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HE DID IT AGAIN. I got a birthday card from 
my brother-in-law, Cecil, sometimes known as 
Old Ornery. When he had a birthday not long 
ago, I labored over his card, trying 10 make the 
very best looking card I could. Then I told bim 
how much I loved him and sent it to him. I had 
hoped to get back into his good grace and back 
into his will. I really need a half million dollars 
to payoff my debts and I was sure that would be 
only a piddling amount to him . 

We picked up the mail at noon and Marg said, 
"Oh look, you got a birthday card from Cecil". I 
was sure he was Iclling me I was back in his 
will. Instcad, he had wrillen, "Because you bave 
tried to make a peon out of my lillie sister, I 
shouldn't wish you a happy birthday. But be
cause you may have some redeeming qualities 
(I'm still looking for them) I do. Have a happy 
one and many more. " 

Now I leave it up to you -- was that a slam? No 
mention of whether I was back in his will or not. 

When I was in Colorado Springs last week I was 
crawled all over by my two sisters who called 
me all kinds of bad names because they said 
tbey knew Cecil, tbat be was a kind and gener
ous man and that it was unworthy of me to say 
sucb bad tbings about bim. They tbreatened to 
wrilc a leller 10 the Chronicle telling the readers 
I watXBeing gentlemanly, (but tbey did not 
tbreaten to cancel tbeir subscription.) BOY, has 
he got them fooled! 

But I will keep trying; maybe some day he will 
sce the Iigbt and belp me pay oCf my bouse and 
my credit card bills, and buy a new car. I could 
do that with a quarter-million dollars, and he 
wouldn't miss it. 

••••••• 
May I get on my soap-box again? I'm talking 
about the "baves" and "have-nots" in tbe field of 
education. Since I wrote an editorial in this pa
per several months ago in which I pointed out 
that this nation is rearing two kinds of children; 
those aCfiuent enougb 10 have access to comput
ers and those who have no such access. I read of 
a school where every student has a computer in 
the class room and these are used extensively by 
a class of cleven year olds. Suppose, for exam
ple, they are studying the bistory of the earth. 
They go back to the time when all the land was 
in one great big continent called Gonwanaland. 
As cracks form in it and it begins to break apart, 
they can stop and look at the kinds of plants and 
animals that existed at that time. Then the 
cracks in the continent grow and North and 
South America break off and begin to drift west
ward, bringing with them plants and animals that 
gradually change tbeir cbaraclcristics. Finally 
they are up to tbe present day, and go by imagi
nary belicopter to the bollom of Grand Canyon 
wbere tbey begin examining tbe layers of rock 
that tbey can trace back to Gonwanaland and as 
they rise a little at a time they begin 10 find new 
layers of rock whicb they have to examine and 
identify before going on to the next layer. 

Later they go to a site where men are digging up 
dinosaur bones wbicb they bave to examine and 
identify. These scenes are so real you can hear 
the digging, the shoveling, everything. Even the 

I PAGE II 



C/Von;de, 'IIo(ume 'II Iss/U 

heat seems real and Ibey have to have a drink of 
waler. 

Then they arc al another sile where men are dig
ging at an old lndian camp ground. AI any lime 
Ihey can SlOp and sludy Ihe soil, measure Ihe age 
of the charcoal being unearthed, and when Ihey 
find an arrow head, Ihey have 10 compare il wilh 
all the known shapes and delermine when il was 
used. Of course Ihis docs nol lake place in Ihe 
short time it bas laken me 10 write this; it takes 
place over a school year, and every day they dig 
up something new. This is an interactive pro
gram, which means thaI they can SlOp. the men 
digging in one place and ask them to dig in 
some place they have selecled because they 
think they sec something interesting. They might 
nol find anything or Ihey may discover some
thing interesling -- just as in real life. 

Now when kids go through this kind of educa
tion, Ihey will remember it. They can spend 'I 
week exploring King Tut's lomb, or a monlh 
examining the pollen from King David's toilet to 
find oul what kinds of plants grew around Ihe 
palace. 

These kids are gelling a real educalion, but Ihere 
are only a few schools in the nalion where such 
an education Co,n be had. These arc Ihe schools 
of Ihe "haves". Most of the schools arc not so 
well equipped. The "bave-nolS" do nol have ac
cess 10 equipment that will allow them 10 go in-
10 Ihe lemple in Jerusalem and look around, or 10 

wander around the streets of Bethlehem as it was 
2000 years ago. 

Now twenly years from now, whicb group will 
be the beller educaled? r insist Ihat now is Ihe 
lime 10 educate our kids. If we have to give 
eacb one of tbem a computer (price about 
$2000) tbat will cost a lot less than supporting 
them on welfare for tbe rest of their lives. The 
informalion superhighway is Ihere already bul 
only Ihose with the proper vehicle can ride on it. 

OK, OK, now r will get down off my soap box. 
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• • * •••• 
The world's oldest love leller has been found in 
Ihe deserts of Ihe east. It was wrilten on clay by 
a woman who sent it to her husband wbo may 
have been away in the army. She signed it, 
"your loving wife who has had a child". Evi
dently, he had been gone for several months and 
did not know aboul his baby. It was wrillen 
more Ihan 4000 years ago in an ancienllanguage 
only scholars can read. 

Bessie I had a ripe lomalo lasl week! It was the 
sweelest lomalo I have ever ealen and Margarel 
says Ihe same. The trouble is, it was so small -
smaller than a golf ball. BUI, il did not have a 
single seed in it. I guess I should bave expecled 
lhat - Ihere were no bees 10 pollinale Ihe blos
soms. (Jis hraggin.) 

In 1940 I taughl a class in how to operale, main
~Iin, and rep'lir molion piclure projeclors at Ihe 
CCC Headquarlers in Lillie Rock. L,sl week 
when I was going Ihrough some junk I found a 
lillie nOlebook wilh an oulline of Ihe course. 
ThaI was 55 yc.,rs ago and made me ralher nos
talgic. 

Anne Annstrong -- You gave me Iwo books for 
my hirlhday and Ilhank you for Ihem. One was 
Chicken Soup Jor the Soul and I bave read most 
of il. There was a cartoon thaI bas Ziggy lying 
on a couch and saying 10 the psychologist, • Af
ter I found out Ihal Babe Rulh slruck out 1330 
limes, I've been feeling much belter.· 
I haven't started Ueberrolh's Made in America 
yet. Just haven't had enough time. 

Juke and Nonl The Iiltle l.'pc Pocahontas you 
gave me was a big hil wilh Gabe. He calls il the 
"Lillie Princess· lape. 

Gol a leller from Pal Mondy Ihal did not arrive 
in time to gel it in the last issue so you will have 
thaI in Ihis issue. 

If I find room I'm going to include anlher ex 
cerpl from my novel, Tji, aboul his birth. 
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The Aborigines bad very little trouble witb their 
aged. They lost all tbeir teeth as they grew old 
and could eat only soft food, mostly snakes and 
lizards as far as tbeir meat was concerned, 
though they would take some kangaroo meat and 
wallow it around in tbeir moutbs. When they 
thought they were too old to keep up witb the 
tribe on their march from water hole to water
bole, they would take a coolamon of water, find 
a good sbade, sit there until their water was 
gone, bow their heads and wait for their death. 
This, they felt, was tbe last good tbing they 
could do for their tribe. Isn 'ttbat interesting? 

PAT SAYS 
(Marcb 16, 1995)" ••. Don't think 1 bave forgot
ten you all. 1 just get so covered up with things I 
bave to do and deadlines I have to meet, I 
baven't a spare second. Harrison, your "filler" 
on Australian Aborigines is so interesting, I'm 
considering writing only orten enougb to keep 
my name on the subscription list so you will 
bave more space to tell us about your novel. 

Now let me tell you wby I am so busy. A few 
weeks back as 1 was writing against a deadline 
which was created when the "Luminaria" editor 
informed me that be bad lost not one, but two of 
the articles 1 had written for bim, I got a call that 
two of my first cousins (I only bave six) were 
coming to Corpus Christi. This Luminaria peri
odical for wbicb I write is having growing pains, 
and an enlargement of the pages entailed a jug
gling of the publication schedule and the article 1 
had written for last December was no longer ap
propriate for the spring issue so a new article 
bad to be conjured up quickly. 

1 was very excited about seeing my cousins who 
are about as reluctant letter writers as some of 
the Chronicle readers and I would be seeing 
them for the first time since one of them was on
ly 18 montbs old and tbe otber was age 16. They 
lived in Florida wbere we visited wben we were 
cbildren, but after I married and moved away 
from Springfield, Missouri where my parents 
lived, I kept missing tbeir trips to Springfield. 

One of the things I have liked about the Mondy 
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family is that they bave stayed in toucb with 
eacb other better than my Crumpley family bas 
done. Our excuse is that early in our lives we 
scattered to the winds -- not a good excuse. This 
makes tbe Chrollicle even more important 10 the 
family. 

At my house one does not greet long lost cousins 
witbout first giving a swipe at the accumulated 
dust, not to impress anyone with my domestic
ity, but to prevent the early demise of unsuspect
ing guests from asphyxiation because of my 
slovenly bousekeeping. And I don't like to 
spend my time showing off my lack of culinary 
knowledge wbile I have visitors. I always try to 
prepare food in advance so we'll have more time 
to visit and also to hide my embarrassment at not 
being able to find the kitcben. Also gives me 
time to taste food prepared in advance and sec if 
1 must heave it in the garbage and bustle off to 
the delicatessen. (Actually, I have never done 
this, just kidding. I really know bow to cook 
three or four things.) 

Holland and I both enjoyed getting acquainted 
with my cousins and sbowing them around Cor
pus Christi, and had bardly finished changing 
the sheets on their beds when a phone call told 
me that an old friend with whom I had taught at 
the local university wanted to escape the cold 
winter up in Bloomington, Illinois. We had been 
having wonderful spring weather all winter until 
my cousins brougbt a misty rain. This turned in
to a blue norther the minute my friend arrived at 
the airport. She didn't know it but had come for 
our winter. The short week sbe was bere was 
awful, we had about 5 inches of rain. (My den
tist cancelled my appointment because of the 
nooded areas.) I could not persuade my friend to 
stay anotber week and try to find a sunny day .• 
She returned to Illinois saying the weather as 
better there. That's a gross exaggeration, of 
course. 

A few days after she departed taking the cold 
wind witb her, another old friend, and ex
neighbor, called to say she was visiting friends 
in Corpus Christi. Since she knew about my 
dust fighting prowess there was no need to keep 
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up the prelense of good housekeeping. She even 
knows we somelimes have 10 usc dynamite 10 

defrosl the freezer and thaI 1 have championship 
dust balls under Ihe bed. She lives in New Jersey 
and we didn't discuss Ihe weather. 

This is spring break for college kids and our 
beaches arc Ihree deep with young men and 
women. We never had spring breaks when I 
was in school. Anyway, Kristi called 10 ask if 
my granddaughter, Catherine could spend he 
spring break with us. She is only in the fifth grad 
and already having spring breaks. That will be 
jolly, of course, but we will nol be able 10 get 
wilhin Ihree miles of the beach, one of Calher
inc's favorite places. 

And more guests are coming! The last week in 
April daughler Lisa, Jocl, and Iheir Iwo Iille ones 
arc arriving for a vacalion. Lisa and Joel will 
spend one week-end in Houslon .11 a Rice special 
program of some kind. Guess who is going 10 

gel to keep nearly two year old Eliol and nearly 
five year old Beth? This too will be fun, but we 
may find out jusl how old We arc. Then a month 
later Ihey arc all coming back for Lisa's high
school reunion. 11'11 be almost like we arc living 
close togelher, getting to sec them so oCten, 
something we have oCten wished. 

The upshot of all this is this; I may be so busy 
that leller writing will have to take a back SC.1t, 
but I'll keep trying. I don'l wanl to lose my 
place on the Chronicle subscription list. Bul 
don't forget about those articles about Australia 
and keep us posted on that really bright member 
of th .. family, Brecken. We share in everyone's 
pride in her. 

March 17, 1995 {Pat's birthday, St Patrick's 
Day) 
Back again. J gal sidelracked and not it is SI. 
Patrick's Day already and J am having lelephone 
calls to remind me Ihat J am also a year older. 
This morning jusl aCter breakfasl J was pleased 
and surprised to have a call from Cecil Jinks. AI 
first I could hardly hear him, but then I recog
nized his voice and was so happy for his 
thoughlful call. We chatted for some time and 
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he says he will sec me later in the year when he 
visits his daughler after attending a family re
union north of here. 

Thoughl you'd like 10 have a report on Hoi
land's tomaloes which have been producing 
from early spring but arc now tapering off. He 
hates to dig up the vines that are still bearing 
green ones but they had better hurry and ripen or 
he·1I get grumpy and pull them out. He has put 
oul other plants and has several patio tomatoes 
in pots, so we hope 10 be well supplied wilh 
those red juicy fruits. We have to keep picking 
mature fruits or compete wilh the local possums 
for the ripe ones. This has bee a real possum 
year for some reason. They are all over the 
counlry, of course, but this year Ihey seem all to 
want 10 live in our yard, our greenhouse, or race 
across our roof. They musl have a little Los Ve
gas up there complele wilh race lrack. We had 10 

shoo six of Ihem out of our greenhouse and 
palch up Ihe enlries. 

I've got 10 run, I need 10 finish an art piece Ihal I 
have earmarked for the big fund raiser for Ihe 
Art Museum of Soulh Texas here in CC. Every 
year Ihey invite about a hundred local arlists to 
donate a small piece which they auction off as a 
big expensive party. Donations are our way of 
helping Ihe museum. The deadline is fast ap
proaching. 

II's only a couple of days unlil your birthday, 
Harrison. It's amazing how Ihey pile up. LeI's 
try for a bunch more. For example; if J could 
claim is was only middle aged, Ihen I could live 
10 be a hundred and forty-eighl or so. No one 
lives forever, but iI's worlh a try, then maybe I 
could finish some oflhcse projects. PAT 

Bessie enclosed with her a letter a clipping from 
Ihe newspaper concerning the investigation of 
mail fraud in SI. Louis where the investigators 
found 13,000 pieces of mail in the basement of 
the home of one of the carriers. Bessie says Ihat 
maybe Ihis explains why a check she sent me 
never arrived. It might also explain why one An
ne Armstrong senl never arrived. I hope both of 
you watch your bank relurns to sec if either of 
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them ever are cashed. The strange thing is that 
both of them disappeared the same week. If ever 
I fail to acknowledge a gift to this non-profitable 
institution, let me know. I try to report all dona
tions (but not the amount). 

FROM BERTHA AND BESSIE 
(MARCH 29, 1995) 
Denr Chronicle Cousins and Friends 
• ... We have had a few days of spring-like weath
er and everything is blooming. The pear trees are 
snow white, the forsythia is golden yellow, and 
the red bud trees arc bright red. Our radio an
nouncer says he has checked out a pc.1ch orchard 
and it is solid pink. 

And I have just finished mowing my yard. It was 
a bit cool but those weeds just had to be cut 
down. Bertha is mowing her yard today. We 
bad a rain storm last night and though we did not 
get much here, about 15 miles south the people 
reported a lot of hail, some of which was quite 
large. Our spring weather may be coming to a 
halt -- the weather man says the temperature will 
be down in the 30's for the next couple of nighL~ 
and we may have rain by the end of the week. 

Bertha and I visited I .E. and Katie one day last 
week. I .E. is recovering from viral pneumonia 
and is still weak but is improving. Katie served 
us coffee and banana nut bread, and after we 
had looked at a lot of pictures she served us 
sandwiches, chips, and devil's food c,1ke. (She 
sure puts out a good lunch.) They are two great 
people and we enjoyed our visit. 

We say Tommy and Iosie yesterday. They were 
doing alright. Iosie has gone back to work and 
seemed to be doing quite well. Neither of us 
have talked to the Reasons for several days. 
Bertha is up to her ears in work trying to get her 
furniture back in place after having the inside of 
her house painted. She over did it I suppose for 
her back has been giving her trouble, but, being 
Bertha, she doesn't complain much. 

Our nephew, Lavelle (Elza's son), is having 
more trouble with his leg. He fell and broke the 
leg again at the place where it was supposed to 
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be healing. The doctors said that it had not 
healed properly and they may have to cut off an
other 2 inches of bone. He goes to the doctors 
again on the 30th to find out what will be done. 
Our niece, Carolyn, (Edward's daughter) is do
ing real well with her eye operation and will go 
back on April 14th for an operation on the other 
eye. 

lust heard another weather report that we may 
have snow by Friday with temperatures near 
freezing. Docsn't sound good for our peach 
crop. Also, my dogwoods and lilacs are ready to 
bloom but maybe they won't get hurt too much 

Love to all of you and our best wishes for a hap
py Easter and may God's blessings be with you, 
Bertha and Bessie. 

FROM DENA HOUSTON 
Great weather here (Pocahontas) Anything 
blooming there? Saw on TV some cactus blooms 
in Arizona. I love the Southwest. I planted an 
elephant ear bulb and some pansies in white 
granite pans --ought to show them ofr. Also 
planted some glads. Looked for hop peppers but 
didn't find any. 

They are changing the highway between Poca
hontns and Walnut Ridge -- it will look a lot bet
ter. It sure needed the changes. 

The birds are really happy this morning. Dog
wood and redbud trees are blooming but they are 
a sign of coming storms so we will probably 
have a change in the weather soon. 

Dena, you asked several questions I will try to 
answer next time. 

• • • • • • • 
Sunday night -- just got a call from Brecken. 
She, Iudy and John are on their way here for a 
visit. Will stay 4-5 days. We will enjoy having 
them.May get an answe from Breken about the 
school she has chosen. 
Love until next time. 

Harrison. 
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THIS IS NOT MY BROTHER-IN-LAW CECIL 
This picture was sent to me by one of Cecil's neices without identification. I knew it was not his 
picture the moment I looked at it. I realize that this gentleman is tall and skinny like Cecil but it 

is not he. There are several distinguishing features that prove it is not my brother-in-law. 
A. Cecil is afraid of mice (though he ate a green worm once) so he would not be holding one by 

the tail. lL Cecil cannot cook so no ranch would ever hire him for the chuckwagon detail. 
C. Cecil never smokes a pipe; only cigarettes. D If Cecil was wearing a gun, it WOUlld be on his 

right hip, not on the left. Say what you will, you'll never convince me that this is 
Old Ornery, my brother-in-law. 
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THE BIRTH OF TJI 

Presented to Chronicle 
readers for appraisal only 

Excerpted from the novel, TJI 
by H.C. Mondy 

Copyright Material 
Do Not Reproduce 

[Intra: Tji, about age twenty, has been gone 
from the tribe some eight days, ever since d,e 
night he had clubbed Old Mitta, and had fled to 
prevent being killed by d,e tribe for the deed. 
Kulka, Tji's mother, is sitting by the waterhole, 
thinking about Tji, and remembering that many 
moons ago at this same waterhole, she had given 
birth to her son. The following has been excerpt
ed from Chapter Eight of my stor TJI and is sent 
to the Chronicle readers for their comments. If 
you like it, tell me so.J 

Kulka was bappy and bummed a meaningless 
lune as sbe wandered away from Ibe walerbole 
Ibal morning many years ago. Sbe bad wanled 
ber child 10 be born al Ibis walerbole for il al
ways provided plenly of food, and Ibe waler was 
sweel and plenliful. Sbe had awakened Ihal 
morning knowing her lime bad come, Ibough 
she did nol know how she knew. Quielly she bad 
made ber way oul of camp and inlo Ibe bush. 
She climbed over a sleep hill and found on Ibe 
olber side an overhang of rock, under which lay 
many flal slones. On Ibe way she had broken 
branches from acacia bushes 10 place over Ibe 
cbild for prOleclion againsl Ibe sun and Ihe flies. 
She laid down Ihe bag sbe was carrying and scI 
Ibe coolamon wilh ils conlenls nearby. She re
arranged some of Ihe flal slones 10 suil her needs 
and lOok her posilion belween Ihem. Sbe looked 
al Ibe sun and noled Ihal il seemed unusually 
bright. Sbe had come alone 10 Ihis spOI for she 
wanled 10 be alone wilh her child wben il was 
born. ThaI was Ibe way il was done in Ibe tribe 
from wbicb sbe bad come and she preferred il 
Ibal way. There were old women in Ibe tribe 
who would bave insisled on being wilh her bad 
Ihey known where she was. 

Her pains were coming more oClen and sbe knew 
Ibe lime was al band. Sbe looked al Ibe sun 
wbich no longer seemed as brighl as before. This 
seemed slrange for Ibere were no clouds in Ibe 
sky. From Ibe distanl camp Ibere came a noise of 
sbouling bul sbe paid lillie allention to il. She 

was busily engaged with more urgent mailers. 
She closed ber eyes and in the blackness, she 
could see Ibc sun again wilb a portion removed 
as if a bite had been taken out of it A few more 
pains came and she leaned ber back and shoul
ders againsl one stone and pressed ber feet 
againsl another. In tbis way she could help Ibe 
muscles of ber body force out tbe child. Sbe 
strained and pressed and pressed and strained 
and eacb time she felt Ibe cbild was nearer. As 
sbe lay back 10 rest between tbe pains she was 
Ibe sure Ibe sun was becoming darker. Sbe 
looked briefly at it and again closed ber eyes to 
fix Ibe image. This time Ibe sun was balf ealen 
by Ibe devouring moon monsler but before she 
could build up fear in her mind a great spasm of 
pain sbook ber frame and wilb a great beave Ibe 
cbild was born. She pulled it part way up ber 
naked body 10 reach the cord by which il was at
tached. She had prepared Cor this. For many 
weeks she bad taken hairs from her head and 
rolled Ibcse togetber on her grease covered 
Ibighs into a string as long as her arm. The 
string lay beside her on Ibe flat stone and she 
laid the baby across one leg while she tied off 
Ibe cord. Wilb a sharp piece of stone sbe cut Ibe 
cord, leaving two handspans of length connect
ed to Ibe child's pUlyi. All this was done as if 
she had practiced it but this was her first child 
and sbe bad only seen fiCleen summers, so wbat 
she did was only ber instinct enhanced by advice 
from Ibe older women of tbe tribe. At Ibe time 
Ibe child firsl enlered tbe open world she had 
turned ils face toward Ibe ground and given il a 
bard slap on Ibe back. This bad driven tbe mu
cous from ils Ibroat and brought forth its first 
cry. The umbilical cord had been cut too long 
by Ibe flint; now she held her child up so she 
could sec it and with her teelb she cut Ihe cord 
off close to the string. She laid the placential 
parts aside 10 be disposed of laler. The cbild slill 
cried and she beld it 10 her breast. There was no 
milk yet but Ihe rich yellow life-giving 
colostrum flowed into ils moulh as it sucked. 
Over Ihe baby on her breast she spread Ibe aca-



cia limbs and leaned back to rest from her labor. 
It was darker than before and as she closed her 
eyes she saw that the sun was now more than 
balf eaten by the moon and in her heart there 
was fear. But there was also a deep feeling of 
joy, for her first cbild was a boy. The labor had 
been great so she closed her eyes for the brief 
nap Ibal comes 10 a molher wbo lives close 10 
nalure. The last sounds she heard were Ihose of a 
bealthy child sucking her firm brown breast and 
the distant sounds of ber people as they be
wailed the the dying sun. 

Only a finger of sun-time passed before kulka 
awoke. The tempo of the tribe bad changed -
the crisis had passed. Once again their picas to 
the Great Spirit and their threats hurled at the 
voracious moon had been effective and the sun 
was recovering. The dancing and shouting and 
drumming grew more intense as the sun became 
brighter and brighter. In their excitement they 
had not missed Kulka and even if they had they 
would not have come to hunt for her. 

The child was still asleep and as she hugged it 
closer to her she began its first bath. From her 
yakulja she took pads of soft grass that were 
saturated with grease and filled with the white 
ash of burned acacia leaves. Gently she wiped 
the tiny, almost white, infant w ith the pad.~, re
moving from his skin spots of blood and mu
cous. Its crying when she turned it over to com
plete the bath disturbed her not at all. Through
oul tbe entire act she hummed her IittIc tunc and 
tbe sun grew brighter. 

Having finished the bath she sat once more 
against the stone and held her baby in her arms. 
After a few minutes she reached for her coolam
on and from the sand in it she removed a short 
piece of hollow branch in which a fire smoul-. 
dered and smoked. At the place on the rock 
where her child had been born she laid the live 
coals and gathered a heap of twigs, leaves, grass, 
and dried branches. She blew the coals a few 
times and the dry material burst into name. She 
galhered alllhe evidence of childbirth, including 
the pads used in Tji's first bath, and ceremo
niously laid them on the fire. For several fingers 

of sunlime, she added fuel to the fire and when 
she was satisfied that all evidence had been de
stroyed, she scattered the ashes and left, carrying 
her child clasped against her breast. 

The Iribe lay in exhausted silence as she ap
proached carrying the new member of the tribe. 
They had wept and wailed and shouted curses 
and pled for the intercession of al1 the Dream
time Spirits to prevent the sun's being eaten by 
the moon. When the sun regained control, they 
were happy and danced and shouted with joy to 
show their appreciation. Now they were exhaust
ed and lay in the shade resting. One old woman 
who had been Kulka's chief advisor staggered to 
her feet and came to meet her. Her first act was 
to check the string with which the boy's cord 
was tied. Ascertaining that its two ends were 
carefully tied over the boy's kidneys, she added 
her own complicated knot to Kulka's and ex
pressed her satisfaction that the pu/yu had been 
properly cared for. She took the crying ehild and 
examined it carefully and finally let Kulka know 
that it was indeed a fine boy, born on a most un
usual day, and therdore destined for great 
things. 

By Ule lime the olbers had rerovered from the sun 
dance, Kulka had spread sort pads of grass in lbe 
coolamon and placed her baby in it to sleep while she 
dug yams nearby. She was bumming her little tune 
and lbinking of the unusual events lbat accompanied 
the birth of her child. It eould be significant. Her 
own falber had been a powerful medicine man, and 
ber mother had hoped for a son. When Kulka was 
born a girl instead, lbe molber was not unhappy but 
told her lbat ber first child would be a son and lbat be 
would be a great medicine man. And now tbat son 
had been born; and his having been born at a lime 
when lbe great bailie of the sky was at its peak, was 
of great portent. Kulka was sure that Tji would be 
Ulat great medicine man and until lbe time when be 
had left her at the fire ritual, she bad taught him daily 
alltbe tbings of her life - the lore of lbe great sea ad
ventures off the roast where she had been born, lbe 
religious rites of her tribe, lbe ways of life and dealb, 
lbe knowledge of spirits botb good and evil, the tales 
of heroes long dead, and all about the cures of vari· 
ous illnesses. 

• 
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