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  The Carousel 




  Down our lane, the most beautiful time of year was summer. Aside from excessive football playing, there was other fascinating entertainment that was tailor-made and greatly important for us children. This only happened once a year, during the summer holidays. There were performers, storytellers, child-size carousels, ice cream vendors, magicians, and the like.





  





  The problem was always money. We were very poor. There was never any money, most especially not for those children's dreams that would give new life to our lane during the summer. Also, I was very shy, which made things worse. While my brothers would do anything at all to get hold of some money, I practically never even asked my mother whether she could give me some. And if, on a rare occasion, I would ask her for money, I'd always receive her standard reply: there'd be no more money until the end of the month. I always backed off immediately and left her alone; it was such an effort for me to ask her in the first place. I knew that we didn't have money for such things and that she had to use what money we did have for food and clothing, and I also didn't want to make life more difficult for her with my demands. Being poor was hard enough for her already; I didn't want to keep reminding her of it. Whenever I asked her for money, her face grew so sad that it broke my heart and I immediately regretted asking.
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