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S EDEN CREEK
aving

ABOUT THE PLAY
Natural resources debates tend to be highly confronta-
tional and controversial. We have created Saving Eden 
Creek to allow audiences to view—through the safe 
environment of storytelling—fictional characters with a 
variety of conservation ethics. Loggers, environmental 
activists, real estate developers, homeowners, and even 
a rare species of squirrel are respectfully represented. 
After the play, audience members are invited to join 
in a conversation about the differing perspectives they 
have just witnessed.

Audience
Adults and high school students; can be adapted for 
younger students. 

Educational objectives
Use theatrical performance to help audiences: 

Appreciate the complexity of forest resource issues
Become aware of their own values and beliefs 
surrounding these issues
Understand the validity of differing and opposing 
viewpoints
Realize their influence on natural resource 
sustainability, and
Recognize their intelligent consumption 
responsibilities

Play components
Saving Eden Creek has two, integrated parts: this script 
and a separate theater program for a performance. The 
script contains stage directions and suggestions for 
costuming. Feel free to adapt Northwest references to 
your own region, if you think that will make the play 
more relevant for players and the audience. 

The theater program contains background about 
the play, thought-provoking questions for dialogue 
after the performance, a list of additional resources, 
and a mail-ready evaluation. The theater program is 
meant to include a page—to be prepared by the playʼs 
presenters—that gives details of a specific performance 
such as the names of the cast and any sponsors.  

•
•

•

•

•

Presentation suggestions
Full production

Director, costuming, lights, and stage sets
4 to 14 actors; reading time about 75 minutes
Venue examples: youth, professional, and community 
theater groups

Reader theater 
Several people “read” the characters  ̓parts (imagine 
radio), and a narrator reads the stage directions (“A 
woman enters. She wears a long green cape….”).  
No sets or props needed.
5 to 15 readers; reading time about 60 minutes
Venue examples: community organizations, pro-
fessional associations, service clubs

Excerpts
Selected scenes are read; no sets or props needed
1 to 5 readers; reading time about 20 to 30 minutes
Venue examples: professional conferences, 
community presentations, educational activity in 
classrooms

Reading
People read the play on their own and then use the 
theater program to guide conversation about it
No actors; reading time about 30 minutes
Venue examples: book clubs, community groups

ABOUT THE AUTHORS
Janean Creighton is a wildlife educator with Natural 
Resources Extension, Washington State University. 
Viviane Simon-Brown is the sustainable living educator 
with Forestry Extension, Oregon State University. John 
Sulzmann is a principal with Meristem Consulting & 
Training Corporation, Corvallis, Oregon.

Connecting with authors
No matter how you use Saving Eden Creek, the  
authors are eager to hear about it. Please contact: 
viviane.simon-brown@oregonstate.edu and 
creighton@wsu.edu

•
•
•

•

•
•

•
•
•

•

•
•
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Scene 1: Behind the Barricades: The Payback

A woman, Summer Autumn, enters; she wears a long green cape covered with bright flowers, 
glitter and stuffed birds. She dances on-stage doing an interpretative dance to a recording of 
bird songs.  She is carrying a small chainsaw. She concludes her dance downstage in a pose 
reminiscent of the dying swan from Swan Lake. She stands up with difficulty, groaning as if her 
muscles are stiff and sore. We hear a recorded bird song that fades as she begins to speak. She 
speaks directly to the audience.

Summer Autumn

There. Iʼm finished. Thatʼs what you expected me to do, right? Thatʼs what 
everybody expects me to do. It was fine a couple of years ago, but now…well, 
itʼs different now. (indicating the chainsaw) That thing is heavy! (pause) I 
know how to use it, you know. I grew up using it. My dad taught me. I would 
buck the limbs after my brothers felled the trees. I got my first chainsaw for 
my fourteenth birthday… gave me a competitive edge in the logger sports 
competitions we had in my high school. I was good; could climb a tree faster 
than most boys in my neighborhood, and beat them in arm wrestling too. 
My mom says itʼs why none of them ever asked me out on dates. “Theyʼre 
intimidated by you, Summer. You have to let them win once in a while. Men 
have fragile egos…for Godʼs sake, look at your father.”

I love this town, Eden, but I have a very definite role here. Iʼm the timber girl 
who ran off to college and came back a bleeding “environmentalist”; a greenie; 
a loose cannon; a squirrel junkie; a tree-hugger. Actually, I am a performance 
artist. When I was 25, I realized that I needed a more artistic name, so I 
legally changed it from Summer Gorski to Summer Autumn. It made me feel 
legitimate, and I fell easily into my new role in the community: local girl gone 
wacky. You see, while away at college I sort of lost my connection with this 
town…or I tried to. I thought thatʼs what I wanted. I had friends from big cities 
who spent their weekends protesting logging sales, climbing up old-growth 
trees, chaining themselves to logging equipment. And here I was…a young 
woman who had grown up in the woods, from a timber town named after the 
Garden of Eden, for Godʼs sake… supported by the local mills, and I thought: 
perfect! This is perfect for me! Now I can branch out on my own…make a 
stand for something new. Plus, I lived in mortal fear that my friends were going 
to find out the truth about my background. I kept my ax-throwing award hidden 
away and pulled it out only when I was alone and feeling stifled by the city. 
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Eventually, we all went our separate ways, but no matter how hard I tried, I 
could not shake the timber town. So I came back home. But I decided to create 
a “new me” and keep some of those ideas I learned from my college buddies. 
I thought I could serve as a reminder to everyone in town that there is another 
world out there, a world that, in my estimation, doesnʼt know very much about 
us…and perhaps they should. I am a mirror…  No, thatʼs not exactly right. Iʼm 
more of a bridge. A bridge that connects “us” and “them”. Thatʼs my plan…my 
role…my sacrifice for this town. I love this town…so much. But they need to 
move on. They need to look around themselves and decide what they want to 
be now…because theyʼre never going to be what they used to be…never.

(Thoughtfully) Thinking back on it, perhaps I should have spent some time 
educating my college friends about who I was and where I came from, rather 
than trying to hide it. It would have been good for them to hear it. I could have 
told them what it was like to grow up in a small timber town. The way the town 
pulled together during the ʼ74 fire, or when the mill closed down, and all about 
the huge huckleberry pie that the Woodsy Women ladies auxiliary made every 
Fourth of July. Even as a kid, I knew I didnʼt want to eat anything communally 
with most of the folks in town, but they were all good people. It sounds funny 
to say it now, but I have always been proud of my background…even when I 
was ashamed of it. My college friends would have thought I was a redneck…
and maybe I was, and I probably still am. But now Iʼm a redneck with an edge. 
I see the mistakes this town made in the past…mistakes we are paying for 
today. I guess I look at my place here as payment for turning my back on Eden. 
The mistake of not saying anything. I should have said something about “us” to 
“them”. Because we all suffer from “us” and “them”.

Iʼve been home now for over 15 years, and I still havenʼt been asked out on a 
date. (She stands up with her chainsaw) I wonder why?

Lights fade to black.
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Scene 2: Building Blox

The lights are on as Carol and Jeremiah wander over to a customer service counter at a local 
mega home improvement retailer. A sign on the front of the counter says “BuildingBlox Expert 
Advice.” The two have been talking about the benefits of certain varieties of flooring. The store s̓ 
public address system comes on with announcements now and again.

Carol, middle-aged, is in jeans and flannel shirt with a bandana wrapped around her head, a 
tape measure on her belt, and a pencil behind her ear.

Jeremiah, an affable young store clerk, assists her. He wears an apron over his jeans and T-shirt, 
a pocket full of pencils, tape measure, store price tags, a radio that crackles once in awhile, etc.

Jeremiah

(Animated) Now this sample is the latest line from Standard Flooring. Itʼs a new 
laminate, a photo-realistic wood grain applied to a micro-thin, highly durable, 
rubberized plastic base. Itʼs sort of a marriage of the latest computer-imaging 
technology and the building materials industry.

Carol

(Objecting, a little exasperated)  But look… (Looking at his name tag) …ah, 
Jeremiah. Iʼve got a fixer-upper, and Iʼm trying to avoid all the fiberglass, 
formaldehyde, toxic adhesives, and vinyl everything. I want to use as much 
wood and natural materials as I can.

Jeremiah

Ah…environmentally conscious, are we? OK, well, just so you know, this is 
recycled material. Itʼs a specially engineered blend of old tires, plastic pop 
bottles, and used Polartec fleece half-zip pull-overs. Itʼs flexible and giving 
when you walk on it, so thereʼs no need to install a separate spongy subfloor 
like other laminates need. Our customers really seem to like it.

Carol glowers as he reaches for another sample.

And the best part is that no Pacific Northwest trees were used in the 
manufacturing of this product. (reciting) “All artificial all the time.” Thatʼs the 
BuildingBlox environmental commitment.

Carol

(Not certain she heard correctly)   Iʼm sorry…you…what?
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Jeremiah

But I do hear what youʼre saying. Our goal at BuildingBlox is to provide 
helpful solutions for every customer. Now this flooring is real wood. In fact, itʼs 
a teak parquet flooring from Thailand. Tropical wood is exotic and can really 
add flair to an older home.

Of course, natural wood is going to be a lot more expensive.

Carol

(Astonished)  So are you telling me that everything in this store is either 
artificial or from another country?

Jeremiah

Not just from other countries, but from the southern U.S. and Canada, too.

Carol

Canada is another country. What I mean is, are there no locally produced 
products here?

Jeremiah   

(Proudly)   Nope! The BuildingBlox philosophy is, why should we use up our 
own resources when we can get them cheaper somewhere else? Then we donʼt 
have to pass those high prices on to you…the consumer.

Carol

(Trying patiently to explain)  But that doesnʼt make any sense. If we buy locally, 
we actually reduce our environmental impact more than if we buy from other 
countries. Plus, the more local products we buy, the lower the cost to the 
consumer, and weʼre putting money back into our own economy.

Jeremiah

(Laughing somewhat condescendingly)  Oh, wow! Now, I know “the customer 
is always right” but I donʼt think you quite understand the basics of economics 
and the environment. How can using up our local resources have less impact on 
the environment? (Laughing) I mean, weʼd end up cutting down all the trees and 
polluting our water.
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Carol

Not if we manage our resources well. Besides, what about cutting down all the 
trees and polluting the water in other countries?

Jeremiah

(Not understanding)  Whatʼs your point?

Carol

(Becoming increasingly exasperated)  My point is…that we have to be aware of 
our impacts globally. If the whole global warming issue has taught us anything, 
itʼs that what we do in the U.S. affects people on the other side of the globe…
and vice versa.

Jeremiah

(Having an ”ah ha!” moment)  Ah… but we all know that global warming is a 
natural occurrence, so we donʼt need to worry about it.

Carol

(Pausing, breathing consciously, relaxing)  All right, look. I donʼt have time for a 
discussion like this right now. Letʼs just talk about some prices.

Jeremiah

(Enthusiastic as ever)  Well, sure. This high-tech laminate I showed you sells for 
$1.99 a linear foot. At that price, you can do your whole house economically. 
And we have plenty of stock on hand.

Carol

(Nervously)  And the teak?

Jeremiah

(Smirking)  Now thatʼs a different story. This sells for $22.99 a linear foot. Itʼs a 
sign of the times, Iʼm afraid. But for someone as committed to natural materials 
and the environment as you are, itʼs putting your money where your values are. 
I can admire that.

Carol throws up her hands.
Lights fade to black.
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Scene 3: Noble Lives

Lights come up on Karen, a middle-aged woman in mourning, denoted by her wearing a black 
veil. She sits beside an imaginary coffin. She speaks to the audience.

Karen

We worked together as a team for Savage Timber awhile when we wuz young. 
He wuz fellin  ̓an  ̓Iʼd come along and buck off the branches. Thatʼs how I got 
to know him. Weʼd smile as we slid by each other on a hillside, and sometimes 
eat lunch together. We never said much—both too tired. I shoulda known I was 
lookin  ̓inta the mirror of our future together, but I wuz blind. Livin  ̓with Joe 
got to be just like that...slidin  ̓on by each other, sittin  ̓at the table with nuthin  ̓
to say...ʼcept there werenʼt no smiles anymore.

After I got pregnant and had to stay home, he worked for one gyppo logging 
outfit after another until each one folded, an  ̓we moved to a new town each 
time—Oregon, Washington, even Georgia—we been to hell and back, living 
in trailers and paper shacks with no savings and nuthin  ̓to do but wait out 
sickness and injury ʻtil we could git backta work.

I only had one kid, seein  ̓what this life was gonna be like, and it wuz a mercy 
that he died when he wuz only four. Somehow, even after that, we stayed 
together and waited out the unemployment checks and the extensions that 
sometimes DIDNʼT come through, until things turned around and he could 
find more work. An  ̓then by some miracle he retired before he got killed or 
crippled, an  ̓we had a coupla years when we got to travel to Chicago like I 
always wanted, and Canada an  ̓Mexico, an  ̓we got to know each other again. 

It was great...an  ̓then he died. Just like that. Doctor said he wuz just wore out. 
All that for a lousy coupla years. Nope, there wasnʼt nuthin  ̓good about logging 
from where Iʼm standinʼ. Nuthin  ̓pretty, nuthin  ̓noble. Not one damn thing!

Karen pauses to control her anger. She begins to reflect on the happier memories of her life  
with her husband.

I remember one day just after we started gettin  ̓friendly, when we wuz eatin  ̓
lunch an  ̓those camp robber jays flew over and sat on our boots an  ̓we fed 
them half our sandwiches. We laughed and talked to them like they wuz our 
kids. One jumped up and sat on my head. Joe looked it in its beady eyes an  ̓
said, “Now eat your baloney an  ̓your fruit, Sammy.” 
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I looked at his face in the gray light on so many mountainsides an  ̓I loved it. I 
ʻpreciated it when he pointed out some trillium an  ̓snow bells, the paintbrush 
and lupine, or a wild iris hidin  ̓among the ferns. An  ̓I felt like we were joined 
at the heart when we sat quiet an  ̓watched a six-point buck eatin  ̓breakfast in a 
meadow 50 feet away from our cut.

An  ̓I remember the feeling of his heart pumpin  ̓the first time he pressed me 
against a Doug-fir an  ̓kissed my face. He didnʼt even let go of his damn saw! 
An  ̓he laughed when I turned ʻround and my clothes were all stuck with pitch.

Yeah, it wuz a hard life, but it wuz a life, an  ̓we made some good memories, 
an  ̓Iʼm glad we shared it as long as we did. So glad…

Lights fade to black.
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Scene 4: Poem (“These Mountains”)

A single spotlight rises on a man, Mike. He wears a business suit and is writing at his desk, 
located stage right and facing diagonally toward stage left. He has a cell phone to his ear, but is 
not saying anything. He slowly lowers the phone, stands and walks downstage, still holding the 
phone in his hand. He begins to recite, almost as if in a trance:

You see these mountains?

I have known them since before my birth,

the melting fibrous snows,

turpentine air and dust imprinted me

in my motherʼs womb

misted horizons, bracken silhouettes

frame my dreams, unseen fungus

weaves its web in roots that bind my heart,

the trickling eloquence of rain

moistens my words

graced, Iʼve suffered separation from this green center,

wandered blindly in skyscraper tears,

choked through years of concrete desperation—

grateful now, my washed spirit merges

with this salmon-berry ground

After a pause, he slowly raises the phone to his ear, as the light fades to black.
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Scene 5: Trisha’s Dad

A woman, Trisha, walks on stage. The sound of chainsaws is in the background. The sound fades 
as she begins to speak.

Trisha

My father used to say, “The forest doesnʼt care. We think what we want about 
it…it doesnʼt give a rip!” But I think the forest does care about my dad…at 
least it did. When I was about 9 or 10, my dad worked as a cutter  for the 
Milton Brothers Logging Company. He would leave early every morning 
for work, trying not to make too much noise and wake me and my brother. 
Sometimes I would hear him leaving, and my mom would always say, “Please 
come back tonight, okay?”  When he would come home, he always smelled like 
pitch and wood smoke and diesel all mixed together. 

The Milton Brothers kept most everyone in Eden working for a long time. 
The mill seemed to bond everyone together. Almost every kidʼs dad or brother 
or uncle worked for the Miltons; and if somebody DIDNʼT come home from 
work, we all knew it right away⎯who it was, who the kids were, so that when 
they finally came back to school we all knew to be really nice to them. Every 
family had their own special “death-in-the-family” hot dish recipe that would 
be pulled out for these occasions. It seems kind of funny to think of it now, 
but it was considered bad manners to bring the same dish as someone else to a 
bereaved family. It was bad enough that they lost their loved one, but to have 
to eat the same thing more than once in a week?… This was the ONE time in a 
familyʼs life where they shouldnʼt have to put up with a tedious menu.

Our community was so tight it was almost incestuous. We had parades at the 
drop of a hat! Parades with logging themes. Which was good, because we could 
reuse the same floats over and over. Weʼd switch their order in the parade, 
though, to keep everyone on their toes. The best parade was always for the 
Spring Break-up Celebration. This marked the start of the new timber harvest 
season. The ladies auxiliary club, “The Woodsy Women,” would appoint a new 
Woodland King every year. The king was usually a logger who had gone an 
entire year without an accident or injury. The king would get to sit up on top 
of Dunbar Miltonʼs cherry picker, leading the paradeʼs opening procession, 
throwing wood chips to all the kids as he passed by. My dad was the Woodland 
King three years in a row.
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Then everything changed. It wasnʼt overnight or anything—it was kind of 
gradual. We stopped having so many parades, and nobody bothered to repair 
the floats when they got damaged. Not as many people were working for 
Milton Brothers any more. More kids moved away after high school, for jobs or 
college, and not many moved back.

A few years back, the Woodsy Women tried to revive the annual Spring Break-
up Celebration parade. I guess it was their attempt at creating some good 
feelings, to get back some of what the community had lost. They commissioned 
a local artist, a woman named Summer Autumn, to design a new Woodland 
King outfit. They convinced the high school shop teacher to get his class to 
repair the floats and get them in good running order. Once again my dad was 
appointed Woodland King. Summer had made an amazing outfit for him to 
wear. It was a dark green velvet cape with purple sparkly leaves covering the 
back, and artificial woodland creatures stapled all over it. My father looked like 
St. Francis of Assisi in drag. He refused to wear it…Summer was devastated, 
but finally agreed that dadʼs carharts and corks would work just as well. The 
cherry-picker started the parade, just like always, with my dad sitting on top, 
his bucket of wood chips at the ready. But this crowd was different. There were 
the town regulars alright, but there were some new folks there too. They carried 
signs that said, “Quit raping the forests!” and “Save the old-growth!” They 
jeered and yelled and gave my dad the finger. They flipped off my dad! A man 
who risked his life every day, and was being honored because he was still alive 
and had all his limbs. A man who represented an entire community and all of 
those who had died, all the families living without husbands and brothers and 
fathers…thatʼs who my dad was! At that moment…on that cherry-picker…my 
dad was us. The forest did care about my dad; he never had an accident, he 
never lost a limb, and he always came home smelling of pitch and diesel. It was 
the world that didnʼt give a rip…but when he died of cancer last year…at the 
age of 89…we had a different hot dish every night for three weeks running.

Lights fade to black.
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Scene 6: All Creatures

Scene opens with one couple stage left, having a picnic lunch, and another couple stage right, 
sitting side by side staring straight ahead, looking nervous and frightened. The picnickers are 
not aware of the other couple.

Couple stage right speak in nervous whispers; they are actually squirrels, but their attire should 
only suggest this. The couple at stage left are human.

Male squirrel

 (Referring to the human couple)  Are they still there?

Female squirrel

Uh-huh.  Donʼt they have kids to feed or something?

Male squirrel

(With growing horror and panic)  Maybe they donʼt have any yet…maybe thatʼs 
what theyʼre doing here! Oh my god! Theyʼre going to mate, arenʼt they!? This 
is the worst day of my life!!

Female squirrel

Just relax, relax! I donʼt think theyʼre going to mate. He hasnʼt chased her 
around the meadow yet…and by the looks of how much theyʼre eating, I donʼt 
think mating will be possible.  (Suspiciously)  I just want to make sure they 
donʼt start eyeing that pine tree over there…itʼs mine!

The human woman gets up and stretches, looking around. She sees the pine tree and crosses to it.

Female squirrel

(Screaming, startling everyone) Aiieeeayy!!! 

The human woman notices the squirrels. 

Female squirrel

(To human woman)  Get away from there you bi-pedal fleshy freak! Iʼve got 
ever-growing incisors, and Iʼm not afraid to use ʼem!
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The woman continues to move cautiously towards the squirrels, curious.

Female squirrel

Oh my god! Sheʼs coming towards us! Quick! What do we do? What do we do?

Male squirrel 

Uh…Iʼm not sure…she looks harmless enough…except for those fingernails. 
Good Lord, I bet she can shred the bark off a lodgepole pine with those babies. 
Here, here, stand behind me. Iʼll scare her away.

Male squirrel attempts to scare the human woman away but succeeds only in looking very cute 
and squirrel-like. The woman moves closer, crouching down and holding her hand out.

Male squirrel  

What the hell is she doing? Are we supposed to give her something so sheʼll 
leave us alone?

Female squirrel 

(Frightened) Well, GIVE her something, for Peteʼs sake! Sheʼs freaking me out!

Male squirrel  

(Exasperated) What? What am I supposed to give her? 

Female squirrel 

How about some of your tail fuzz? 

Male squirrel  

Hey, Iʼm gonna need that! Why donʼt you give her some of yours?

Female squirrel 

Right. Iʼll give up my tail fuzz when you have the next litter. (Noticing the 

woman)  Sheʼs almost close enough to touch us. (Beginning to get curious 

herself)  I wonder if theyʼre clean animals?  (Sniffs the air)
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Male squirrel 

That is disgusting! You inhaled right next to her! Donʼt you know humans are 
disease factories? They carry all sorts of horrible germs, like influenza and 
anthrax and scabies. As a matter of fact, before humans were here nobody ever 
died!

Female squirrel

Thatʼs insane! You got into the special truffles again, didnʼt you?

Human man gets up to join the woman near the squirrels.

Female squirrel

Uh-oh. Now youʼve done it. He thinks youʼre trying to lure his female away; 
now you have to give HIM something, too, so theyʼll both go away!

Male squirrel 

None of this would have happened if you hadnʼt been so possessive about that 
stupid pine tree!

Female squirrel

(Furious)  Stupid? That pine tree is NOT stupid! We raised 10 litters in that tree. 
We can eat off that thing for an entire winter. Iʼve got the mistletoe just the way 
I like it, and we just got some decent neighbors in upstairs.

Male squirrel 

Oh…yes…the Downies. Good people, a bit noisy…but theyʼre clean.

Female squirrel

Very clean.

The squirrels watch the humans.
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Female squirrel

You know I love this grove here. Weʼve been here for, what..? 10 years now? 
Hmmm. Is that unusual for squirrels?  (Shrugs)  Well, it doesnʼt matter. The fact 
is weʼve been able to survive here year after year. There must be something in 
this particular grove that allows that to happen. I just hope theyʼre not going to 
ruin the good life we have here.

Female squirrel looks at the humans, who are now referring to a field guide. They are trying to 
identify the squirrel species.

Man 

(Reading from the guide)  Here it is. Scurius elusivus, common name Secret 
Squirrel. Huh…go figure. It says itʼs rare and only lives in this particular 
watershed.

Woman

Wow. Itʼs a good thing we came out here and looked around. To think…we had 
no idea what was here.

Man

Donʼt get too close. Squirrels are basically rats with furry tails. Besides, they 
carry all sorts of horrible diseases like tuberculosis and hantavirus and rabies.

The humans get up to leave.

Man

(To woman)  So where do you think the house should go? I donʼt much like 
the idea of waking up with the sun right in my face, but I like the idea of lying 
in bed watching the sun go down. I donʼt suppose we could have a revolving 
house, do you? Like a revolving restaurant?

Woman

Why donʼt we just build it with the bedroom facing west…considering thatʼs 
where the sun goes down.
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Man

Oh, yeah…right.  (Laughs)  I wasnʼt thinking. 

 

The humans exit.

Male squirrel 

Hey, theyʼre leaving!  (Runs after them)  Yeah!! And donʼt come back!!  Well, I 
guess I took care of that!

Female squirrel

That was weird.

Male squirrel  

Yeah…very. Do you suppose theyʼll come back? Oh, I hope they donʼt come 
back.

Female squirrel

Iʼm sure they wonʼt come back. 

Lights fade to black.
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Scene 7: Behind the Barricades—Part 2

Lights up on a man sitting in a tree. He is Mike, the man from Scene 4. He wears the same 
business suit as before. He periodically looks down to the ground where a group of people have 
gathered.

Mike

(Yelling to someone on the ground, sarcastically)  Well, itʼs good to see you out 
of the office and up in the woods where Nature is, where the action is! 

(Facing forward, to talk to the audience)  Yeah, itʼs good to reconnect with the 
trees. Iʼve been up here now for… (Counts on his fingers)… 
13 days. Iʼve been living on apples, carrots, and beef jerky, so I donʼt have 
anything to throw away. So far Iʼve figured out how to sleep without falling 
to the ground, how to brush my teeth without water, and how to go to the 
bathroom. I hang my…you know… and just…you know. I wait until no one 
is around, and always hang over the same spot. Iʼm planning on packing it out 
when all this is over.  (Yelling down)  “I will not be intimidated by your badges 
and rubber bullets! Youʼll have to cut me down!” 

(Back to the audience) My family and friends are totally freaked out by this. 
Soʼs my boss. Iʼm an actuary for an insurance company…at least I used to 
be. My mom even offered to pay me a monthʼs salary to come down. But this 
isnʼt about money…at least not for me. Iʼm not even that much in love with 
the woods. To tell you the truth…I hate camping and hiking…always have. 
Iʼve always felt uncomfortable in the woods, which is why my folks were so 
surprised when I climbed up here. Iʼve had to get used to crawling things and 
funny sounds and smells. I didnʼt sleep for the first three nights, I was petrified! 

But, you see, people have to know that trees are more than just crops like 
wheat and corn. Cutting down a tree is far different than harvesting an acre 
of soybeans. Think about the history trees represent, the world events that 
occurred as they stood witness, the silent nobility. I really have nothing against 
cutting trees per se, itʼs the CARELESS cutting that I object to. Clear-cutting 
without replanting, cutting close to streams, and removing the biggest and best 
trees while leaving the small and undesirable behind.
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(Yelling down again)  Hey, officer! You probably want to keep the dogs away 
from that particular area. You REALLY donʼt want them rolling around in…
whatever might be there. Say! If youʼre going into town, could you pick me up 
a tall double-shot latte, with a little foam? Thanks! 

(To the audience, shrugging)  Hey, Iʼm human, okay? Caffeine is the only thing 
I have to look forward to; I certainly canʼt smoke up here. Can you imagine the 
headlines, “Tree-sitter falls asleep with lighted cigarette, burns down forest”.

I guess this is worth it…I hope it is. It better be.

As a kid I never spent any time in the woods. I never felt safe there. I still donʼt. 
And for some weird reason the need to be here on the front lines to protect 
it is the same as my instinct to look out for my brother if he were in trouble. 
Actually, I would never do that for my own brother…weʼve never been that 
close. Which makes it all the more curious as to why Iʼm even here! It was just 
something I felt needed to be done, and no one else was going to do it, so…

I guess if someone were to ask me what I thought I could accomplish by 
making a fool of myself this way, I guess Iʼd tell them that there is something 
bigger than me going on here at Eden Creek…and at the risk of sounding 
psychotic…I feel compelled to make a statement, and this seemed the easiest…
at least it did at the time. The Lakota people call trees Standing People. At 
least thatʼs what Iʼve read. And native people see the natural world as “all their 
relations”—relatives. I donʼt claim to be a born-again American aborigine, but 
I think I understand this sense of being part of the world, or being related to it, 
anyway. Maybe this is a result of my working in an office in the city. Iʼve been 
disconnected for so long from…things, and this experience connects me to 
something outside of myself. I donʼt really expect anything to change as a result 
of this, but for the time being, Iʼm finally feeling comfortable in the woods.

(Yelling down)  Oh thanks! Yeah, just put it in the bucket and Iʼll pull it up. Be 
careful so it wonʼt fall over! Thanks, Mom! And watch out for those police 
dogs! They smell the whipped cream!

Lights fade to black.
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Scene 8: Eden Creek Estates

Lights come up on two people positioned on either side of the stage. They are husband and wife 
talking on the phone from separate locations. John is at their country home with unimpeded 
views into the forest. Barbara is in her office downtown, with a computer, phone, desk, potted 
plant, and a small indoor fountain. 

Phone rings

John

Hello?

Barbara

Hi, honey, howʼre things?

John

(Relaxed, looking out the window as he talks)  Oh, fine. Kind of a lazy day 
here. Itʼs raining, the dogs are asleep by the fire, and Iʼm reading. You getting 
everything settled on the deal?

Barbara

I sure am. Itʼs going to be a great housing development. But listen, Iʼm going 
to drive down the coast at the end of the week to meet my clients and close 
this deal. Weʼre going to spend a couple of days at the country club…finalizing 
everything. I should be home Sunday.

John

Thatʼs great, Barb. Have you decided on a name yet?

Barbara

Listen to this: Eden Creek Estates.  (Excited)  Oh, you should see it, John. 
The forest and the view potential is incredible. The property sits on a bluff 
overlooking the whole coastline. Thereʼs a creek and even a small waterfall on 
one of the building sites. Weʼve already cleared the road and the housing sites 
and taken out a few trees obscuring the view. You can see for 20 miles north 
and south! 
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John

It wonʼt eventually slide onto the beach, will it?

Barbara

(Smiling, good-natured)  Funny! No, we all learned our lesson from that other 
one. This site is almost a mile from the beach, way up above the highway. Itʼs 
picturesque and perfect. Oh, but the street names are the best part: Honeysuckle 
Road, Paintbrush Circle, Thimbleberry Lane…inspiring, huh?

John

Perfect! Those names really conjure images of Nature. They should remind 
the new residents of how lucky they are to be able to live in the woods. The 
American Dream, and all that.

Barbara

No kidding! These folks are willing to spend big for a little piece of heaven. I 
tell you, John, this is a gold mine. 

John

And tourists will be able to see the development as they drive by on the 
highway?

Barbara

You bet! We want people to notice the houses…but not too much. Thatʼs the 
beauty of the design. You can see the houses from the road, but you canʼt see 
the road from the houses—itʼs amazing! Weʼll hardly have to advertise. The 
demographic weʼre after has its eyes on the hills. Itʼs what theyʼre used to in the 
Bay Area and L.A., and inland urban areas, too. Theyʼre retired with plenty of 
resources. Man! I LOVE these people!

John

So tell me more about the houses. 
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Barbara

Theyʼre really quite modest, at least for this clientele. Theyʼre going to average 
5500 to 7000 square feet, high E, and environmentally sensitive…not quite 
Frank Lloyd Wright, but stylish. Weʼre still working with the architects on the 
final designs. The south, west, and north sides will be full glazing, though, so 
thereʼll be virtually no separation from the natural environment, but tinted so 
the homes will still be efficient. Weʼll put in natural water features—you know, 
faux streams with trickling water and ponds with goldfish and fountains—
and replace some of the native, scraggly pines and spruce with ornamental 
varieties to give more of a suburban ambience. Plus, we donʼt want all those 
pine needles and pitch falling on the roof and gunking up the driveway. Itʼs a 
delicate balance of civilization and wilderness.

John

(Impressed)  Which is not easy to create. It sounds great! (Has an idea) You 
know what else you should do? Bird houses! People LOVE birds. And if you 
remove all the trees from near the house, youʼll have room for bird houses.

Barbara

(Also having a great idea) Oh, my god! You know what else? Thereʼs a company 
in California that sells real cactus from Mexico with holes drilled into them for 
birds to use for nesting! We should get one for each home and incorporate them 
into the landscape! Maybe we could commission some of the locals to collect 
old wood and logs that we can place strategically around the fountains, for a 
shabby chic effect.

John

Real cactus?

Barbara

You bet! Isnʼt it wild?

John

What a great idea. Say, what are you guys doing with all the trees youʼre 
cutting down?
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Barbara

We donʼt have any plans for them yet. Maybe selling them to the Japanese. 
Theyʼll pay top dollar for unmilled logs. Why?

John

Well, since weʼre on this “nature” theme, letʼs do something really crazy! Why 
donʼt we take all the logs, cut them off so the tops are real jagged looking and 
put them into the ground as ready-made snags? Theyʼll attract the woodpeckers 
like crazy!

Barbara

(Hesitant)  Oh,….Iʼm a little leery about attracting woodpeckers. Expensive 
siding you know, very difficult to replace—mahogany from Java. Thatʼs why 
we got rid of a lot of the trees. We anticipated problems with some of the 
wildlife, so we tried to be proactive.

John

Ah, good point.  (Laughs)  Thatʼs why youʼre the real estate developer. 

 Barbara

This clientele is very picky about their wildlife. They like the idea of animals, 
but they donʼt want to have to see them. Unless theyʼre pretty, and small. And 
they want to make sure their dogs and cats are safe when they go outside. 
Which, you know, I think is a reasonable expectation.

John

Of course.

Barbara

Of course. I think the only glitch we could possibly face will come from the 
county economic development commission.

John

How so?
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Barbara

Well, itʼs kind of hard for me to see their concerns, but apparently the county 
is worried that the people moving into Eden Creek Estates will try to stop 
any future growth in the area, that once they move there they wonʼt want the 
wonderful rural nature of the community to change. Well, I say, whatʼs wrong 
with that? These folks are moving to our development to get away from wild, 
uncontrolled growth in the cities. The county planners say that they already feel 
a lot of pressure from the state to manage their growth, and they worry that the 
new residents will push for even more development restrictions. I guess they 
feel that this limits their options for economic development, but to tell you the 
truth, I think the entire Eden Creek area is dying and beyond saving—so this 
influx of people should be good for everyone.

John

(Shaking his head)  Unbelievable.

Barbara

(Distracted by someone off stage) Okay, Iʼll be right there!  (Into phone)  John, I 
need to take off. Weʼre meeting with the local fire district about getting a truck 
permanently housed inside the housing community itself. That way if thereʼs 
a forest fire, they donʼt have to worry about making sure someone is there to 
open the gate to let the truck inside.

John

Good luck honey! Call me before you leave for the coast. And hon? 
Congratulations.

Lights fade to black.
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Scene 9: Poem (“Sanctuary”)

A single spotlight falls downstage. A man dressed as a logger walks on stage and into the 
spotlight. He begins to recite:

surrounded by the knife edges of buildings and highways

and caught on this island of stunted life,

you reach for stars that died long ago

and hold to rock that will one day betray

your sacred rootedness

but your arms wrap me now in needle comfort

and my mind softens beneath

the climbing spires of your long lives

at your feet I learn of steady silence

of the enduring moment extended through ringed years

I breathe your breath

and soak in the still dance,

the flowing riffles of your bodies

without a history I come for counsel

needing perspective, seeking forgiveness

I am dying, too

Lights fade to black.
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Scene 10: Falling in the Woods

Lights come up on a child about 8 to 10 years old sitting on a stump.  (The child should be 
played by an adult, and can be either male or female, depending on the available cast.) 

Jamie

(Speaking to the audience)  Thereʼs a witch lives on the other side of Eden 
Creek  (Pointing).  My brother says sheʼs so ugly that if anybody looks at her 
they go crazy.  I donʼt know if I believe it or not…I ainʼt never seen her …but 
I guess if I DID see her, and she really WAS ugly, and I DID go crazy…no one 
would believe me.  (Pauses)  I hear someone singin  ̓out in the woods at night. 
Nobody else does…just me.  Itʼs scary, but itʼs kinda pretty soundin  ̓too.  My 
brother says Iʼm stupid and that only stupid people hear singin  ̓at night…and 
thatʼs why Iʼm the only one that hears it.  (Shrugs)  I donʼt care. I still like to 
hear it,  (Defiantly)  and I hope I hear it for a long time.  

(Changing the subject)  Do you see that old tree with the bullʼs-eye on it?  My 
house is a ways off from that tree. You canʼt see it too good from where Iʼm 
sittinʼ…but thatʼs why I sit here.  (Proudly)  My house has wheels. Daddy says 
weʼre lucky cuz if we need to leave in the dead of night there wonʼt be nothin  ̓
to pack, we can just roll down the hill. Mama says sheʼd like to live in a house 
made of wood once before she dies…she says that all the time.

We didnʼt use to live in the woods. Once we lived in town, but Daddy decided 
that we shouldnʼt be around people who donʼt understand the way we are. “The 
world is a sinful place,” says Daddy, “…you kids donʼt need to be seein  ̓all the 
bad thatʼs in it.” He says that itʼs cuz he and Mama love us so much that we live 
out here now. I like livin  ̓in the woods okay, but sometimes Mama donʼt seem 
very happy bein  ̓here. I think  itʼs cuz Mama is sad on account of all the evil in 
the world. My brother says weʼre stupid livin  ̓out here, and that when he grows 
up heʼs gonna live as far away from the woods as he can get…maybe on an 
island in the middle of the Indian Ocean.   

Mama is real smart…and she teaches us lots of stuff, like readin  ̓and arithmetic 
and stuff about the woods. She tells us about birds and plants, and about stuff 
in the woods you shouldnʼt eat cuz youʼll die.  She knows a ton of things 
about…everything!  (Angrily)  Sheʼs a lot smarter then Mrs. Morton.  (Laughs)  
My brother calls her “Mrs. Moron.”  She used to be my teacher before we 
moved to the woods. Yesterday Mama and I were in town at the store and we 
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saw Mrs. Moron. She told Mama she and Daddy were hurting me and my 
brother by livin  ̓in the woods.  She said we were “trailer trash” and that Daddy 
had a red neck and that she was just waitin  ̓for my brother to start stealin  ̓
things from the campgrounds and gettin  ̓into trouble, on account of Mamaʼs 
lack of supervision. She said she was only thinkin  ̓of me and my brother and 
that Mama wasnʼt fit to be a mom.  Mama got so mad! I have never seen her 
that mad before. But she didnʼt say nuthin  ̓to Mrs Moron, and we walked away 
from her out of the store.  Later I heard Mama cryinʼ. She didnʼt think I could 
hear, but I did. It sounded like the singin  ̓I hear in the woods at night, and I got 
kinda scared. Mama cried for a long time… like all the sad in her was trying to 
get out at once, but she couldnʼt get it out fast enough.

(Pauses, then speaks thoughtfully)  I hear the singin  ̓almost every night.  It 
makes me want to sing too…but real quiet so my stupid brother wonʼt hear. 
I used to think it was the witch singinʼ, but then I figured a real ugly person 
couldnʼt sing real pretty. Mama says itʼs not anybody at all…that itʼs a 
doe cryin  ̓for her baby, or some owls talkin  ̓to each other. But I think itʼs 
somebody who comes out in the woods at night, maybe wantin  ̓to get away 
from their house for a while…just like me. Last night I went out into the woods 
after everyone was asleep…sometimes I do that. Iʼm not supposed to, you 
know, on account of the cougars…but I snuck out. It was warm and I couldnʼt 
sleep cuz I was thinking about ugly Mrs. Moron. The moon wasnʼt out, and it 
was real dark and hard to see. The smell of the cottonwoods along the creek 
was real strong…and it was so noisy!  Not cuz of the creek… cuz the woods 
is real noisy at night. Back in my bedroom, night is always quieter than the 
day, but not out in the woods.  Anyway, I walked toward Eden Creek to smell 
the cottonwoods up close…and I was thinkin  ̓about Mama, and how she and 
Daddy tell us not to listen to folks in town when they say mean things to us… 
like when my brother gets into fights all the time when kids call him a hick and 
a bible thumper…or when my best friendʼs mama told me to stay away from 
their house…  and I started to get mad at Mama for cryin  ̓at what Mrs. Moron 
said…and my face got real hot and so I started to run to cool it off.  

While I was runnin  ̓I got real scared, not about cougars, but scared of trippin  ̓
and fallinʼ, cuz I couldnʼt see too good. But bein  ̓scared felt kinda good, so I 
kept runninʼ, faster and faster. Last June, a girl went missin  ̓and they found 
her body near where those big houses are goin  ̓in…you know where I mean? 

Archival copy. For current information, see the OSU Extension Catalog: https://catalog.extension.oregonstate.edu/em8858



Saving Eden Creek 26

Her neck was broken. Mama said she was probably runnin  ̓away from home 
and fell in the woods…all by herself. It made me sad to think of her lying there 
alone…dyinʼ…and thinkin  ̓about how noisy it was at night and smellin  ̓the 
cottonwoods. But I couldnʼt stop runninʼ…itʼs like something was pushin  ̓me. 
I kept runnin  ̓and it felt like I was runnin  ̓faster than I had ever run before…I 
wanted to see how far I could go. I pretended the witch was chasing me and 
that if she caught me Iʼd have to look at her and go crazy! And all the while 
I was scared of fallinʼ…and maybe breakin  ̓my neck, but I kept goinʼ. I was 
sorta hopin  ̓Iʼd run into the singing person, but I didnʼt hear no singin  ̓that 
night.  Maybe I was runnin  ̓too fast. Daddy says Iʼm a fast runner. I kept goin  ̓
and goinʼ. I knew Iʼd stop when I reached the place at the creek where we have 
our swing…but it was taking so long to get there! I was hopin  ̓the singing 
person would be there, and would sing to me and push me on the tire swing…
push me into the cottonwoods so I could smell ʼem up close.   Then I started to 
think, maybe Iʼll never reach the creek…and Iʼll have to run and run and run 
forever…away from town, and the witch, and Mrs. Moron…and Mama. Finally 
I got to Eden Creek and saw the swing…but nobody was there. Nobody was 
singinʼ. It was just me. There was no singin  ̓person there…just stupid me! I got 
really mad at the singin  ̓person for not bein  ̓there and I started to cry…and I 
cried so hard my stomach hurt…I cried and cried until all the mad left… then I 
walked home.  

This morning Mama was real quiet during breakfast. But she gave me an extra 
long hug, which is usually yucky…but this time it wasnʼt yucky at all. Then she 
gave me extra pancakes. My brother said, “Hey, why does stupid here get extra 
pancakes?” Mama kissed me on the top of my head and said it was cuz she 
finally heard the singing last night….and that I wasnʼt stupid at all.

Lights fade to black.
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Scene 11: Behind the Barricades—Part 3

Lights up on two people chained to a gate. One is Summer Autumn, the young woman from Scene 
1; she is wearing the Woodland King cape. The second person is Mike, the insurance actuary 
from Scenes 4 and 7, still dressed in his rumpled business suit. A sign above their heads reads 
“Save Eden Creek from the Evil Developers!”

Mike

God, Iʼm tired and so cold. What a long, awful night. Youʼd think Iʼd be used to 
this by now.

Summer

(Shifting from one foot to the other, distractedly)  Oh, Iʼve really got to pee. 
Whereʼs the shift that was supposed to relieve us an hour ago?

Mike

(Anxiously)  Maybe they got held up at the police barricade. They almost didnʼt 
let me through. I told them I represented the companyʼs insurance company, 
here to keep an eye on the equipment. Theyʼre coming back!

(Summons energy and vehemently shouts to unseen loggers and police)  This 
is sacred space. You have no right to be here with your pepper spray and your 
clubs, and your chainsaws, and your, your…  (Flustered)  …weapons of mass 
destruction. 

Mike and Summer

(Chanting)  Save Eden Creek! Save Eden Creek! Save Eden Creek!

Mike

(Shouting)  No trees for corporate greed! No trees for corporate greed! No trees 
for corporate greed! 

The two are now alone.

Summer

“Weapons of mass destruction”? What was that? 
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Mike

Hey, Iʼm new at this, okay?

Summer

Man, I wish I could pee. Iʼve got to remember not to drink coffee no matter 
how cold I get. 

Both sit.

Summer

So where were we? Oh, yeah, you were at the organic pet food distributorʼs 
and…?

Mike

Thatʼs right. I saw the call for demonstrators, and I thought Iʼd come out. I 
didnʼt really know what I was going to do. Once I got here, I was seized with 
an intense urge to throw myself into the fray, so to speak. This sort of thing 
seems to happen to me a lot lately. 

Summer

Well, Iʼm an old hand at this kind of thing, and I guess itʼs kind of expected that 
I do this. (By way of explanation)  Iʼm an artist in this community. 

Mike

Well, with a name like Summer Autumn, I guess it makes sense that youʼd be 
an artist. Thatʼs an unusual outfit youʼre wearing.

Summer

Thank you! I made this years ago, for a community celebration we were 
having, Spring Break-up Day. This was a logging community for many years. I 
come from a timber family; my dad and brothers all worked for the lumber mill 
in Eden.

Mike

Really? I didnʼt know there was a mill in town?
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Summer

There isnʼt. At least not any more. It closed down quite a while ago. The town 
almost died. That mill supported everybody.

Mike

Your family must be really pissed at you for being here. I mean, pardon me for 
saying this, but you donʼt strike me as pro-logging.

Summer

Yeah, I know. Itʼs kind of ironic isnʼt it? (Yelling to someone coming toward 

them)  Hey!! Hey!! Down with corporate tree farms! Tree rapers! Water 
spoilers! Squirrel killers!

 (Speaking again to man)  But itʼs been difficult for me. Iʼm not actually anti-
logging , but Iʼm pro-tree. 

Mike

Um…

Summer

Iʼm going to confide in you about something. I do this protest thing all the time. 
I preach “Hands off” and “Put your trust in Nature to do the right thing”. But 
…I wish that we could find some common ground.

Mike

Common ground with whom?

Summer

(Gesturing off-stage)  With them, with us. With everyone who wants to use the 
things that come out of the woods. Wood for houses, mushrooms for our meals, 
greenery to decorate our homes. Hell, I collect pine cones to use in some of my 
more risky artworks.

Mike

Riskier than that cape?
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Summer

Oh, this is nothing! You should see some of my paper maché prom dresses. But 
you canʼt dance in them—you know, the chafing…especially under the arms.

Mike

I can imagine. Um…but what about this common ground? I donʼt see how 
we can ever find it as long as money is in the mix. Hey, Iʼve worked in big 
business…money runs the world. Money and greed. As long as someone with 
power is making a profit off the misuse of our resources…

Summer

Karl Marx said that significant social change is driven by economics. 

Mike

(Looking at her warily)  Uh-oh. Youʼre not going into a long diatribe about 
Marxism and the plight of the proletariat, are you? Because if you are, I am 
definitely going to need some coffee! (Looking around desperately, calling to 

someone off-stage)  Hey! Is anyone going in to town anytime soon?

Summer

(Dismissing him)  No, no…Iʼm just trying to make a point here. Thereʼs got 
to be a better way to do this. I mean, look at us. This isnʼt working. It never 
works…and I still have to pee. (To herself)  This is NOT good for a 40-year-old 
female bladder.

Mike

Yeah…yeah. I see what you mean. This doesnʼt seem to be very effective, does 
it? Iʼve alienated a lot of people, and for what? Look at me—Iʼm chained to a 
gate in the middle of the woods…no coffee…gave up smoking…lost a pretty 
good job. 

Summer

And you see? Thatʼs the problem.
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Mike

What is?  (Hopefully)  That I gave up smoking?

Summer

No, no. That you felt you needed to give anything up at all. We shouldnʼt have 
to sacrifice our credibility just because we disagree with public policy. Iʼm sure 
that to many people we look quite foolish. God knows Iʼve sacrificed some 
things.

Mike

(Looking at her cape)  Oh…now…Iʼm sure they donʼt…

Summer

Iʼm not talking about the cape! Iʼm talking about our tactics! Iʼm talking about 
our lives! I wonder if by taking this particular approach we arenʼt doing more 
damage in the long run? 

Both notice someone off-stage.

Mike and Summer

(Yelling)  Stop corporate greed! Stop corporate greed! 

Summer

Eden Creek is not yours to destroy! (Pauses; listens) What? What did you say?  
(Indicating the cape)  Hey, this was not an easy design! It takes talent to make 
something like this work!  (To herself)  Moron.

Mike

(Thoughtfully)  You know, I came out here because I was trying to find a way to 
express how I feel about this place. Itʼs not personal at all…itʼs something else. 
Itʼs like…if thereʼs a plane crash or train wreck and people die, you donʼt have 
to know any of them to feel bad about them and thankful that it wasnʼt you. 
Thatʼs what this is for me. Itʼs more generic than personal.

Summer

“Who speaks for the trees?”
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Mike

What?

Summer

“Who speaks for the trees?” You know, Dr. Seuss: “Who speaks for the trees? 
The Lorax does.” Youʼre like the Lorax. You speak for the trees, (Quoting) “…
for the trees have no tongues.” Itʼs not a very fun place to be is it?

Mike

Nope. 

Summer

Nope.  (Pause)  You know what happened to the Lorax? He had to leave 
because all the Truffula trees had been cut down. He had done all he could 
to stop the old Once-ler from cutting down the Truffulas, but the promise of 
money was too strong, too powerful. The Once-ler created goods from the 
Truffula trees, goods that people wanted and would pay for. The Once-ler 
provided things that everyone NEEDED. The Lorax couldnʼt compete, because 
he and his friends needed the Truffula trees left standing but they couldnʼt pay 
the Once-ler to not cut them down. Eventually, the Lorax and his friends left.

Mike

What happened to the Once-ler? 

Summer

When all the Truffula trees were gone, he had to leave as well. (Pause) And 
thatʼs all you need to know about natural resource economics. Everyone values 
the forest for something, but profits often overpower more intangible values.

Mike

So whereʼs the common ground, Summer? If itʼs all money, against which 
people like you and me canʼt compete…and weʼll end up leaving anyway…
whereʼs the common ground?

Summer

I donʼt know. 
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Mike

Common ground. It sounds like it should be easy, doesnʼt it? I guess it is 
relatively easy for one person to identify and define his own “common ground”, 
but what if my common ground is different than yours? 

Summer

It probably IS different.

Mike

Iʼm sure it is. Probably because I donʼt know what “it” is for me… yet. I 
think thatʼs why Iʼm here. I feel very awkward about this whole thing…being 
chained up and yelling stuff. 

Summer

Thatʼs because this may not be the right approach…for you, anyway. But for 
me…well, itʼs almost EXPECTED of me to be here. I have somewhat of a 
reputation in this town for being emotional about Eden Creek. But with my 
background…my family was built on the timber from this place…everything I 
am I owe to Eden Creek. I canʼt deny that. But itʼs almost as if I have to do this 
in order to reconcile….something.

Mike

Yeah, well, I grew up as far away from the woods as you can get. The woods 
scare me…always have. Itʼs dark and I canʼt see whatʼs around me, what might 
be waiting to jump out at me from behind a bush, or fall on me from above. 
And itʼs too quiet…and too noisy… at the same time. Which is very weird. 
I grew up imagining these freak families living deep in the backwoods…
marrying each other and raising dog–moose hybrids, and hoarding guns and 
canned food. But as I grew older I began to suspect that I was more connected 
to the woods than I first thought…connected in a way that was more profound 
and basic than whether I enjoyed camping or not. It was a dependence that I 
didnʼt know I had, and a value for the forest that I couldnʼt…that I CANʼT 
define. 

Summer

Youʼre pretty philosophical for an insurance actuary.
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Mike

(Somewhat offended)  Hey, just because I like numbers and probabilities doesnʼt 
mean I canʼt be metaphysical if I want to. 

Summer

Sorry. I guess I was stereotyping you a little. So are you talking about a forestʼs 
intrinsic value? 

Mike

Yes and no…but I donʼt… (Frustrated)  I canʼt articulate it well! I end up 
sounding stupid and…sentimental and “bleeding-heart-ish” and Iʼm not! Iʼm 
none of those things! I hate this. And I donʼt want an argument. (Pause)  I need 
coffee.

Summer

And I need to pee.

There is a pause; both seem lost in their own thoughts.

Mike

It seems like you have an advantage over me in this whole thing. I mean you 
sort of straddle both worlds here…donʼt you? You grew up here, but you 
act like an outsider. I donʼt understand that. I AM an outsider, but I want to 
understand. Thereʼs this “us versus them” mentality.

Summer

It all comes down to need, doesnʼt it? Need versus want. These are not 
necessarily linked to an “us” or a “them”. Itʼs simply a matter of everyone 
deciding what the distinction is between need and want. We want to live in 
the woods, so we need to build roads. We need to use lumber to build our 
homes, but we donʼt want to deplete our resources. We want to camp, hike, 
fish and hunt, and just enjoy the woods, but we need to follow certain rules and 
regulations to protect them for future generations. 
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Mike

So weʼre back to where we started. We still have to somehow align individual 
objectives with the big picture. Crap! Thatʼs too much for me. Put a fork in me, 
Iʼm done!

Summer

I agree it isnʼt easy. So itʼs a personal journey, right? One we donʼt HAVE to 
take if we donʼt want to. I suppose it depends on how much responsibility one 
is willing to take on.

 Summer

(Reciting from Dr. Seuss)  “Youʼre in charge of the last of the Truffula Seeds. 
And Truffula Trees are what everyone needs. 
Plant a new Truffula. Treat it with care. 
Give it clean water. And feed it fresh air. 
Grow a forest. Protect it from axes that hack.  
Then the Lorax 
and all of his friends may come back.”

(To man)  We all want something different. But we donʼt all NEED everything 
we want. If we identify what we need, perhaps thereʼs some overlap there. That 
could be the common ground.

Mike

(Reciting)  “You canʼt always get what you want, but if you try sometimes you 
just might find you get what you need”  (Explaining)  The Rolling Stones.

There is a pause as both reflect on their conversation.

Mike

God, I need a latte.

Summer

And I still need to pee.

THE END
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