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‘Gwas the morning of. A
(100 th -

the fills they. d e, laugh a@ﬂ.tﬁeway,
one wapid than eagle tﬁweﬁunte)wtﬁeycame,
!Mmmwmommmmm@
name.
New Fnavis, New Jamie, Now Mark and Ryan,
On Les, On Gene . . . these fuunters were flying!

Se out ta the fields and tree rows they flew,
With shotguns and shells and camouflage, toc.
s they feld their guns ready and were turning arcund,
Out flew a pheasant, alas, fe was found!
He had a bread face and a big wound belly,
My, how he’d taste gead in seup with butter-bread and jelly.

(

The hunters speke not a waerd, but fired their shot,
Und filled all their spare p day they were fiot.
s they Loaded their pi . iterns gave a victoriows

shout,

Ut the sight of all the pheasants in the box laid eut.
Myaucauﬁdﬁeaxtﬁemwcﬁaimm they drove cut of sight,
“Happy bunting te all . . . and may we sheot mexe by to-
. mowew night!”
j Whitten by Lynnette Schivado

I pray that I may live to fish,
s Until my dying day,
And when it comes to my last cast,
I then most humbly pray,

When in the Lord’s great landing net,

And peacefully asleep,
That in His mercy I be judged,
Big enough to keep.



