POT-POURFU-co nt inued.
Being an Eskimo wasn’t nearly as much fun as being
a Red Indian, but it was still better than being white and
civilised all of the time.
The winter evenings were long and cold and at such
times I was glad to be civilised and have a decent home
with warm fires where I could eat my mother’s
wonderfully cooked meals and hear my father tell
stories of the days when he was a little boy. Sometimes
we would all gather round the family organ and sing
songs until it was time to go to bed. Then we would
all kneel down and thank God for His goodness to US
before we crawled between sheets that had been warmed
by hot cods in a big copper thing that looked like a
frying pan with a lid.

Zita Clarke, Nancy B i a e s , Elaine Collins and Betty Black,
four charming young lasses f r o m Murrin Bridge.

Yes, it’s fun to make believe you are someone you
are not; and it’s fun to talk to animals and birds and
to pretend that they understand and answer you; but
a little boy can get very tired of eating grey squirrels
and frogs’ hind legs like a Red Indian; and the tallow
candles they make in Pennsylvania, just can’t possibly
be the same as those the real Eskimos eat.
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Would you like to be somebody or something you
are not ? If you would, just try pretending you are
and get as near to it as you can. It makes it easier to
change your way of life, if you want to, when you
become a man or a woman.
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But just one word of warning : Don’t try being too
real a cow-boy or gunman. I drilled
a hole through my ankle with a rifle
bullet when I was ten years old and set
my pants alight firing a pistol from my
pocket when I was fourteen. It hurts
terribly, and you can easily get killed.
And it is not fun being a dead cowboy
or a dead gunman.?
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A group of Moonahcullah children at t h e recent school
rports. They a r e : Muriel Day, Ray Briggs, Ralph Day,
Watson Taylor, Melva Day, Gwen Taylor, Edgar Day,
Priscilla Charles, Stephenie Charles and Eddie Hamilton.
And don’t they look nice in their neat uniforms ?

I” take You to a big
(Next
town in America, where I went to Hiph
School and became interested i n negroes and gaols3
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N o r a n , Gloria,
Jean, Herb and
Dawn Pettit, of Roto,
line up for their
photograph.
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Mrs. Hazel Smith of Rivertree, via Wilson’s Downfall,
with Ian, Dennis, Alan, Carolyn and Nancy.
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