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year-old child, only had gone half a term to school. They didn't have school (at
Wreck Cove). They didn't have teachers. They just had one teacher for about half a
term before I went out west. Well, they might have had her the term, but that's all I
went. (As you were growing up then, what did you do with your days?) Oh, my gosh,
I don't know--children entertained themselves then. I had a lot of imagination. And I
did through quite a few years. I used to pre? tend I was talking to somebody or
playing with someone. We used to play hide-and-seek. I remember hiding in the
wagon house, or shed, what they call it. And it was a new covered- buggy wagon. I
went in there to hide. Any? way, they couldn't find me. So they went in the house.
And after awhile I went to the door to open the door, and I couldn't open the door.
And what faith I had then--I went back in the buggy and I prayed. I came out--and
the door opened! You know, how you remember little things like that? Even though I
was young. It was something, you know, that stood in my mind, I guess. (Wliat did
you have for toys?) There was no such a thing as toys. I don't remember ever
having any toys. I don't remember of any Christmas till that year, I guess, or two,
before I went out west, when my aunt and uncle came (back) from the west, from
Mani? toba. They were home for about two years. I remember when they were
there--that was the first Christmas I remember. Of getting up, and my stocking hung
from the clock--the shelf of the clock--and the things I got in it. I remember one
thing was a purse, and whatever else. That was on account of her putting things in
it. But otherwise, I don't remember of anything. I remember playing house, but you
know, it was always--I remember down at the shore there were a lot of little trees
growing up, spruce trees--pretending I was going through a road, you know--I think
it'd be the sheep road--going through a little road, and I was going to visit
somebody. I know I used to pretend a lot. When I'd see a big steamer out on the
sea, going, I sup- Aunt Kate Morrison, who raised Annie pose, to Newfoundland--I
used to pretend I was going there, and seeing who was there. I had a lot of that.
(That you were going to Newfoundland.) Oh, I don't know where I was going,
because (then) I didn't know so much about where the boat was going! But I really
remember that, of all those things. And looking out the window at nights, you know,
and you'd be seeing--I'd be pretend? ing I was going in that boat. (And) there was a
hole in the wall where I was going upstairs. I used to pretend I was talking to
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