And Mog Mog has a real native village. The firet one we oVer SawW.
Quaint might be the word for it. A cluster of little huts in a coconut grmru
a one story affair made of coconut trees and thataehed with palm leavoo. :lu.{dn't.
it be wonderful Af we could asclve tha hm.l..pi.n‘ situation at home with a .frn' cocaonut
loge and somo palm loavea?). Thaoir floocrs ‘ralosd soms twoe oot above the ground
to koep out the rain. They have no doors or ﬂnd,:r.- beanuas they have no solld wallo.
The mpace from the ground to the savea 1s wido open, closed in with woven palm—leaf
curtalne only at night amd when it rains. HNatives = the way they live and dresas —
do not need the r-hrn.rur nf clathes wearsing — "'foreligneral,— A groeat life; no Tarnaon
“to tend, no wash to do, no servant problem. Just simple people living a simple life,
To us who have visited Mog Mog there ls one other thing wa will never for-—
got, It's the ery of the levather-lunged S.P.'s: "Hen of the Bsnnington lay down to
the -mnlr.ld.!. Men of the Boarmmington, THE BENNINGTON, your boat io readyl" Some
day we'll probably have an avalanche of words to describe Mog it'a Hative Vil-
lage, 1t'n two cans of beoer, and all the rest. But right now we ek the snchantment
of memory oo we'll Juat iet’ these words and Ashare's aketch tell you about this part
of the saga the Benningtan 1is making, hitting high spots and low.
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