"A FEW"

Larna was fond of having friends in. It usually happened on Sunday evenings after church. Her boyfriend of the day, Jimmy Ballantyne for the longest time, but also Gordon Olsen among others, and school pals would take up space in the living room to chat and eat ice cream. In the middle of the living room was a low card table in the center of which was a "doilly" (which much surely come from the French word douillette meaning, among other things, delicate. On this small crocheted mat sat a little sad-eyed ceramic dog. One evening, as he was eating his ice cream, Richard Wilson, who lived next to the Bircumshaw's, turned the little dog around so that it was not facing him and said: "I can't stand to eat with a miserable mutt staring me in the face." At every opportunity when Richard was looking the other way, I would have the dog do an about-face. It was funny... for a little while!

On another occasion, Larna had gone big time. She had a guy in from out of town. His name was Marlin Fairbourne, the handsome younger brother of Vaudis, whose tiny hometown of Crescent we had miraculously found one evening while looking in my trusty old atlas and gazeteer. Marlin seemed like an all right guy so I though I'd share one of my favorite jokes with him. It went something like this.

"Marlin, did you know horses could talk?" (He should have known since he had been reared in Crescent.) Since he didn't I proceeded to inform him. "Yes, why just the other day I was out feeding the horses and when I approached Old Paint with a bucketful of delicious oats, I asked her is she'd like some. She looked at me, squinted her eyes slightly, raised her tail and said 'A few'."

What a terrific joke! Marlin like it, but Larna hated it and turned the color of a tomato to demonstrate her displeasure. 

