself to destroy it. For similar, and to him, illogical reasons he found that he 
made the sign of the cross, as he had seen his pious grandfather often do, in 
private moments of fear. Then he would laugh nervously at his own superstitions, 
and curse the Church that could still hold such sway over his subconscious 
thoughts. So Teplov, convincing himself that soon there would be no need for 
pretense, abruptly took the Ikon off his wall and gave it to the Cowles Brothers in a 
grim attempt at exorcising the Church from his soul forever. Awestruck at his 
generosity, the whalers departed, swearing that they were forever in his debt. 
  
Soon after, Father Zachar and his shipment had arrived at Unuaq Ingriq 
unannounced. The memory of the whalers’ greed had altered Evgeni’s plans for the 
Monk’s cargo. Its arrival might be changed from a threat to a lucrative asset after 
all. But the churchman, and his ship—that was a different matter entirely. In the 
past few weeks, troubling news had reached Teplov’s ears, that the Priest Ioann 
Veniaminov, famous across Russia for his work with the Natives in Unalaska, had 
returned to Saint Petersburg seeking to allow Alaska to have its own Bishop. If 
Father Ioann received that kind of authority, then the Church would be right on 
Evgeni’s doorstep, inflaming the passions of the Natives, building chapels and 
churches in every little hamlet, and bringing all the weight of its supposed moral 
authority to bear on his activities. 
  
Now as he waited on the beach, Evgeni swore under his breath—he’d seen firsthand 
the effect this Father Veniaminov had on people on his last visit to Sitka. A distant 
and distracted Russian government he could tolerate. But Teplov had no illusions 
about what would happen if someone like Ioann Veniaminov were put in charge, if 
there were a concerted Orthodox expansion of the Church’s work among the 
Russian colonists and the Natives. Any such thing would surely wreck havoc among 
his own carefully recruited crew of irreligious Russians and mixed-bloods. And if the 
Natives fully realized his hatred for their beloved Church—if the Church ever sided 
with them—no, this he could not permit to happen. Even a bold visionary like 
Teplov could not compete with the hold that certain churchmen had on the weak 
minded and superstitious. And this Father Zachar seemed cut from that very cloth, 
sent to Teplov’s island to start a church, or some such nonsense. 
 



Like an omen of things to come, Father Zachar had conveniently arrived on his 
fool’s errand shortly after the rumor of Veniaminov’s odious quest back to Russia. 
So this Father Zachar had to disappear, and quickly, or Teplov’s plan to rid himself 
of Church and Crown would come to naught. He would rather die than live, as his 
father had phrased it, “In the shadow of the Cathedral.” So yesterday, Teplov had 
his servants begin the first phase of this plan for independence, a brutal change of 
plans necessitated by the churchman’s arrival. 
  
Still instinctively interested in putting up appearances, Teplov had allowed himself 
the luxury of a short hunting trip to Afognak Island, to a favorite hunting spot three 
or four miles to the northwest. He’d stayed there overnight, arriving just before a 
nasty squall of west wind had made the channel impassable. He returned with four 
ducks and two red foxes, for of course he prided himself on his hunting skills, when 
the weather switched to a light rain and slight breeze this morning. 
  
Whatever his men had been up to, he could say, was out of his control and beyond 
his knowledge, for he made sure people saw him leave yesterday and saw him 
return this morning with his kills. There are experts in “plausible deniability” in 
every generation: as Evgeni Teplov stood now on the rocky beach awaiting his 
servants, he almost caught himself spreading his hands in a gesture of childish 
innocence. If his idiot followers had any sense, they would be sure to cover their 
tracks, too. They were reasonably good at following orders, but now he was 
impatient. They must get underway before nightfall in order to make it safely to 
open water before darkness made visual navigation impossible. A sloop called 
Мятежный – The Rebellious (“Myetyézhni”) lay at anchor off the southern point at 
the mouth of the cove, awaiting orders to sail.  
 

 



 
Evgeni Teplov brought his mind back to the rocky beach and the return of his 
servants. In moments, Stepan stood before his master, a bit out of breath from his 
brisk descent through the hills. Stepan was of shorter, slighter build, with the hands 
of an artisan. But in his eyes lurked the same coldness that spoke of a conscience 
long since resisted and ignored. There was a barely-hidden ferocity in his eyes; 
there was also no doubt he could more than handle himself in a fight. Stepan was a 
man obsessed with pleasing his chosen leader, and now it seems he had shunted 
aside his very humanity as a result. He allowed a pack filled with trowels, leather-
wrapped mallets, chisels, and other tools to clatter to the beach. The two native 
workers who followed Stepan carried shovels, pickaxes, and large sacks made of 
some type of hide, that appeared empty.  
 
For the Sugpiak men—it was the Russians who insisted on calling every native 
group Alutiiq—the day was nothing unusual; their Russian overlords had always 
worked them too hard and treated them with casual contempt, and were probably 
going to ignore them now, at least until another backbreaking scheme popped into 
their heads. So they dropped their cargo on the beach also, wiped their foreheads, 
and turned to speak casually to each other in their native language. 
 
The backbreaking schemes had been more frequent lately. For the last few weeks, 
Teplov’s men had guarded the approaches to the mountain while they hauled more 
and more of their supplies and goods up to their hideouts on the ridge. The 
townspeople, many of whom were relatives or wives of the rebels, just waved off 
their activity, remaining carefully uncurious. No one, not even the children, who 
usually had free reign of the island, had the slightest thought to go sightseeing up 
where the rebels were working. “Just up there checking the horizon for Czarist navy 
patrols,” the locals had convinced themselves. And the Native porters, who had 
done most of the hard labor, were in no mood to talk; those who were suspected of 
talking (or worse, pilfering) were suddenly the tragic victim of unfortunate 
accidents, and the their bodies were rarely discovered. The townspeople, some of 
whom had lost relatives that way, held their funeral ceremonies and went on about 
their lives. The great Evgeni Teplov held his people close. 
  
Standing on the misty beach, Teplov motioned for Stepan Selivanov’s close 
attention, and cut straight to the subject at hand. He spoke softly enough that the 
porters, whose limited grasp of Russian would also probably hamper understanding, 
could not eavesdrop. “Did you get it all? That damn Priest could have ruined 
everything if given half a chance.” Stepan nodded once. “So it’s all safe then? You 
disguised the spot?” and then with a concerned frown, and before Stepan could 
reply he pressed, “Will anyone else be able to find it?” 
   
Stepan grunted and shook his head in response to the last question, and finally 
spoke. “It would take a miracle for anybody else to find anything. It was my best 
work!”  Evgeni nodded, “Good. And the Priest?” Stepan laughed, but a little 
nervously. “Father Zakhar was a Monk,” he corrected, too softly for Evgeni to hear. 
While his boss was off hunting, he had done something that would tear the souls 
out of normal men. He thought of the Monk’s face and the softly spoken words 



aimed not so much at God, but at him. As if some helpless Monk could make him 
change his mind about anything. Stepan shook the thought from his mind. “Nobody 
will find him, either! He and his damned vessel have apparently just sailed away,” 
Stepan stated firmly, as though telling his conscience to be quiet. But his hands 
rose in a flutter, like a bird in flight, and he forced a laugh. 
  
Teplov spoke softer now, and shot his loyal servant a telling glance. “Now is the 
time to clear the path for our inevitable ascension to grandeur.” He spoke in the 
tones of the Czar himself, and laughed at the boldness of his own words, then 
slapped his colleague lightly on the back. It was the signal. Stepan Selivanov 
merely turned, pulled a pistol from beneath his coat and fired at the nearest of the 
Sugpiak workers. The second man, startled, turned to run, but the rough stones of 
east beach made a quick escape impossible. Teplov had his man before he had 
taken three steps. 
 
“Get their gear. We may need it later. I’ll load the bodies—we’ll dump them once 
we pass the last point and head out into the Strait. Such a shame, isn’t it—hunting 
accidents are so common this time of year!” He laughed again. “When we approach 
Sitka, we’ll rendezvous with the rest of my men. If they have any sense, they 
should have raided the armory by then. Our allies around St. Paul Harbor, Lesnoi 
Island, Three Saints Bay, The Narrows, and Afognak will make quick work of those 
lazy government men.” Selivanov had some doubts. “Can we count on not being 
attacked ourselves?” Teplov snorted with contempt. “Don’t put any stock in the 
vaunted servants of the Crown. Serves the Czar right for sending the least 
competent bureaucrats out to the colonies as punishment. Puts a damper on 
worker’s morale, as it turns out. Don’t worry, my friend. Kodiak Island will make a 
fine kingdom for such loyal Russian subjects as ourselves!”  
 
His companion began to see things in a more positive light. “Well, guess I can’t see 
the Sitka bureaucrats putting up much of a fight, and besides, they can’t even send 
a ship for help without passing right by us,” Stepan remarked, pointing past the 
island toward the Strait that separated the Kodiak islands from the mainland. He 
bent down to carry his gear to the bidarka. He pushed the craft as far out into the 
water as he dared, and took a moment to assure himself that the sharp tools were 
lying on the sacks, and thus would not puncture the craft’s hull of stretched hides. 
He turned to retrieve the other scattered tools and packs, and loaded them with the 
same care. “And the Priests, well, they’ll probably cooperate with anyone that lets 
them keep up their hocus pocus,” added Stepan. Not if any of them are like that 
Monk, or like that meddling Father Ioann Veniaminov, he said to himself. 
Thankfully, he hadn’t met any others recently that were as fervent as the departed 
Monk. “Besides,” Stepan continued, thrusting aside any mental reservations, “The 
Church may help to keep these local savages in line without forcing us to do it.” He 
said this with full conviction, even though his own mother was full Alutiiq, a 
heritage he chose not to acknowledge. 
  
As he turned to be sure he had retrieved all of the fallen men’s gear, Stepan asked, 
“What about my…” Evgeni laid a hand on his shoulder. “Your wife and sons will be 
safe here in the village until we get back. The less they know the better at this 



point. I assume you didn’t indicate that you were leaving.” “Not a word,” assured 
Stepan, bending over to strap on the best of the hunting knives the other men had 
carried. “Hey, where’s yours?” Teplov asked, puzzled. “Used it for a good cause,” 
said Stepan, standing up straight and facing his master, and Evgeni just shrugged. 
Teplov and Selivanov both turned to launch the bidarka. 
  
Thus Evgeni Teplov embarked on a voyage that he somehow believed could have 
made Kodiak Island his own private kingdom. Far from being ‘godforsaken,’ the 
islands were a realm rich in furs from seal, sea otter, bear, and red fox. And fish of 
all sorts seemed to be begging to be caught. The other Russian settlers, many from 
Siberia, had found gardening no more challenging here than it had been there. 
Soon the independent Kingdom of Kodiak, or whatever his self-absorbed 
imagination would have led him to call it, would dominate the international fur 
trade; he had convinced himself of that. Likewise, the whaling connection he had 
recently negotiated was as sweet a deal as he could imagine. Trading ships from 
far-off countries regularly stopped to buy furs. Their captains would be easily 
convinced to do exclusive business with the new kingdom, if Teplov could show 
them fewer headaches and bureaucratic obstacles than dealing with the Russian 
American Company. Evgeni Teplov had the manpower, the connections, and soon 
the weapons, to fulfill the dream. 
 
But the waters of Shelikof Strait and the Gulf of Alaska were as treacherous then as 
they are now. A spring storm descended from the Bering Sea and within a week 
had given the Mexican district of Alta California an unexpected April drenching. But 
not before it had taken down The Rebellious with all hands fifteen miles past the 
Barren Islands en route to Sitka, including the only two people who knew what was 
hidden on the mount, within the пещера – cave (peeshéra), потерянный – lost 
(potyéryanni), the lost cave.  
 
Nearly a year later, the whaling Cowles brothers, returning to retrieve their 
promised shipment of furs, found no Teplov, an empty fur warehouse that no one 
could explain, and a village with many grieving widows. The Americans shrugged, 
rowed back to their sailing ships, and set sail for Saint Paul Harbor. There, 
Zephaniah and Barnabas Cowles met the officials of the Russian American 
Company, the same folks that Teplov had planned to plunder to fund his rebellion. 
They were considerably less friendly than the first Russians they’d met, and 
extremely unwilling to let the Americans horn in on any of their action. No friendly 
Russians with vodka, no furs, no Ikons to sell, nothing. So the “Boston men” 
shrugged again, swore, and set course south, promising to leave whaling in Kodiak 
waters to someone else. 
 
After a month of waiting for word on the fate of The Rebellious, Dunya Selivanov, 
fearing the worst, sent letters to the traders in Kodiak and the Russian officials in 
Sitka asking for any news. And just in case, she sent her two young sons to scour 
the island. The boys found only this: high on the hill, a low wet spot near the cliff 
face seemed to show some footprints, and possibly the drag marks of heavy 
objects, even after weeks of rain and wind. But the trail headed toward an 
outcropping of mostly bare rock fronted with a tangle of alder brush, that hugged 



the tall cliff face of the mountain. Though they searched in all directions, from there 
the trail seemed simply to vanish into the brush and bedrock. And though they 
suspected a cave entrance somewhere nearby, neither the young Selivanov 
brothers nor anyone else could locate it. 
  
Thus the legend of a peeshéra potyéryanni, a cave that was lost, took hold on the 
island. When the trading ships arrived to take on their customary cargoes of furs, 
and found the warehouse empty, the sons of Stepan were by no means the last 
people to probe around on that small mountain and speculate. The family began 
calling the wide sandy shoreline of the cove Stepan’s Beach, in honor of the father 
who had taught his sons boatmanship and fish craft there. They soon moved out of 
their cramped barabara near the lake and into Evgeni Teplov’s fine log house with 
the gable that faced the cove, and the rock wall in the garden that Stepan himself 
had built for his master. There was some small satisfaction in having the largest 
home in the village. With Teplov gone, Dunya raised her sons to be true Selivanovs, 
the new leaders of a new order. 
 
Within a generation or so, the whole territory had become part of the United States, 
and the words that hinted at the peeshéra potyéryanni legend attached to the town 
gradually melded and transformed into their Americanized name: “Pasheeranny” 
Cove. The spelling, now looking more Irish than Russian, came from the 1915 
mailing address of the Marmot Bay Fisheries Corporation herring plant built along 
the northeastern shore of the cove. The new name effectively obliterated the 
Russian words that only the oldest residents remembered. 
  
The island, too, received a scrambled name based on words from the nearly 
forgotten legend. The sudden disappearance of all of Teplov’s men, two ships that 
vanished without a trace, and the rumor of a Monk who had arrived bearing 
donated riches and then had somehow come to grief—all of these were fuel for the 
fire of legend, and where facts were lacking, speculation had flourished. From the 
bare facts had sprung forth rumors of a hidden rebel cave filled with treasure, and 
the title of the rumor became the title of the island and its small mountain: 
сокровище – treasure (sokróvisheh), пещера – cave (peeshéra), the treasure cave, 
a cave of treasure. In the inevitable shorthand of time, hastened by the coming of 
the Americans in the 1860s, and the failure of anyone to find a cave, it became 
simply Sokroshera Island and Mount Sokroshera.  
 
When the cannery closed down and the War came, the Army decided that 
“Pasheeranny” was one too many weird names to remember, and changed the 
name of the village to Sokroshera Cove, to match the name of the island. The 
villagers did not object, and it wouldn’t have made any difference if they had. 
Hardly anyone remembered that it was originally Unuaq Ingriq. “Unuak” survived 
only as the name of the cape at the northeast end of the island and the channel 
that separated Sokroshera Island from Duck Bay. And all of the stories that had 
rechristened the island and the town passed into dim legend, known by few and 
believed by almost no one. 
 
 



Mid-January 1943: Fort Sheplen, Sokroshera Island 
 
Master Sergeant Pender Ardet flicked away a cigarette and eyed his Unit Supply 
Specialist Owen Faltrip with suspicion. “Do you mean to tell me that this 
underpowered monstrosity could make it all the way up to the top of the hill if we 
ever had a fire?” They stood at the open door of a large Quonset hangar beside the 
just-completed runway near the lake. Ardet was pointing at a REO fire truck, 
painted in flat military olive, parked in the hangar. “Yes, sir! I got her up to the 
Panama-mount artillery circles on the northwest side, sir, even with a bit of ice on 
the road, once I put chains on ’er.” Faltrip had just the tiniest bit of pride in his 
voice. “You just have to know when to downshift.” Ardet was impressed, but kept 
his opinion to himself for the moment. His supply specialist was invariably a wizard 
at finding whatever they needed for the new fort they were scrambling to complete. 
For an airfield that didn’t have any planes yet, a fire truck was surely overkill.  
 
The Japanese gave all signs of planning a major eastward advance into Alaska, and 
had already taken several islands in the Aleutians. This fort, with its airfield, would 
be the first line of defense for any stealth attack through the narrow waterways 
between Shelikof Strait and Marmot Bay. Ardet knew, but did not share with 
anyone else, that he had standing orders to evacuate the village on the island and 
move its inhabitants to camps in Southeastern Alaska should the Japanese actually 
begin to advance in their direction. He had resisted any preemptory evacuation, 
because the sleepy little village with its aging herring cannery was providing a 
perfect cover for his construction operation. The villagers had been nothing but 
cooperative and friendly. 
  
Owen Faltrip had made Pender Ardet’s life as base commander of the construction 
phase infinitely easier. The man had a fierce reputation for snagging and diverting 
equipment away from the other supply officers, who were scrambling to outfit the 
larger coastal batteries that flanked Kodiak harbor. Nothing illegal, of course. But 
Faltrip seemed to know when to pounce, and had the inside track most of the time 
due to his extensive network of contacts. He also had mastered the art of taking full 
advantage of the wartime haste that worsened the normal military inefficiencies. He 
would have been a formidable black marketeer, but he was firmly committed to the 
Allied cause—just his own corner of it first, naturally! 
  
As if to confirm Ardet’s assessment of him as some sort of wizard of materiel, 
Faltrip added, “I was able to procure a jukebox for our new rec hall at the upper 
fort. I got it right out from under Fort Smith’s guy. He threatened to land a punch 
on me until somebody told him about my belts.” Owen Faltrip, former boxer, stifled 
a smile. So did Ardet. The bond of friendship between the men was growing, but 
they only occasionally dispensed with military formality. “We’re by far the smallest 
of the forts; what the hell will we do when it’s discovered we have all the best toys 
out here?” Faltrip saluted smartly and said something noble about merely 
supporting the war effort. Ardet did smile this time. At that, the big former 
accountant from Louisiana lit another cigarette, jerked his thumb in the direction of 
a waiting jeep, and he and his wiry former boxer assistant abruptly hopped in and 
headed up the hill to inspect the new cliffside bunker and its unusual water supply. 



Williams, Arizona, Summer 1954 
 
Kayah Hansen brought a small platter of tacos to the little round table in their tiny 
rented house nestled among the pine trees. Her husband Jeffrey was a junior high 
school teacher. He was enjoying his first few weeks of summer break. Their son 
“Jud,” a precocious three year old, bounced on his father’s lap. Kayah sighed. She 
was above complaining, and nagging was not in her nature, but she wished they 
would leave the cool and crisp mountain air and move back to the arid heat of the 
buttes and mesas of her childhood home deep in the Hopi Nation. Her husband 
gave her a mischievous smile, knowing what was on her mind. He looked into those 
unbelievably calm and kind eyes and said, “I’ve applied for a job at a BIA school 
southeast of Tuba City. It’s down the hill from here, too. That’s an hour or two from 
where you grew up. That should melt us pretty well.” She put down the platter and 
gave him a big hug. She was sure they would be happy there.   
 
 
Wednesday, June 12, 1963: The Pacific Endeavor Seafoods company store, 
Sokroshera Cove, Alaska 
 
Laura Rezoff unlocked the deadbolt and entered the cannery’s village store at 
quarter to eight, plenty of time to check schedules, make sure the orders for new 
supplies were ready for mailing, and make sure the sack of outgoing mail was 
ready to be picked up. In a few minutes, Howie Lindseth would come by in his jeep, 
ready to run down to the beach and meet the mail plane. A little to the east of the 
cannery, the Grumman Gooses and Widgeons of Kodiak Airways would pause on 
their rounds to disgorge passengers and mail, then receive Sokroshera Island’s 
outgoing offerings. The mail plane was due from Kodiak in about an hour; longer, if 
they stopped at Raspberry Island and Port Bailey first. Either way, Sokroshera Cove 
was somewhere in the middle of the mail run, sandwiched every time between 
Ouzinkie and Afognak, with Port Williams to the north sometimes in the mix. 
  
Within the hour, Laura would replace her boss, Owen Faltrip, in the little office and 
radio room right behind her cash register and mail cubbyholes. Owen was busy 
typing something on his little Remington portable typewriter, while various garbled 
messages poured out from the huge marine band ‘ship to shore’ radio in the corner 
behind him. Laura served as cannery secretary, store manager, cash register clerk, 
postmaster, shipping and receiving, and shelf stocker for the little store. And 
around 9 a.m. every weekday, Laura would become the voice of Sokroshera Cove, 
as she had been for many years, passing on information, requesting flights, and 
engaging in friendly chitchat with nearby canneries and communities. It was 
especially important to stay in contact with the cannery’s small fleet of salmon 
seiners. She could count on almost everyone in the Cove hearing her every word. 
None of the families lacked radio receivers that could pick up her signal. Practically 
every household had some family member out on the water at one time or another 
during the week. Every skipper kept in regular contact with Sokroshera Cove via 
Laura and her marine band radio. 
  



So Mrs. Laura Rezoff was vital to Mr. Faltrip’s operation, and had so many 
responsibilities that she sometimes had a hard time keeping track of them all—
surprising for a small and shrinking town of less than a hundred souls. And it wasn’t 
enough. Two days earlier, she had given her resignation, determined to move with 
her husband and their two kids, and for the sake of the kids, to a larger town with a 
better school. 
  
Her husband Will was easily the best mechanic in Sokroshera Cove. As head 
machinist while the cannery had been in operation, Will had been in constant 
demand both on the line and in various seiners, keeping everything from the giant 
generators, boilers, and retorts to the smallest bilge pump on the smallest boat in 
the fleet operating and in tip-top shape. But now, in its second year of shutdown 
with no end in sight, Will had important but infrequent work, taking turns with Mr. 
Faltrip starting up the generator at 7 a.m. or shutting it down at 10 p.m. Every few 
days he’d borrow Mr. Lindseth’s jeep to drive up the old road and do maintenance 
on the town’s aging water pumps. The pump house was on the north side of the 
upper lake, inland from the old bunker, up the hill from east beach. For Will, these 
all were easy, routine jobs, separated by hours of pointless down time.  
 
Like a stallion made to pull a trash cart, the mundane tasks frustrated Will, and he 
had taken to drink out of pure boredom. He had turned the lights on this morning a 
good ten minutes late due to a pounding hangover. His beautiful wife Laura was 
patient, but those frustrations had already taken a toll on his young family. Laura 
desperately hoped for more steady work for both of them, in Kodiak or wherever 
else they might eventually settle. On this issue, Will Rezoff was happy enough to go 
along with her. He had a ‘couldn’t hurt; might help’ attitude toward it all—anything 
to kill this mind-numbing boredom and sense of uselessness that was rising in him. 
Therefore, he had also told Mr. Faltrip that he and his family would be moving, 
probably before the next month was out, so that they could get settled in, 
somewhere, in time for a new school year. 
 
Mr. Faltrip really did not want to lose his two remaining steady employees. Both 
were indispensable in their own way, and if he lost both, it would increase the 
perception that the cannery was dead, and accelerate the exodus of families from 
the island. Not that Mr. Faltrip blamed them, especially as far as the village school 
was concerned. Last year’s teacher, a single middle-aged woman from Texas that 
the Bureau of Indian Affairs (BIA) had sent their way, had seemingly no ability at 
all to mesh with the people of the village, and had actually seemed to do harm to 
some of the students. Mrs. Marrone had been an example of the occasional 
Government practice of shipping teachers off to Alaska if they had ‘problems’ in the 
Stateside schools. So the Rezoff’s kids, Herman and young Barbara, had both 
struggled, Herman with boredom and Barbara by being Barbara.  
 
When Laura had asked what the teacher was doing to help her daughter, Mrs. 
Marrone had just said, “Oh, Barbara, now she’s a tough nut to crack!” and nothing 
at all had been done. By the end of the school year, Barbara had almost stopped 
speaking with anyone except family members, and then only at home. And now 
Herman was developing into a sullen, seething mass of preadolescent unhappiness 



that nothing except hiking up in the hills or heading out somewhere in a boat with 
his dad could seem to break. It was obvious from his marks that there was no love 
lost between him and the teacher either. 
 
A town with a cannery easily becomes a company town, and Mr. Faltrip wielded 
enormous influence by virtue of being the official representative of the cannery. 
Owen Faltrip was thus the village’s point of contact with the outside world, and so 
Mr. Faltrip informed the BIA of their school needs every year. And each year since 
the shutdown, it had become more difficult to keep the school open. After the 
families that had run them departed, Mr. Faltrip had found it harder and harder to 
justify keeping his unused seiners. If the Rezoffs also moved away, he would be left 
with an empty shell of a cannery that would almost surely never be revived. But 
just as surely, the town would lose the school, with too few students to afford 
sending a teacher. 
  
Owen Faltrip knew the domino effect that would result; he knew that if the Rezoffs 
left, the Lindseths and their two kids would not be far behind, they having already 
expressed exasperation at the now-departed previous teacher. Mr. Faltrip had plans 
for his cannery, and hence the village. The inhabitants were in every sense the only 
family he had, although he was sure none of them regarded him as such. He would 
be at the end of himself if anything worse came to them. So, Mr. Faltrip made a 
daring, risky, and expensive decision, the only one he could see himself doing 
under the circumstances. He decided to place both of the Rezoffs under formal 
contract, with generous wages that would make it hard for them to leave the 
village. And he knew that he had to get more work, and soon, not just for Will, but 
also for his cannery and the whole community. So he hammered away on his 
typewriter, reaching out to all the contacts he’d developed after years in the 
cannery business, trying to call in favors, and exploring every option he could think 
of, to get his operation started again. 
 
Later that morning, Mr. Faltrip stepped out of the office and motioned Laura over to 
the cash register. He was laying out his best offer. He told her what he had decided 
to do, and showed her the paper that listed the guaranteed minimum salary for 
both her and her husband for the coming year. She was speechless and yet 
cautious; she didn’t dare even to say thank you until she could find out what Will 
thought of this. Within moments, he entered the rear door of the store, opposite 
the generator shed, and headed into the storeroom in the back to scrounge for 
some machine part he needed. Owen Faltrip called him over, and Laura repeated 
the offer. Will looked at the paper, and without even looking at Laura, said, “Fine. 
We’ll take it.” But his tone of voice matched that of a kid who’s just been told to 
pound erasers after school. He found the machine part, slammed the side door and 
left. Owen looked a bit hurt, but Laura did not notice; she was already opening up 
the store for the day, greeting customers and collecting mail. So he just returned to 
his office to pound out a letter to the BIA, guaranteeing ten students for next term. 
Only ten, the bare minimum. Kind of like Sokroshera Cove.  
 


