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(Photo Albums) (Volume 1) (Galician Edition):

Unha coleccion de 49 fotografias historicas con subtitul os orixinais sobre paseos en barco, pesca e caza, en
Newfoundland and Labrador, Canada 1965-1966 [incluindo imaxes graficas dunha caza de focas.] Tomado por John
Penny un mozo de 18 anos Voluntary Service Overseas (V SO) de profesores do Reino Unido que viviu e traballou na
escola da comunidade local 1965-66. As fotografias dan unha contribucion importante para a historia cultural,
educativo e natural do periodo e ben retratan aricatapiceria de vida e ao redor de Naim na epoca. Cada album de fotos
concentrase en distintos aspectos de como o de vida da comunidade. Atencion: alguns lectores poden atopar algunhas
das fotos perturbadoras. [Fotografia da portada: remendando redes no wharfe; fotografias cortesia John Penny]

[Galego Edition]

About the AuthorLlewelyn traballou co Honorable Senadora Canadense William (Bill) Rompkey, aescribir a historia
do Servizo Voluntario Overseas (V SO), en Labrador. Isto e o que Bill escribiu na sua carta paraa primeira reunion de
profesores VSO en Pateley Bridge, North Y orkshire 1 to 03 de Agosto de 2003 "... Labrador chamado parati e
estamos chamando agora. Espero que faga o que poida durante a sntese de varios das para encher o rexistro de
Labrador con seus recordos e reflexions. |sto tamen estara naimportante contribucion para a historia Labrador. sobre
todo, pero eu espero que aproveite o seu tempo xuntos. Llewelyn Pritchard fixo un traballo notable en trae lo xunto. El
e tan intelixente como Holmes e tan persistente como Poirot. El podera ata ser un gran Canadense ! Debemos lle mais
do que podemos dicir. E o teu caso e sei que vai ser exitoso. Todos 0s bos desexos. Bill Rompkey" Interview with
Llewelyn Pritchard: Where did you grow up, and how did this influence your writing? | grew up on the Black
Mountain north of Swansea, South Wales. | haven't really got a clue how this influenced my writing except | suppose
itinstilled in me agreat love of nature, adventure and the outdoors. | am the son of an elite collier and | would much
rather take this opportunity to dedicate this great poem to his memory: In Memory of my Dad "My father was a miner,
He worked deep underground; The rush of drams and clanking chains. They were his daily sounds. He worked so far
below the ground. Where coal was hewed by pick, The work so hard and wages small He didnt dare go sick. He
crawled upon his belly. In drifts so low and narrow, The wind it whistled down the shaft. It chilled him to the marrow.
He ate hisfood from a Tommy box, Shaped like a slice of bread, While squatting down upon the ground, Where spit
and crumbs were shed. His water, it was in a Jack, to wet down clouds of dust, That gathered daily in his throat and
lungs. Where it formed a deadly crust. We would listen for his footsteps, He then came into sight: This man, our Dad,
as black as black, just like the darkest night; Right down his back white rivers ran amongst the dirt and grime, But you
cannot wash away blue scars. That you get down the mine. Y ears now have passed. My father gone, But | am proud to
say, My Father was aminer, until his dying day. by William Holden



