[bookmark: _GoBack]And one particular night I was washing my overalls.  And what you do there, you sit facing the fire – your back gets cold then you sit – turned round and you sit with your back to the fire, and you keep doing this backward and forward.  But I had to get fresh water, and the cookhouse was not far away, and for a number of nights a bear had been coming and stealing the bacon.  (This is not political, but I think I’ll tell you about it).  And it [was] stealing the bacon.  The bacon was in long boxes outside at the back of the cookhouse, and they came and pinched the bacon and they couldn’t get it.  So, this particular night – there was a little stream not far from the [?back] and you’d go right down the slope to the stream to get this water.  And I’m coming up with the water, when the back door of the cookhouse opens and out comes the Japanese cook, out comes the cook with an axe, and the big black thing rushed past me.  I got the fright of my life!  And I took the water round to the fire and put the overalls in it, and I didn’t [indistinct] continue washing [them] for another week.  The overalls got frozen stiff and everybody swore they’d be ruined, but there weren’t.  I had to thaw them out about a week later.  However, that was that.
